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The Royal Crown Reciter 

WHAT IS THE SWEETEST NAME? 

A Recitation for 6 Children. Cards with the favourite wo-rds
l\tf other, Jesus, etc. -will add to effect. 

First Boy or Girl. 

WHAT is the sweetest name to me? 
Why Mother, to be sure! 

Her ways toward me are so kind, 
Her love to me so pure, 

She is the darling of my heart
Like her there is no other ; 

0 yes! I must admit, to me 
The sweetest name is Mother.

Second Boy or Girl. 
And what's the sweetest name to me? 

Well, Father, he's the one 
Who plays and romps about with me 

When all his work is done. 
Through him we get our daily food, 

And all our clothing, too ; 
0 yes 1 without my Daddy I 

Don't know what I should do. 
Third Boy or Girl. 

And what's the sweetest name to me? 
Why, David charms my heart; 

His lovely Psalms, from time to time, 
Sweet joy to me impart, 

He tells me of God's boundless grace, 
His love so full and free, 

His mercy, higher than the heav 'ns. 
Yes, David's name for me. 

Fourth Boy or Girl. 
And what's the sweetest name to Me? 

Well, I should say St. Paul, 
For he it is who tells me that 

The Saviour died for all; 
But something more that gladdened him, 

Has filled my heart with glee-
I can with Paul say, Jesus loved 

And gave Himself for me. 
5 



What is the Sweetest Name? 

Fifth Boy or Girl. 
And what's the sweetest name to me? 

Teacher, I think I '11 say, 
For 'tis by him (her) I -have been taught 

To walk the narrow way, 
To yonder lovely mansions where 

True pleasure never dies, 
Above all others I have cause 

My teacher's name to prize. 

Sixth Boy or Girl. 
And what's the sweetest name to me? 

There's no more charming sound 
Than JESUS, for in Him alone 

Abiding peace is found; 
'Tis He who pardoned all my sin, 

And filled my heart with joy, 
Jesus should be the sweetest Name 

To every gir 1 and boy. 

All together. 
Amen ! Amen ! We all agree 

This is the sweetrst Name, 
For when, long years ago, the b_oys 

And girls to Jesus came, 
He placed His hands upon their heads

A lovely sight to see, 
Saying, "Forbid them not, but let 

The children come to Me. " 

So let us, each and every one, 
This blessed fact proclaim

JEsus, the Friend of children, is 
Indeed the sweetest Name ; 

We will, while pilgrims here below 
Praise Him for sins forgiven, 

And we 'fl adore Him, by and by, 
Eternally in Heaven. w. T. RAE.

••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 

"Thou shalt call His name JES US." 

••..•.••.•••••..•..•..•...........•.•...•.•...•..........•..••.....•.•••••..•..•••••••••••• 
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TEN LITTLE NIGGER BOYS. 
Can be said by l boy VY 10, with or without cards or figures. 

10 
little Nigger boys came to have a look.

One was smart and clever, so we taught him how to cook. 

9 little Nigger boys hanging round the door.
One became our servant-boy, and now he sweeps the floor. 

8 little Nigger boys standing in a row.
One told us that he wanted work, so we put him on to hoe. 

7 little Nigger boys. One had inward pain.
So we gave him tiny pills to take, and made him well again. 

6 little Nigger boys. One seemed born to rule;
We taught him white man's learning, and he helps us now 

in school. 

5 little Nigger boys. One was scarcely clad;
But he bought cloth with his wages and then was very glad. 

4 little Nigger boys full of life and joy;
The one that worked the hardest we made a garden boy. 

3 little Nigger boys. One's father was so hard;
He fled to us for refuge, and now gladly sweeps our yard. 

2 little Nigger boys waiting hand in hand;
We bady one take the cattle to the Jungle pasture land. 

1 
little Nigger boy, standing all alone,

Became a bright evangelist, the very best we own. 

By kind pe,-mission of "AJ,-ica Inland Missions." 

BUILDERS FOR ETERNITY. 
"Let every man take heed how he buildeth." 

I
SN'T it strange that Princes and Kings,
. And clowns that caper in sawdust rings; 

And common people like you and me 
Are builders for Eternity! 

To each is given a box of tools, 
A shapeless mass and a Book of Rules ; 

And each must make, ere time be flown
A Stumbling Block or a Stepping Stone. 

7 
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ADVIOE TO THE YOUNG. 

A
IM high, my boy, and strive to do the right,

The morn of life rings out its call to thee. 
Keep worthy ideals ever in,thy sight, 

And shun what with this outlook won't agree. 

Success is reached by steady march in life 
Along the path of duty nobly done; 

The goal secured will well repay the strife 
In pressing on the worthy prize to win. 

You need a guide, the way at times is dark, 
And judgment fails to give unerring aid; 

Get right with God, He'll lead thee to the mark 
If on Him thou art ever firmly stayed. 

Use well the time committed to your trust, 
And deem it too a treasure rich and rare, 

Which, rightly spent-for spend it sure you must
Will keep you free from many a sordid care. 

Let go what's wrong, what hinders in the race, 
It may be small and trifling in account, 

But at each step its hindrance you must face 
Unless by grace you boldly it surmount. 

Let not the cn;>wd, borne fast on fancy's wing, 
Draw thee aside to revel in their glee; 

For thoughtless mirth oft hides the serpent's sting
From folly's path turn thou aside and flee. 

Life at the best is short and ended soon. 
And n?ne of us shall pass this way 

again; 
Consider time as God's great 

earthly boon, 
To be for Him employed with 

worthy aim. 

Then start aright, take with thee 
on the way 

The Lord as Guide, as Keeper, 
and as Friend ; 

He'll light thy path throughout the 
darkest day, 

And to His Home will take thee 
in the end. w.A.B.
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THE POWER OF HIS LOVE. 

• 1\.T EATHthe sunny skies of a far off land,
� 'i Nigh a hundred years ago,
An artist was painting the dear Lord's 1
Th� Crucified's death of woe. [death-
And a gipsy maiden as model sat,
Whose black eye the picture scanned,
As the face and form of a suff 'ring Christ
Were <lra wn by that master hand.

On His bleeding brow was the crown of thorns, 
His face so marred, so fair; 
The cruel nails in His tender hands, 
And His form beyond compare. 
Around Him, the elders and scornful priests, 
The soldiers grim and proud, 
The women who wept with pitying heart, 
.. i\nd the laughing, careless crowd. 
But the gipsy's eye with wondering gaze 
Was fixed on the Cross intent; 
And she questioned the artist eagerly, 
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The Power of His Love. 

What the Man of Sorrows meant. 
Then in careless tones the painter told 
The tale in her listening ear-
How the Son came down from our Father-God, 
The judgment of sin to bear. 
As he told that story of love supreme, 
Divine and Holy and true, 
She tenderly said, "He has loved you much, 
Since He suffered that for you.'! 
The picture was finished-a gem of art, 
And the maiden went her way; 
But the words she spoke in the artist's soul, 
Kept ringing both night and day-
"He must have loved you very, very much, 
Since He suffered that for yon." 
Yet the burden of sin on his spirit lay, 
And his heart no comfort knew. 
One day in a meeting so poor and mean, 
Where the loved of Jesus meet, 
The glorious Gospel of Jesus Christ, 
Filled his heart with comfort sweet; 
And his heart grew great with the one desire, 
To exalt the Saviour's Name. 
He would paint the Cross for ever and aye-
Its glory, its love, its shame. 
Then a messenger came to him one night 
From a roving, gipsy band, 
Would he come and visit a ·sin -sick soul, 
Nearing Eternity's strand? 
There he found the beautiful gipsy maid, 
His heart filled with love anew; 
He spoke to that woman these "loving words"
"He suffered all that for you." 
So ere she passed to the Heavenly land, 
She trusted the Lord ever true, 
And rested her faith on these words divine
"He suffered all that for yo1-t." 
Oh I she found in Jesus her deep delight, 
And passed to the Home above ; 
And she drank of the well of God's great grace, 
And the Father's perfect love. J .M'c. 
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IF THERE WERE NO CHILDREN-WHAT?
� NE dreamed there were no children
�r� l To bother the women and men; 
� And said, '.'How pleased the folk would
�� And were well quit of them. " [be,
� No noises up and down the house,
� Or -wild "whoops" on the stair; 
?' No jackets or caps le�t lying about,Tidiness everywhere. 

No broken toys to "ple,?,Se to mend,"No horses or barrows to "glue;" No dolly's frocks to "just sew up,""'Cos sawdust is coming froo." 
No young musicians who do tryTo play a merry tune, 
As they with one another vie, Each morning, night, and noon.
No little untidy heads to brush, Small faces and hands to clean ; No small demands from morn till night,Filling the hours between. 
No great demands on patience and care,Small troubles to soothe away; No-only, a painfully quiet house,And a long, dull, dreary day. 
Only a dream, one would not wishAnother like that in its place; Bless every merry, wee, cheery rogue,Every bonnie, winsome face. N .B. 
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THE DISOBEDIENT PROPHET. 

(Could be divided between two boys or a boy and a girl.) 

W
ILL you lend your attention dear children,

And seek some instruction to gain, 
While a tale I unfold of a prophet of old, 
Who disobeyed God in what he was told, 

And sought to flee from Him in vain. 

Now the Word of the Lord, so our Bibles record, 
To Jonah His servant once came, 

Saying, "Jonah, arise, and lift up thy cries 
Against Nineveh's sins which are great in Mine eyes; 

My judgments against it proclaim." 

Thought Jonah, "I know, 'tis a long way to go 
To that distant land on my feet; 

And how may I fare, when once I am there ? 
Perhaps taken captive, to die in despair, 

Without a chance of retreat! 

"Besides, God is love; His mercy's above 
The clouds, and it reaches to Heaven; 

I should feel and look queer, if I judgment declare, 
And they should repent, and pray God to forbear, 

And the Ninevites all be forgiyen." 

So Jonah arose, and went whither he chose,
To flee away out of God's sight. 

Down to Joppa he went, without being sent, 
For now his whole mind and soul seemed bent, 

On doing that which was not right. 

There he found a ship, just making a trip 
To Tarshish that very day. 

As the fare he paid, to himself he said: 
"Exactly! just the kind of aid 

To help me along in my way." 

He went down in the boat, and was soon afloat 
So smoothly over the sea. 

And soon fast asleep on an angry deep, 
For all he has sown he's about to reap, 

And God's own chastening see. 

12 



The Disobedient Prophet. 

The ship and its crew were in danger too, 
All were afraid of God's token. 

Each one in that crowd had his stout heart bowed 
And each-save one-to his god cried aloud, 

As the ship was like to be broken. 
But he, slumb'ring fast, was awaken'd at last 

By the shipmaster's wailing cry-
"Oh, sleeper, arise! nor close thine eyes!. 
Hast thou a God? then lift up thy cries, 

If perchance we may not die." 
With a conscience lash, like a lightning flash, 

The sense of his whole sin he felt. 
His hardened heart now began to smart, 
Nor could he one faint petition start, 

While conscious of all his guilt. 
They cast lots, one and all, and on him they fall, 

For justice cannot be mistaken. 
"Oh tell us," said they, "whence come ye this way! 
Who are thy people? whom do ye obey? 

Why art thou thus overtaken? 
Then said he with shame: "I fear the great Name 

Of Jehovah, the God of Heaven. 
I'm a Hebrew by birth, and have been sent forth 
By the Lord, the Maker of sea and earth, 

And to me His Word has been given. " 
Then, telling' out all, he said: "Now let me fall 

In to the sea for your peace. " 
So with praying breath, they commit him for death, 
Into the angry billows beneath, 

And .then did the tempest cease. 
They thought he was lost, so with fear and great cost 

They made offerings and vows to find grace ; 
But God in His might, had prepared_-out of sight
A great fish for putting His erring one right, 

And bringing him back to his place. 
Say some as they warn: "So here you may learn 

How God deals with His people to-day; 
He that sins in His face must fall from His grace: 
And like Judas will go to that terrible place 

At last, as a castaway." 
13 



'l'he Disobedient Prophet. 

PART II.

(Application-To be said by a teacher or 
older scholar vigorously.) 

Nay Christian, nay-this is not the way 
Of God's love with His children by faith. 

But if thou from Him roam, though under the foam 
Of a boiling sea, He will bring thee home, 

At the last, as the Scripture saith. 

There are deep lessons here-O Christian beware 
Of seeking to have thine own way! 

But if thou hast erred, give ear to the Word, 
Be careful that thou disobey not thy Lord, 

Or thou, too, wilt soon go astray. 

And full soon on the road that leadeth from God, 
Will appear the false "Angel of light." 

"There's a little ship here, and it's not very dear:" 
In a trice he's deceived thee, and made it quite clear 

That the way thou art going is right. 

And the price thou must pay, in more than one way, 
Though it bid more than fair to begin. 

Thy life wasted-past; thy time flying fast, 
All the reward thou should'st have at the last, 

Bartered away for thy sin. 

But if thou begin with that terrible sin 
Of disobedience to God, 

His presence thou 'lt lose, His service refuse, 
And going the way that thine own heart shall choose, 

Thou, too, wilt bring down the rod. 

And what wilt thou gain by running in vain? 
Beside being a curse to the world; 

The Lord's Holy Name thou wilt only defame, 
And not only this, but thyself thou wilt shame, 

As into the depths thou art hurled. 

Then under the sea thine experience will be 
No joy or communion above; 

For what God has spoken can never be broken. 
Then let Jonah's failure to thee be a token, 

And keep thyself firm in His love. E. VENN.
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HE WENT TO CERTAIN DEATH. 

A TRUS incident relating to a fire which broke out in a tenement building in Sunder• 
land. The dead-a boy aged 13 and two girls, 9 and 4-were children of ]AMES R. 
JOHNSON, a barber. They had been left at home whilst the parents were visiting 
relatives. The fire occurred in the basement, and trapped the three children in 
the upper rooms. After 6 men had been beaten back, the three children apreared 
at an upper window, crying, "Mother!" Tue cry was too much for ALEX. CLARKE, 
aged 32, an ex-soldier, with a wife and 3 chil<lren. Throwing off his coat, he climbed 
a water pipe, went through a skylight, reached one child, but was surrounded by 
the flames, and was found dead in one of the rooms. Such was the tragic tale. 

"HE went to certain death," they said,
Who told the tragic story; 

But all too true, the man is dead, 
Who earned the hero's glory. 

'Twas in the early morning hours, 
But how, no tongue can tell, 

A fire was in the basement seen, 
And this is what befell. 

Three children, left alone, were there, 
High in the �ooms above : 

15 



He Went to Certain Death. 

But at the windows stood and cried. 
For mother's help and love. 

The parents, on a visit gone, 
. Heard not their feeble cries; 
But others heard, and sought to save, 

Tears in their pitying eyes. 
Six men, in swift succession, tried 

To reach them, but in vain; 
The fire had such terrific hold, 

It drove them back again. 
A seventh, a neighbour, saw it all, 

And threw his coat aside, 
Determined he would do or die, 

Then bravely stripped and tried. 
He rushed behind the house, and there 

A slack pipe climbed, and so 
Reached to the roof-a fanlight smashed 

To find the bairns below. 
Men waited. Would he reappear? 

They waited, stilled to awe. 
They waited as the fire increased, 

But man nor child they saw. 
Meantime the absent parents came, 

From visiting returning; 
And to their horror looked, and lo I 

The home they left was burning. 
The father ran toward the door-

"My bairns! I hear them calling I" 
Too late! The neighbours held him back, 

_,�The flames were too appalling.
The firemen did their best to save, 

But not till all was over, 
Could any enter that sad scene, 

The bodies to recover. 
"He went to certain death," they said, 

And dead the firemen found him 
In a back room-where with one child, 

The fire had swept around him. 
His brave attempt had reached its goal, 

But in its triumph fa..iled; 
The fiery fiend had conquered him, 

And finally prevailed. 
The fire of sin our world involved, 

The children were in danger; 
Man's every effort was in vain, 

Till Christ. the Heavenly Stranger, 
16 



He Went to Certain Death. 

Threw off His glory robe of light 
And came where sin was raging, 

To save the little ones from doom, 
His love and will engaging. 

He went to certain death. He knew 
The only way of saving 

Was by His sacrificial Blood, 
The flames of justice braving. 

And not in vain He suffered thus, 
Earth's little ones restoring 

To peace and life, where millions bow, 
Their Risen Friend adoring. WILLIAM LUFF. 

THREE THINGS WORTH KNOWING. 

B 

I 
KNOW a loving SA VI OUR,

Who dwells beyond the sky, 
·Where angels fold in awe their wings,
And all the court of Heaven sings

His Glorious Majesty. 

I know a lovely SHEPHERD, 
Who daily cares· for me, 

And leads me by the pleasant stream, 
And through green pastures, where I glean 

Thoughts of His love to me. 

I know a lovely MANSION, 
Upraised beyond the stars, 

And soon the One who died for me, 
And deigns to make a friend of me, 

Will call me there to stay. E. w.

FAITH OR FRET? 

I
F you have faith you -need not fret,

And if you fret you have scant faith· 
Fretting begins when we forget, 

What God in Holy Scripture saith. 
This fret is not composed of froth, 
It means to eat as moth does cloth ; 
As rust eats iron-ants eat wood, 
As cancer preys on flesh for food. 
So then, my heart, I pray beware, 

Lest this distemper grip thy soul; 
Seek ye the Lord at once in prayer, 

Ere fret obtains complete control. 
T. BAIRD.
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MOTHER'S BIRTHDAY. 

JT'S Mother's birthday, Sunday week, 
�:..f::...• And what to give her, I don't know; 

I.t really is so difficult, 
. Because, you see, I love her so

I want to give her _everything 
That I can think of, that I see; 

But yet, I've only ten.pence left, 
. So I don't see how that can be. 

I'm sure she'd like a lovely clock, 
In Turner's shop I know it stands, 

And beautif 'ly it chimes and strikes, 
And slowly turns its two black hands. 

Oh ! wouldn't I just love to give 
Dear Mother such a big surprise, 

I can just see her when it comes, 
So pleased, and open wide her eyes. 

But, oh, it's no good thinking so, 
I '11 never be so rich, to buy, 

I might as well make up my mind. 
What can I get? I '11 think and try 

To get the very best I can 
With just the little I have got. 

I know dear Mother understands, 
And will not 'spect to get a lot. 

I'd like to write a letter, too, 
To say just what I really think. 

Yes ! that is just what I will do
I 'II write it nice, in tidy ink. 

Because I think Gon is so kind 
To send dear Mother down, you see. 

For though there's many mothers, yet 
He sent the nicest one to me. 

OLIVE V. LUFF. 

,�������������������� 
I JUST A �ITTLE MORE. ' 
J SPEAK a shade more kindly than the y�ar before, J 
, Pray a little oftener, love a little more, f � Clin'g a little closer to the Father's love, 1

j Life below shall liker grow to the life above. J 
������������'W:-��������� 
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PAUL'S CROSS. 

· ..,'-'4n, z 
• 

� : . . •I' • ,• • • • •.'< • 

The new Paul's Cro!'S, erected in St. Paul's Churchyard by means of a bequest 
of £5000 left for the r11rpose by the late Mr. H. C. RICHARDS, M.P., was publicly 
dedicated. The cro�:; stands on the site of the preaching-cross destroyed by order 
of the Long Parliarr.ent in 1643, and bas been desigr.cd by Mr. Reginald Blomfield. 
From a raised platform, having a balaster wall of Portland stone and black marble, 
rises a column fifty feet in height, and terminating in a bronze statue of St. Paul. 

A 
TABLET in the pavement set,· by the cathedral walls,

Still marks the site where once there stood the pulpit of 
St. Paul's. 

Unnoticed now the record lies, though near the busy str�et, 
The few short words engraven there, oft pressed by hurrying feet. 

"Paul's Cross," it tells, here once was reared-'tis now well-nigh 
forgot, 

For few remember what occurred upon this sacred spot. 
Though still and undisturb�d to-day amidst unceasing roar, 
The busy traffic ever swells like surges on the shore. 

This was the field on which there raged, .'mid sound vf city chimes, 
The greatest warfare ever raged in Reformati_on times. 
No monument of human art, by famous sculptor wrought, 
Doth celebrate such battlefields as where Reformers fought. 

For to the vict'ry here achieved our freedom now we owe, 
The triumph of the Word of God, five centuries ago. 
The Cardinal with Papal bull here Luther's work condemns-
He might as well have tried to check the flowing of the Thames-

And near this spot, by "Northern Rood," were Wycliffe's Bibles 
burned, 

But not before the precious truth by many had been learned. 
In Henry's reign the books are seized, in Edward's they are read, 
In Mary's they whc loved the Word to Smithfield's stake are led. 

Through all these years "Paul's Cross" remained the centre of 
the fight, 

For here the hottest contest raged, the struggle for the Light; 
And some who boldly preached the Truth, and on this pulpit stood, 
From it, condemned to cruel death, went forth to shed their blood. 

For often in those troublous times, upon this very ground, 
The martyrs heard their doom pronounced with thousands standing 

round. 
It seemed as though the cause were lost, as each on<; paased away, 
And yet they triumphed by defeat, and dying,won the day. 
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Paul's Cross . 

"The martyrs' blood" has often proved the Church's living" "seed," 
The ashes of the Book produced the Bibles which we read. 
The wind that bloweth where it lists with mighty rushing sound, 
Did bear the precious dust aloft, and scatter it around. 
And from the places where it fell a glorious stream goes forth, 

From warehouse and from printing press to water all the earth. 
But when ye stand beside this stone, remember what it cost, 
i\nd think of them who shed their blood, nor let their work be lost. 

For though we find the volume cheap within the neighbouring 
"Ro,v," 

It is because it cost them dear who suffered long ago. 
(2 Timothy 3. 16). ADA. R. HABERSHON.

THE BIBLE-THE BOOK OF BOOKS. 
THE Bible, in which three girls and two boys take part, with letter 
cards. The child shows the letter, which should be held behind 
and reversed, when the letter is mentioned. 

First Girl, with Letter B.

OF all the books within the land,
There's one that's dear to me. 

And when you want to spell its name, 
You take a great big B (reverse �ard). 

First Boy, with Letter l, 
Then you will add a little I, 

For in this Book I find, 
Although I'm small, that Christ is all. 

Then bear thi.s fact in mind. 

Second Girl, with Letter B.

So now you have another B, 
The centre of this name. 

And on a centre Cross for me, 
God's Son was put to shame. 

Second Boy, with Letter L.

And then you have the letter L, 
The fourth one in this Book. 

But if this Name you wish to spell, 
Why I then you must still look. 

Thi-rd Girl, with Letter E.

So now you have the whole word spelt, 
In letters plain to see. 

The finest, sweetest, grandest Book� 
The B-1-B-L-E. 
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JESUS LOVES ME. 

A good piece for a nice simple girl who can speak clearly. 

JESUS loves me-even me,
And I am only seven ; 

He promises a child like me 
A home with Him in Heaven. 

For I believe He died for me, 
I love Him in my heart; 

One day His glory I shall see, 
And never from Him part. 

I '11 praise Him then-for ever, 
I '11 see Him face to face ; 

For I am just a s1:nner, 
But I am saved by Grace. 

I '11 see His blessed hands and side, 
Where _precious Blood did flow, 

When on the Cross He bled and died 
That I to Heaven might go. 

So just come to my Saviour, 
Say, "Lord, I do believe, " 

And through His love and favour, 
Eternal life receive. F. RIVERS.

AT THE END OF THE ROAD. 

T
HERE'S a nice little house with a nice little gate, 

Where a nice little baby so dear 
Toddles out for a walk, for she knows that I wait 

At the end of the road from here. 
Every day I am there just to blow her a kiss, 

And to wish her a very good day! 
And her smile so seraphic is making me wish 

I could carry her far away. 
She is three and a bit, has five dimples, and crows 

In a manner enchantingly gay; 
And she's terribly wise, for she very well knows 

I am longing to come and play. 
Such a nice little house with its nice little gate, 

And the weeist of babies so dear, 
Who appears every day, for she knows that I wait 

At the end of the road from here. A-N·.
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PRAISE FOR THE RAINY DAY. 
"In everything give thanks" (I Thessalonians 5. 18). 

"�w--H, dear!" cried Daisy, with a pout,
-- "It's raining very fast, I see, 

And mother wants me to go out, 
I '11 get so wet, oh, deary me I" 

She put on mackintosh and hat, 
And nice thick boots to keep her dry; 
But as she walked she grumbled at 
The rain, and felt inclined to cry. 
"We cannot have our tea to-day 
Under that nice old spreading oak, " 
She said as she went on her way, 
And then a pleasant farmer spoke. 
"Beautiful weather, miss, to-day!" 
"Beautiful!" cried she, in much surprise, 
At his bright smile and pleasant way, 
Opening wide her big blue eyes. 
Said he, "You may not like the rain, 
But that is what we 're needing so, 
'Tis badly wanted for the grain, 
And now we hope to see it grow. 
"Ah, if we had no rain, you know, 
We'd have no corn to make our bread, 
And if," said he, "that happened so, 
Why, before long we'd all be dead. 
"Small maids like you don't always think 
Of all that's needful in this way, 
That we may live and eat and drink, 
Or else you'd offer praise to-day. " 
And Daisy then made up her mind 
To never grumble or complain, 
But thank the Lord who is so kind, 
To send the sunshine and the rain. 

OLIVB V. LUFF. 
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\VAVE UPON WAVE. 

W
. A VE upon wave-not a single gap

They break upon the shore. 
Sparkling and blue with their snowy cap, 

They push each other o'er. 
Wave upon wave, on a summer day, 

As far as eye can reach; 
Laughing and tumbling they play and play, 

And roll upon the beach. 
Waye upon wave, running mountains high, 

While wind and tempest shriek; 
Thunders are crashing in stormy sky, 

As though tbe Lord did speak. 
Fiercely they battle and war and fight, 

As if in armour clad; 
None can forget who have seen that sight

The waves gone wild and mad. 
Wave upon wave-to a harbour fair 

A ship is coming in; 
Entrance abundant awaits her there, 

And welcome glad within. 
Wave upon wave, she is battered some,

But safe has ma.de the trip; 
0 what a shout-for the King has come 

To greet the sea-worn ship. M.P.F

THE VITAL QUESTION. 
"Dost thou believe on the Son of God ? " (John 9. 35). 

A
RE you resting in the Saviour?

Are you trusting in His Blood? 
Do you shun all human labour 

As a ground for peace with God? 
Is the Cross of Christ your glory? 

Can you say: "For me He died? " 
I� your only song and story 

Jesus Christ, the Crucified? 
Is th� Rock your sure foundation? 

And is Christ your Corner Stone? 
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The Vital Question. 

Is He all youi: soul's salvation? 
Do you trust in Him alone ? 

Can you sing the song of Heaven
Of the Lamb that once was slain

As a guilty one forgiven, 
As a sinner born again ? 

Then, if such is your condition, 
If to Christ you now belong, 

How exalted your position I 
And how glad should be your song! 

He has found us; we have found Him ; 
Let us magnify His grace, 

Till in Heaven we gather round Him. 
And behold Him face to face. T. R. 

MANNERS MAKE THE MAN. 

M
OTHER says that she must pay

Twopence at our schools, 
To teach us manners and of good 

Society and rules. 
We must not bounce into the room, 

We mustn't scuttle out, 
Nor ever bang the drawing-room door; 

And girls must never shout. 
There's many things for boys to learn 

Before they will behave, 
They must not ask old gentlemen, 

Why their heads are shaved. 
They always ought to scrape their boots, 

And wipe them on the mat; 
They should not steal the ginger-bread 

And say it was the cat. 
You should answer when you're spoken to, 

At least, if you are able; 
The place for elbows, you must know, 

Is not upon the table. 
Then mother ends her lecture with, 

"Remember, -if you can, 
This simple little saying, that, 

'Tis manners maketh.man." . N-B.
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BETTY BROWN. 

"WE HAVE THIS TREASURE IN EARTHEN VESSELS, THAT 
THE EXCELLENCY OF THE POWER MAY BE OF Gon, AND
NOT OF US" (2 Cor. 4. 7). 

BETTY BROWN was old and grey 
Betty, too, was poor, 

Yet she had for rainy day, 
Saved a little store I 

Coins of various size and weight, 
Jumbled up a lot; 

Kept them safe with wisdom great 
In a brown glazed pot. 

Though the pot was old and brown, 
Browner still inside ; 

Still so precious, it had grown 
To be Betty's pride. 

Thus her eyes would often stray 
To the hidden spot, 
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Betty Brown 

Where her little treasure lay 
In its earthen pot. 

Ah I my Lord, so just am I, 
Worthless thing of clay, 

Yet within my bosom lie 
Treasures laid away. 

And so precious in Thy sight 
Has this vessel grown, 

That Thine eyes by d_ay and night 
Watch above Thine own. 

Oh I what matchless grace, that I 
Should thus favoured be, 

That God's "treasure" here should lie, 
I{idden thus in me. J. A. w. H

THE CHOICE. 

"CHOOSE ye this day whom ye will serve ! " 
The voice of God r·ings clear. 

Choose ye between the Lord and sin, 
Ye cannot halt just here-

The way of sin will lead to Hell, 
Where wilful sinners go ; 

The way of God will lead to Heaven, 
Where joys eternal flow. 

The choice, it rests alone with you, 
If pardoned you will be ; 

For see your Saviour hanging there 
Upon the accursed tree. 

"Look and live," His Word declares, 
"I've paid the debt for you." 

Free you may be if you believe 
His message plain and true. 

Time is passing quickly by, 
Our lives will soon be o'er, 

Will you still your Lord deny ? 
The cruel cross He bore. 

Come, choose to-day whom you will serve, 
The door is open wide ; 

Enter ih and thus be saved, 
Come to the cleansing tide. w .c. 
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"ONLY A BOY
11

L
IKE a spring on the hill,

Bounding and beaming, 
becoming a rill ; 

Only a rill, flowing on till a 
stream 

Flashed in the sunlight with 
bright dancing gleam; 

'-. Only a stream, but it turned 
the mill-wheel; 

Only a boy-but his force all 
must feel. 

Only a boy I But God loved Him and kept 
Watching with eyelids that never once slept: 
Sent, as a Saviour, His own precious Son, 
Dying for what the young culprit had done. 
Only a boy-but the Father's best C�ild 
Died for such boys, for the wayward and wild. 

Only a boy l But he read of God's love, 
Felt God's own Spirit his merry heart move; 
Trusted in Jesus, who died for the boys ; 
Sipped upon earth of sweet heavenly joys. 
Only a boy-but the angels all sang 
Over that boy till the bright arches rang. 

Only a boy I But the boy grew a man,

Lived on the lines of his Father's Vlise plan, 
Lived for the good of his fellows below, 
Lived for the glory of God, and lived so 
That when his boyhood and manhood were past, 
He, once a boy, wore a King's crown at last. w. L.

JESUS' NAME. 

A 
LITTLE girl, with golden head,

Asked me to read a minute, 
"A pretty story, 11 as she said, 

"For Jesus' name II was in it. 

The pleasant task was soon completed, 
But long I pondered on it, 

That Jesus' Name should be so sweet, 
That e'en a child should love it. 
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Jesus' Name. 

Oh! sweetest story ever told, 
What tongue would dare begin it; 

If it were riven of its gold, 
And Jesus' Name not in it. N-B

SAVING THE CHILDREN'S FEET. 

I
T was a dreary, wintry night,

The streets deserted, bare, 
When, lo, a woman came in sight, 

With forehead lined with care. 

The constable on duty saw 
Her stop and look around, 

Then, bending quickly, something bright 
She lifted from the ground. 

He hurries after her, and soon 
O' ertakes her footsteps slow, 

And in a not unkindly tone 
Bids her her treasure show 

The woman in a timid way 
Ut1folds her apron bare 

And shows a tiny piece of glass 
That she had hidden there. 

"I could' na thole tae let it lie, " 
Her trembling lips did say; 

"I tliocht 'twid cut the bairnies' feet, 
Sae took it oot the way." 

Oh, beauteous thought I Oh, tender heart! 
That for the bairnies cared, 

And for the little, stumbling feet 
The oft-rough path prepared. 

Would that we Christians who have known 
The burden of the day, 

Would think of those who've but begun 
To walk the narrow way. 

And as we journey on our way 
And sore temptations meet, 

God grant we may leave nought behind 
To CUT THE BAIRNIES' FEE�. J.A. W.H.
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THE CHILDREN ACROSS THE SEA. 

D
O you think of the dear little children,

Away in the lands o'er the sea, 
Who never have heard of the Saviour 
So precious to you and to me? 

They never have read in the Bible 
Of all that He did here below; 
He was always so kind and so gentle, 
And boys and girls loved Him, we know. 

And they never have heard of the story, 
Most wonderful story, yet true, 
That He suffered on Calvary to purchase 
Life eternal for me and for you. 
How can they be joyful and happy, 
Christ Jesus He only can save; 
And they have no help for the present, 
No hope for beyond the grave. 

Oh, let us send quickly and tell them, 
Of the Saviour Who came from above, 
In His pity He longs to redeem them, 
And prepare them a home in His love. 

Let us pray that the message of pardon 
May enter their hearts stained with sin, 
So that quickly their hearts they may open 
To let the dear Saviour come in. 

As you think of the dear little children 
Away in the lands o'er the sea, 
Pray that soon they may hear of the Saviour 
So precious to you and to me. OLIVE v. LUFF. 
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SPELLING FLOWERS. 
A Recitation for Seven, holding cards bearing the seven 

letters, and so spelling "FLOWERS."

IF I 
f LOWERS tell us "God is good I"And if rightly understood, 

[g 

[Q] 

� 

(ID 

They are ministers who preach,
And His lovingkindness teach. 
Flowers Fragrant are, and Fair,
Breathing perfume everywhere; 
They are Fresh, and they are Free,Like them may we ever be. 
Flow'rs are Lowly in their birth, Born of dust, their" mother earth;
Blooming hidden in a ditch, High or ·low, no 1natter which. 
Flow'rs are Open, and their eyesEver turn towards the skies, Looking upward; so may weChildren of the sunshine be. 
Flowers are Welcome I young and old,Nipped by wintry winds and cold, Like the birds begin to sing, Welcoming the flowers of spring. 
Flow 'rs are Everywhere, and bloomRound the altar and the tomb; So may we be flow'rs for God, In bridal wreath, or burial sod.
Flowers Rich in golden store, Yield their wealth, and still have more :Rich in honey, Rich in scent,Giving with a glad content. 
Flowers Stand above earth's soil,Flowers Serve in lowly toil; Like the flowers may we be, Separate, from earth set free. 
Fragrant, Lowly, Open, may We be Welcome on life's way. Everywhere, and Rich in love, 

Could also be 
usecl as a Card 
or Blackboard 
Lesson thus 

FRAGRANT 

LOVELY 

OPEN 

WELCOME 
EVERYWHERE 

Rieu 
SKRVK May we Serve the God above. WM. LlTFF. ��®�®-
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THE TWO SPIDERS IN THE MISSIONARY BOX 
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T
WO spiders met within a

church, 
Upon the window-sill; 

The one well fed and big and fat, 
The other-thin and ill. 

"You 're looking ill and nearly 
dead, 

Said spider that was fat, 
"Wherever do you live to get 

So thin and ill like that ? " 

"I live," replied the spider 
small, 

"Within the pulpit there, 
And life is bad, I get no peace

It really is not fair.

"The minister, he stamps bis 
feet, 

And then he bangs his book; 
It makes me quake, and feel so 

bad, 
As you now see me look. " 

"That so ? " said spider number 
one, 

"You ought to live elsewhere, 
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Or else you wifl be driven mad, 
And die in great despair. 

"lust come and live along with 
me, 

You soon will get quite well, 
For I am never much disturbed: 

In peace and rest I dwell. 

"My home, where I have lived 
for long, 

Without a shade of care, 
Is in the missionary box 

That's kept just over there. 

"There's room enough for you, 
I'm sure, 

And I will guarantee 
That you will soon be well 

again, 
For life in there is free. " 

Dear friends, within that box 
you have, 

Do spiders make their nest ? 
Or are they ever much disturbed 

By pennies you invest? N-.a. 



"GRANNY;" OR, SAVED FIFTY YEARS AGO. 

The testimony of an Irishwoman who was saved by ,n-ace 50 years ago. 
A good recitation for a sober girl dressed "just like granny." 

I 'VE known the Lord for fifty years I Just
fifty years to-day 

My .heart was won by Jesus Christ, my sins 
were washed awav; 

Through grace my eyes were opened wide, 
the "finished work" to see, 

And thus He broke the bands of death, and 
set the captive free. 

In childhood and in youth, I walked the 
"moral" road to Night, 

All duly "sprinkled" and "confirmed" be-
lieving all was right. 

Till servants of the Lord came by, and spoke a warning plain, 
"Religion is of no avail I Ye must be born again I" 
Conviction entered many hearts, and mine among the rest; 
I felt the burden of my sin, and sorely was I pressed: 
A sister, and companions, too, were brought to see the light, 
But while their hearts were filled with joy, mine still was dark 

as night. 
The preacher pointed me to Christ, and told me to "Believe," 
His blood could make me white and clean, His stripes could 

healing give ; 
"Have faith in Christ, and you '11 be saved I" I understood him 

not, [I sought. 
"Believe," "Have faith "-what could it mean? 'twas feeling that 
But, praise the Lord I that happy day, just fifty years ago I 
Depressed with doubt, and tossed with fear, I cried to God-and lo I
He by His Spirit sent the Light, I saw my debt was paid, 
The death of Christ atoned for all, and peacf:l with God was made. 
Believe it ?-yes, of course I did I accepted my release, 
The burden lifted once for a11, my heart was filled with peace, 
The doubts and struggles of the past departed like a dream, 
The things of God were now my joy, the love of God my theme. 
For fifty years I never once have felt the fear of Death, 
The work of Christ stands firm and sure, is what the Bible saith, 
I know the Word of God is true, that He my judgment bore. 
And resting on that work alone, I'm safe for evermore. 
0 ye who hear, and ye who read, the tale I tell is true, 
Then let me ask you lovingly, "How is it, friend, with you?" 
You are not safe outside of Christ, He's still the only Way, 
The same as when I trusted Him, just fifty years to-day I c.T.B. 
:·························································································································· ··-. 
. . 

! "Able to Save "-CHRIST-" Able to Keep" i 
� p .. 
..... , ...............................................................................................•.....................

.
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A PAJR OF RUBBER GLOVES. 

T
HE foreign field supplies some tales

Which oft-times raise a smile; 
But one thing common to them is 

The absence of all guile. 

The boy who stole the mission soap 
To wash his black skin white, 

Is but a sample of the style 
Of many we could cite. 

Our story of the rubber gloves 
Is true from first to last ; 

Please don't, I pray you, on my word 
One dark suspicion cast. 

A doctor and his loving wife 
Had left their native land, 

And lived where "Afric 's sunny fount,; 
Roll down their golden sand." 

The natives all came flocking round, 
Their loving skill to share; 

But there were extra special ones, 
Demanding special care. 

One day a woman was brought in, 
In great and dire distress; 
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A Pair of Rubber Gloves 

And so the doctor prayed to God 
To grant him good success. 

And turning to his wife, he said : 
"Dear, find your rubber gloves; 

First, boil them well upon the fire, 
To kill all germs and grubs." 

And so into a boiling pot 
The rubber gloves were plunged; 

And "Nursie" meantime had the woman 
Nicely washed and sponged. 

Just then the native cook came in, 
And seeing on the fire 

The pot where were the rubber gloves, 
Was filled with fear and ire ! 

He took them for RED HUMAN HANDS,

And said, "Oh, can it be, 
My master is a cruel man, 

Are these REAL HANDS I see? 

"Are these to be their dinner soon ? 
Will they consume them all?" 

The native man was full of fear, 
And like to faint and fall. 

And then the doctor's wife came in, 
And from the fire she took 

The pot where were the rubber gloves, 
And them she gently shook. 

And, pulling them upon her hands, 
Down to the hut she went; 

And with the doctor in his work, 
Her mind was soon intent. 

Tlie cook he followed, still in fear, 
But when he saw the work, 

No longer in his native mind 
Did one suspicion lurk. 

So to this day the cook cooks on, 
While pots and pans he scrubs, 

But never to his dying day 
Forgets the RUBBER GLOVES. T. BAIRD.
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FEEDiNG THE BIRDS. 

·'Not one of them falleth to the ground without your Father,.

w_ 
,,,,,,,11 ,, 

(Matt. 10. 29). 

H
ARK I at the birdies in the tree

Singing so merrily to me, 
Do you know why they sing so sweet? 
Because in winter time they eat 
Some crumbs and pieces that we lay 
Outside the window every day. 
In summer they come back and sing, 
Because they want their thanks to bring. 
When the white snowflakes lay around, 
C<;>vering over all the ground, 
Poor birdies cannot get much food, 
And many people kind and good 
Give them their crumbs and pieces too 
(At kast that's what we always do). 
I love to watch them come and eat, 
They think it such a lovely treat. 
They hurry down upon the ground, 
And talk (though it's a funny sound) 
In birdie language, but I know 
They talk together somehow so: 
"A lovely breakfast we have got; 
Now, let me come, don't eat the lot I" 
And then I say to them, "Be fair, 
And let the others have their share." 
I like the little robins best, 
With their sharp eyes and bright red breast; 
The sparrows, too, are quite all right, 
But they are so inclined to fight. 
The great big thrushes sing so sweet, 
But, dear me, what a lot they eat; 
The blue tits are such darling things, 
With yellow breasts and pale blue wings. 
I wish they'd let me with them stand, 
And take the crumbs right off my hand; 
But if I were to go and stay, 
I know they'd all fly right away; 
And so I from the window see 
Them eat their .breakfast happily
But all the little blue tits sweet 
Hang upside down their food to eat. 
How very good of God to give 
So many feathered things that live, 
That they may sing and give us joy, 
We will not hurt them or annoy. 
I'm sure that God is pleased that we 
Try to be kind to those we see ; 
For He who made them knows them all, 
And notices if one should fall. OLIVE v. LUFF. 
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THE FIREMAN AND RABBIT. 

A 
CIGARETTE end had fallen,

Alight in the rough and dry grass : 
And the gorse and the ferns were soon kindled, 

And burned like a furnace, alas! 

On, on, swept the flames, till the bushes 
To right and to left were ablaze; 

And it seemed the whole common must suffer, 
For there had been drought many days. 

The Fire Brigade must be summoned! 
They came, as the flames m�mnted higher, 

An� facing the smoke and the burning, 
Attacked and beat under the fire. 

In the.midst of the heat and excitement, 
A wee, little rabbit ran out, 

Half choked with the fumes of the bracken, 
The creature ran wildly about. 

\Vhat sport for the children who chased it, 
And caught it with childish delight: 

But wasn't it scared at their treatment, 
. And seemed almost dying with fright I 

A fireman he saw it, and pitied, 
And took in his strong manly hand 

The poor little trembling creature, 
Just saved from the hot, blackened land. 

He carried it over the roadway, 
.Where all was still lovely and green, 

Let it run to a new happy burrow, 
Where no scorching fire had been. 

Good fireman I somebody saw him, 
And somebody jotted it down I 

That somebody printed your kindness, 
T? publish your deed through the town. 

Then somebody wrote it in verses, 
That others the story might read, 

And reading, might go and do likewise 
For some human rabbit in need. 

Still thinking, my thoughts mounted higher, 
To One with a crown on His brow, 

Who though high in honour and glory, 
To save a poor sinner will bow I 

},J:e saves from the fire of destruction : 
From friends, and from enemies, too ; 

And makes us to run in green pastures, 
To hopies that are sheltered and new. 
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MOTHER'S LITTLE HELPERS. 

M 
OTHER was going a

long way by train, 
Leaving her children with 

dear Auntie Jane. 
"Darlings, " said mother, 

"while I am away 
I want you to promise to 

love and obey 
Dear Auntie, at all times, 

and always be good. " 
The four children round her, 

they promised they 
would. 

"How lovely t' would be if 
you all tried to do 

Some thing for the Saviour 
who so much loves 
you. ,,

Their mother then kissed them and hurried away
Said Robert, "I'm going to start from to-day-
I' 11 fetch all the wood and the errands and things. " 
"I wish," whispered Daphne, "that I could do fings. " 
"I know what l' ll do," cried Phyllis, aged six, 
"I' 11 help lay the table, the mustard I' 11 mix. " 
"The only firig I can do," said small Daphne, 
"Is to smile and to smile at all peoples I see. 
There's one cross sad lady who goes all about-
!' 11 smile till her wrinkles is all straightened out; 
'Cos Mummie has said so again and again, 
When I smile and I love her it takes all the pain." 
"But that isn't doing," said Robert, with scorn. 
Poor Daphne, at this, looked quite sad and forlorn. 
Small Billie, who silent had listened, now said, 
"My secret I' 11 keep at the back of my head. " 
So from early each morning until close of day 
The children LLll busily went on their way. 
Each vied with the other, to be just the best. 
Said Auntie, "It's really a joy just to see 
You children all helping, and each busy bee 
All busy at work, in and out of the hive, 
Making ready for Mother when she will arrive. 
But Daphne sobbed out, "Oh, I can't help at all!" 
Auntie kissed her and said, "Love is best after all. " 
So, smile little Daphne, and cheer everyone, 
And you' 11 find in the end that your work you have done." 

OLIVE V. LUFF. 

Just as thou art, poor longing sinner, come! 
Enter the Gospel gate to find there's room! 
Seek Him who came from Heaven to die for thee; 
Unburden all thy heart-look up and see 
So great salvation sure, and rich and free. w. WILEMAN,
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THE SOLDIER ON THE ROCK. 

I
N early days, when men were strong and wise,

They thought to build a tow' r to reach the skies. 
It could not be; for not by human pow'r, 
Or aeroplane, or ladder, or high tow' r, 
Can man ascend to heav'n. He cannot climb 
By his own strength to region� so sublime. 

In recent days, a soldier in his pride, 
Thought he could scale Gibraltar's rugged side: 
'Twas perpendicular and bare, 'twas true, 
A wall that showed no foothold to his view; 
But he was agile, young, and brave, and strong, 
And would outdo his fellow-soldiers throng. 

He climbed, and climbed, until he reached a spot 
That baffled him-climb higher he could not. 
Nor could he now his weary steps retrace 
Down to the· level of his starting place. 
Say, was he foiled? Must his ambition stop 
Eight hundred feet from the still distant top ? 
Must he let go, and disappointed drop? 

0 ye who by your efforts seek to mount 
Unto God's Heaven, hear what I now recount: 
The rugged rocks of Sinai afford 
No steps unto the glory of my Lord; 
For not by works of righteousness can we 
Climb up to God, His smiling face to see. 

What could our soldier do but cry for aid, 
As night came on, with its cold, chilling shade. 
His cries were heard, but on that silent "Rock" 
A cruel echo seemed his cry to mock. 

Flood lighting lit his now imperilled fate, 
But where he clung, no vision could locate. 
Yet, just to cheer the clinger out of sight, 
With megaphones, his comrades called all night. 

In morning light the lonely one was seen 
Upon a ledge, where he long hours had been; 
And a young engineer, with saving rope, 
Climbed down to him, thus rekindling new hope. 

Eight hundred feet that comrade made descent, 
Upon his comrade's rescuing intent. 
But who can tell the coming of the Lord, 
Who, equal with His Father, and adored, 
Took on a servant's form, and stooped to death, 
Upon a shameful cross gave His last breath, 
That He might take us guilty sinners where, 
Upon His throne, we may His glory share. 

The climber having failed in his own strength, 
Exhausted and despairing, proved at length 
That he must trust another ; so must I 
Trust Christ to save me, or for ever die. WM. LUFF. 
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A CHOIR OF HEAVEN'S HARMONIES. 

"The time of the singing of birds is come." 

I 
S there praise in the

song of the birds, 
As they sing-a vast 

choir? 
Heaven's harmonies, 

echoed on earth, 
Rising higher and higher. 

Do the Blackbirds' rich 
tones thrill the heart 

With the throb of God's 
Love, 

As they rise from the 
throat of a bird, 

To His Heaven above? 

0 the Peace in the notes 
of a Thrush, 

When the faint daylight 
dies I 

1

S0 my soul may rest still 
in God's arms, 

If she qµietly lies. 

Does the Nightingale sing in the night, 
When the sunshine has gone ? 

Then we think of a soul that will Trust 
In the darkness-alone. 

"Robin Redbreast," our childhood's dear friend! 
Hear him chant Hope's clear song! 

In the depth of dull winter and snow, 
His sweet song lasts so long ! 

Hark! the Cuckoo's twin notes; he has come, 
And he tells spring is here ; 

While his call, from the strong little throat 
Is "Good cheer I " then "Good cheer ! " 

Is there Joy in the song of a Lark? 
For its song it must rise ! 

All these song birds are praising their Gon-
Shall not our Praise arise? L. M. WARNER.

39 



A. THOUGHT .ll'OR MOTHERS AND TEACHERS.

W
E watch the buds of the roses

Wh.�n summer comes apace; 
But the children are more than the roses, 
. For their angels see His face. 

The opening buds of the roses 
· Are yvrapped in a calyx fair,

But the opening hearts of the children 
We shield with our-love and prayer. 

Matthew 18. 10. E. E. TRUSTED. 

THE WONDER OF THE CROSS. 
Seven boys or girls, or some of each, could say a verse, with 

the black type words on cards. 

T
HE Cross is an Altar: the Victim, God's Lamb;

His Blood the Atonement, the saved one I am. 
And now at the altar myself I would place, 
Accepted in Jesus by God's sovereign grace . 
The Cross is a Standard for truth and the right, 
Beneath its red banner the faithful unite: 
For it the old martyrs once suffered and died; 
And round it still gather the men on God's side. 
The Cross is a Weapon, a battle-axe strong: 
Who wield it shall conquer o'er all things ere long. 
No weapon is like it to war against sin, 
This battle-axe ever all battles shall win. 
The Cross is a Landmark dividing our race, 
The children of wrath and the children of grace ; 
The fair plains of Sodom, the true Promised Land: 
0 reader, which side of the Cross_ do you stand? 
The Cross is a Fingerpost, pointing the road 
To Mansions in Glory, or death's grim abode: 
Its simple directions observe and obey: 
For none, so directed, can miss the right way . 
The Cross is an Anchor': when high billows roll, 
Amid the wild tempest, it steadies the soul. 
Its hold is in Heaven, within the rent veil: 
Such anchor and anchorage never can fail. 
The Cross is a Ladder, by it we can rise 
To God and His glory, above the blue skies. 
Its base is on Calvary, where Jesus died: 
I ts top is His Throne-thus we mount· to His side. 
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TEN O'CLOCK IN AN ENGLISH HOME. 

Two girls sit near an open French Window-one painting 
one practising. 

A clock face such as is user!, in Infant classes could be used, with 
pointers turned to 10.

• 
• 

Kate sings: 
0 VER the hills the clouds

are drifting, 
Never a pause in their cease-

less shifting; [anew, 
Yet as they marshal their ranks 
Ever the light of a star shines 

through. [is drifting, 
Round us the world of thought 
Never a pause in its ceaseless 

shifting; ' [ above 
Yet sure as the steadfast �tars 
Is the truth made known by 

the God of Love. 

Bertha: 
Why sing that song, when all the sky is blue 
And every flower is shining in the sun? 

Kate: 
To-morrow John returns to college. 

Bertha: 
True. Will he not come again· at Christmastide, 
And waken all the house with laugh and song? 

Kate: 
Bertha, we do not know his college friends; 
To-day, when breakfast done, we set the chairs, 
And called the maids to join the household prayers, 
He said, "You are old-fashioned, times are changed; 
Nor does the world outside revere that Book 
Which you have set upon a pedestal." 
You know, it is my father's great desire 
That all the thought and money spent on John 
Should fit him for a ministerial life. 

Bertha: 
I think you take his speech too much to heart ; 
He does not know what father told us both-
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Ten o'clock in an English Home. 

That he denies himself on every hand 
To give his only son a start in life. 

Kate: 
Nor does he know how speech like that would grieve 
Our parents, who so long have prayed for this, 
That John may be a preacher. Better far 
That he should be a farmer or a sweep 
Than scatter doubts that fly like thistledown
Worst scattered from the pulpit. 

(John entering from the Garden.) What's that, Kate? 
You want your brother all begrimed with soot, 
Hands, cheeks, all black; the only portion clean 
His eyes, forsooth ? 

Nay, better choose 
Kate: 

Some useful handicraft wherein to toil 
Than be a useless preacher. John, that work 
Is blessed to those who have a truth to preach, 
Because it lives within their inmost souls: 
Deep-rooted in their hearts, it blossoms forth 
In shining life and sermon. I have heard 
Of men who take the Scriptures up in jest, 
And, pulling them to pieces, build a wall 
Between the people and the face of Christ. 
Not so the faithful messenger who hears 
The voice of Jesus saying: "Feed My lambs." 

John: 
You'd have the Bible all for common folk, 
And leave the student out. 

Kate: 
The working folk are far the larger number, John; 
And when God rained the manna down 
He sent it where a child could pick it up, 
While older folk must bend a longer back. 

Why, sister Kate, 
John: 

You ought yourself to be a preacher, then 
We men could sweep the chimneys, guide the plough. 

(He goes out.) Kate: 
And now I've vexed him, though he tried to laugh. 
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Ten o'clock in an English Home. 

( T·urning to the piano, she s1:ng�.) 
The sound of the waves on the pebbles is ever the same to me 
As the day we walked together and never could agree; 
For there's pathos in its music when the wind blows free and wild, 
There is sobbing in its music like the sobbing of a child. 
The sound of the wind in the woodlands is ever the same to me 
As the day we walked together and found we could agree: 
For there's sweetness in its music when the wind blows soft and 

mild, 
There is laughter in its music like the laughter of a child. 

Bertha: 
I know what you are longing, Kate, that you 
And John should see alike in everything. 

Kate: 
Nay, in the chief things, Bertha, not in all, 
That were too much to ask. But while I sang 
I thought of one who lived in Southern climes 
Who heard a voice say, "Let him come to thee, 
But go not thou to him." Her faithful heart 
In prayer for him was throbbing night and day. 
Shall we not also through the Father's love 
Be His "remembrancers, " thus bringing down 
His gifts on those we love ? E. E. TRUSTED. 

RAGAMUFFIN BOB. 

T
HEY call you "Ragamuffin Bob,"

They say you tease them and annoy 
Whene 'er you can. 

They seem to think 'tis somewhat sad 
To see your hair so ruffled, lad, 
Your face, they say, is just as bad I 

So grubby, Ragamuffin. 

I must confess you do not seem 
On soap and water very keen, 

You naughty boy; 
And yet that face all flushed and red, 
That mop of hair about your head, 
Those hands, ne'er safe, save when in bed, 

Are lovely, Ragamuffin. 

Sometimes I think those little feet 
Are scampering on, some friend to meet, 

On mischief bent I 
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Ragamuffin Bob. 

You ·never wipe your boots, I'm sure, 
Before you enter in the door ; 
And yet, in spite of this, and more, 

I love you, Ragamuffin. 

And Jesus loves you-did you know ? 
And wants to make you white as snow, 

In His own Blood. 
I cannot e'en begin to try 
To say how much He loves you, boy; 
I only know He came to die 

To save you, Ragamuffin. 

And then, because He wanted you 
To live above the sky so blue, 

With Him one day, 
He died upon a Cross of wood, 
To save you by His precious Blood, 
No one but Jesus ever could 

Have so loved Ragamuffins. 

And if you '11 say this one short prayer: 
"Dear Jesus, take unto Thy care 

This little heart. 
Though I am naughty, -you have said, 
'It was for boys like you I bled.' 
Thank you for dying in my stead, 

Make me your Ragamuffin." 

Then, tho' your heart be black as coal, 
He '11 cleanse, not part, but all the whole, 

And make it white. 
He '11 wash away each stain of sin, 
Make you as white as snow within. 
Will you not bid Him enter in, 

Dear little Ragamuffin? 

We may not ever meet again 
Down in this world of sin and pain, 

I do not know. 
But what a lovely thing 'twould be, 
If one fine day, from sin set free, 
In Heaven above I there should see 

Just you, my Ragamuffin. v. HURRELL.
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JUST A LITTLE BLACK BOY. 

Ah wept de night she left me, 
An' dat made Mammy cry; 

She drew me closer to her, 

AH' M just a little black boy, 
rl_ Dey call me N iggah Sam; 
Ah lob to read de Bible, 

An' sing de gran' ole Psalm. 
(Psalm 51. 1-7.) 

For dere it says so simply 
Dat him what will repent 

Will hab his heart made whiter 
Dan snow from Hebben sent. 

Ah lob to think of Jesus, 
An' His fine home up dere; 

For O I ma dear ole Mammy 
Hab trod de golden stair. 

De golden gates flew open 
To let ma Mammy in, 

An' looked with shining eye. 
Among de white-robed angels, 

Where dere� s no death nor sin. 

"Don' weep, ma piccaninny, 
We' 11 meet again," she said; 

"Ah' 11 wait-for you-up yonder-" 
An' den her spirit fled. 

Ah' m glad de Blood so precious 
Hab made me white right through, 

For Ah shall meet ma Mammy 
At Home with Jesus, too. 

R. G. MOWAT. 

NO WONDER. 

N
O wonder a Star

Was seen from afar 
To sparkle in Bethlehem's skies; 

'Twas the herald of morn 
Of a light to be born, 

A glorious Sun to arise. 
No wonder a Cry
Of deep agony 

Was wrung from the Crucified; 
'For black was the night, 
And fierce was the fight, 

Ere He bowed His head and 
died. 
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No wonder a Song
From the Heav'nly throng 

Thrilled the dreamy silent night 
For they knew their King 
From Heaven did bring 

Royal bounty of endless delight. 
No wonder a Crown
Of joy and renown [throne; 

Now encircles His brow on the 
But wonder indeed, 
So feeble a meed 

Of praise should ascend from 
His throne. w. HOSTE.



GIVEN IN HIS NAME. 

'TWASN'T much, just a cup of water 
To poor thirsty, worn-out Sam; 

And the kindly act of that porter: 
"May I carry your basket, ma 'am?" 

Only lifting a little child 
From a mother's weary arm; 

But the tea:rs in their eyes as they smiled, 
Were like gems of rarest charm .. 

Just a nod and a smile, nothing more I 
How it seemed to ease the pain! 

Only bathing that tiny sore, 
Making sunshine after rain ! 

Poor old Darby's heart was nigh broken 
When you met him the other day, 

But the cheery word that was spoken 
Sent him whistling on his way. 

It is deeds like these that are making 
The. folk all around you say 

That life has a fresh undertaking 
Since you first passed by that·way !

You may find no applause will be given 
By those who are seeking fame ; 

The reward will be found in Heaven, 
For you've done it in Jesus' Name. 

V. HURRELL.

MY SAVIOUR. 

(This poem was written by a fifteen-year-old girl as a high school 
class assignment, and was read before her class.} 

I 
THINK that I shall never know 
The fulness of my Saviour's love. 

He died for me so long ago, 
That I might be with Him above. 

He died for me that I might live, 
He took my sin upon Himself; 

But all to Thee that I can give, 
Lord Jesus, is myself. 

Lord Jesus, teach me how to live, 
That I might shine for Thee each day; 

Thy life so fully Thou didst give, 
Oh, let me follow in Thy way I RUTH SELLING 
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BLOOD-RED LEAVES. 
A spray of A utunin leaves would make this more effective. 

Two girls 1night well be used to say half each • 

. HERE were blood-red leaves on 
the autumn ground, 

Fair leaves that fell in a shower 
around; 

They were leaves of death, but 
they spoke to me 

Of the Leaves of Life from 
another Tree: 

The leaves that fell on that 
autumn day; 

When the tree was stripped of 
its fair array . 

I gathered some of those blood-red 
leaves, 

A little handful of autumn sheaves, 
And as I gathered they seemed to 

turn 
To other leaves that I dared not 

spurn. 
Shall I tell the story they told to me, 
Those other leaves from that other Tree? 
The first was Pardon for countless sins; 
The second Victory Jesus wins; 
The third was Hope of a day to come; 
The fourth a token of Love from home ; 
The fifth a Promise that Jesus said. 
What leaves of blessing-and all blood-red I 
Oh, blood-red leaves of the Tree of Life! 
His form was stripped in that autumn strife, 
His form was stripped th�t around His feet 
Our hands might gather a fragrance sweet. 
Each drop of blood that my Saviour shed 
Is a leaf of blessing-fair leaves blood-red. w. �UFF.

"OUR FAVOURITE PETS." 

A Dialogue for four girls: Lily, Lucy, Lorna, and Lettie. It would 
brighten the piece �f toy or live animals could be introduced at the 
point indicated by black type-Pussy, Puppy, Bunny, Bird. 

Lily and Lucy (sitting reading). The silence is broken by a 
plaintive, "Me-ow, " and another "Me-ow," and yet another 
"Me-ow." 
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Some of our Favourite Pets. 

Lily.-That sounds like Tabby, Where is she? Puss, Puss, Puss. 
Lorna (under the table)-"Me-ow, " "Me-ow." 
Lucy-Why; I do believe she's under the table. (Lifts up the 

edge of the table-cover) (out pops Lorna). 
Lily and Lucy-Well, did you ever I_ 
Lily-How came you to be under there, Lorna ? 
Lorna-Well, dears, I heard you coming in, and I knew that 

you would settle down to read, so I thought that I would play a 
little game on you. 

Lucy-Well, of all the queer things! 
Lily-Be quiet, Lucy. It was ja.st a bit of fun. (The door bell 

rings.) Lucy goes to the door and .brings in Lettie. 
Lettie-Good evening, girls. I' -y� dropped in for a_quiet chat. 
Lily (in fun)-Allow me to introduce you to our stray cat (bows 

to Lorna). ·_ 
Lucy (addressing �ettie)-Lorna has just played a game on us, 

pretending to be a pussy, and "meowing" under the table. 
Lettie (addressing Lorna)-You are a sport. Do yo'u like animals? 
Lorna-Yes; but I like the Pussy best. 
Lily-I like animals, too, but I prefer a Puppy. 
Lucy-And I like a pet rabbit. 
Lettie-And I prefer a little bird. 
Lorna.-Let' s talk about our favourite pets. Shall we? 
Lettie.-Yes. Come along, girls, and sit around our table; but 

(teasingly, and lifting up the edge of the table-cover), mind the stray 
Pussy. 

Lorna-She's quite harmless. 
Lucy-Now, please start, Lorna. 
Lorna-My favourite pet is a dear little Pussy. She is so nimble. 

and yet so gentle. She purrs so sweetly, and acts so discreetly, 
that I cannot help but love her .. And then again, I feel more than 
drawn to poor Pussy, because she has been left out. 

Lettie-Left out! · Whatever do you �ean? 
Lorna---I cannot trace her in the Bible, and so I must conclude 

that: "When Adam began, as he was able, 
To name the creatures then about, 

Puss must have hid beneath the table, 
And so, poor thing, was quite left out." 

Lily-Oh, Lorna, you are funny. 
Lorna--Thank you. We shall now hear you. 
Lily-My favourite pet is a dear little Puppy. He attempts 

things so risky, and is ever so frisky, that I cannot help but care 
for, and shelter him. 

"He whimpers when he's hungry, 
And wobbles when he's full, 

He whines when he's downhearted, 
And with him there's ne'er a lu 11 ; 

He runs about and jumps about, 
And scampers here and there-

If to your house he came, no doubt 
He'd jump on every chair." 
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Some of our Favourite Pets. And, after all, he simply proves the truth of the wise man's words in Ecclesiastes 9. 4, where he says: "A living dog is better than a dead lion." 
Lucy-That's one up for the dogs. 
Lettie-So few folk are interested in your pets, Lucy. Please let us hear what you have to say. 
Lucy-Although I am fond of all God's creatures, my favourite pets are the Bunnies. Always very quiet. Always very timid. So easy to frighten, and yet so easy to tame. I love my Bunnies. "Don't you think it rather funny, 
-I 

The Bible mentions not my Bunny! It may be, like poor Puss, she fled, ---� And so was looked upon .as dead; ·�So now you' 11 understand, my Bunny Is sweeter far to me than honey." 
Lily. -That's most interesting. Lettie, dear; it's your turn next. 
Lettie.-! love those pretty little things that have two feet, as well as wings. Th�y sing so sweetly and so well, on hill or dale, on mount or in the dell. I love the pretty little birds. They teach me so many helpful lessons. The Bible makes mention of, "Every bird of every sort." When in danger, we would do well to imitate our feathered friends, and "flee as a bird to the mountain" (Psa. 

11. 1). Calvary is my mountain, and Christ is my Shepherd.When in sorrow, shall we not imitate the birds and sing, "for thetime of the singing of the birds has come" (Cant. 2. 12). And joesnot the Lord use the birds to emphasise His promise? (Isa. 31. 5):"As the birds flying, so will the Lord of Hosts defend Jerusalem. "The birds fly "with ease;" He will defend "with ease. " The birdsfly "above;" He will defend from "above." The birds fly "majestic
ally;" He will defend "in majesty and might. ""How wondrous, then, are birds to me; They teach me how to trust His grace; And this I' 11 do, where' er I be, I' 11 trust Him till I see His face. " 

Lily and Lucy-How lovely I 
Lorna--And how helpful! 
ALL. "Our pets mean more to us than pets, They teach us lessons day by day; 

D 

And should you have a friend who frets, 
\ 

This to him we'd like to say; Just as on us our pets depend, -For shelter, food, and care; Just rest in "oNE" who will befriend The needy everywhere. " nouLos. 
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SECRET OF A HAPPY DAY. 

Teacher reads in full : ''. All things work together for good to them 
that love God" (Rom. 8. 28). 

Nine Scholars, each with a letter, say the following,. 

ALWAYS begin the day with God, submitting your wili 
entirely to His. 

Held every· one in every way you can, either in temporal 
or spiritual troubles. 

Ask God for patience and forbearance and try to exercise 
them under provocation. 

Persevere in doing right, regardless of the opinions of 
others. 

Practice what y.ou preach, for there are many watching 
you. 

Yield yourself _to the wills of others, so far as they are in 
accordance with the will of God. 

Do your _q.uties cheerfully and lovingly, as to a God of

Love. 
Avoid the company of those who may lead you out of the 

pa�h of duty and honour. 
Your life will be composed of "Happy Days" if dedicated 

wholly to God. 
All unite in saying this verse. 

"I can do all things through Christ whi�h strengtheneth me" 
(Phil. 4. 13). A. B. K.

DEEDS, NOT WORDS. 

N
O $ilver tongue have I

To charm the listening throng, 
No gift of artist skill, , 

No glorious dower of song; 
Yet may I d� some kindly deed 
To help. a sister in her need. 

My cup with many joys 
My gracious Lord doth fill ; 

He is the Fountain Head, 
I but the tiny rill; 

Yet may I, through the weary day, 
Refresh some traveller on her way. 

A word, a smile, a tear, 
Though slight they seem, and -vain, 

May serve to kindle hope, 
Or soothe some sufferer's pain ; 

Small deeds with love are multiplied, 
And scatter blessings far an4 wide. N-B.
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MY FEATHERED GUEST. 

WEE timid! panting from your 
scare, 

Ah ! did you think it all a share, 
The food upon the window sill, 
That I was ambushed, thee to kill. 
Wee birdie, with the silvf!red wing! 
You dainty, little, feathered. thing ! 
I would not hurt thee ! not ·for; gold, 
Poor little thing, so starved and cold. 
See! I will spread the feast anew, 
Crumbs, soft and white, and all f_or you, 
Fly back again, you little sprite, 
And chide yourself for all your: fright. 

J �A-. W. H.

LUTHER'S DREAM OF THE CHRIST-CHILD. 

I
N his dream he stands, a stranger, 

Looking through tp.e open d9or, 
WherE; the workman's chips are falling 

Down upon the earthen floor. 
Steadily the work advances, 

While a little boy's d�light 
Is to gather up the shavings 

As they scatter left and right. 
Dreaming still, he sees a maiden 

Come and call them from their task, 
Place' a bowl of rice before them, 

And the boy looks up to ask : 
"Father, seest thou not the stranger? 

Why should he be standing thus.? 
Prithee, father, may I ask him 

If he will not sup with us?" 
Quick surprise ·and sense of honour 

At the words that Jesus spoke; 
But, alas I the vision ended, 

And the wond 'ring saint·awokc. 
He had longed for fuller knowledge 

(So the old tradition sait�) · 
Of the child-life of _our Jesus 

When at home in Nazareth. 
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Luther's Dream of the Christ-Child. 

Was it answer to his praying ? 
This we know not, but we know 

That it was a blessed home-life 
In the days of long ago. E. E. TRUSTED. 

TWO PATHS TO THE SEA. 

I 
STOOD on the edge of a cliff's bluff height,

And looked to the depth below me, 
Where frolicsome waters, in glad delight, 

Bec�oned, as if to know me. 

Two ways were open for me to take: 
One swift as an eagle's flying-

A step, and my foot on the shore would break, 
And I on the shore be lying. 

The other wound in a zig-zag way, 
With many a step, and sloping, 

Now right, now left, with a rest and a stay, 
And a constant tum and stopping. 

Now which of the two do you think was best
The way that was slow and winding? 

Or the sudd�n leap from the cliff's high crest 
To the hard rocks awful grinding? 

I sometimes think that we stand in life 
With the same two paths before us; 

A step, a leap, and we end the strife; 
But who will again restore us? 

The appointed way is another way, 
And the way by God directed : 

I cannot trace where its course may lay, 
Nor how far is the end expected. 

I only see in the cliff below, 
Now here, now there, my going; 

But I see the resting-place and know 
Each rest new paths is showing. 

The way may wind and the way be long, 
But He gives me peeps of beauty: 

So on I go, with a gladsome song, 
In the beaten path of duty. w. LUFF,
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"BRINGING MY MATE." 

A Dialogue for three boys: George, Arthu,-, and Jack. GeMge and 
Arthur call on Jack, and find him seated at the sitting-room table 
reading a copy of "Comic Cuts. " 

Arthur-(Rings the bell). 
Jack (listening, says)-I wonder who this is; disturbing me 

during the only quiet hour I get? Come in. 
George and Arthur walk in. 

Geo,-ge-Good afternoon, Jack; we thought that you might be 
lonely, .so we have called to see if you will come with us, and join 
our Sunday School Class. 

Arthur-We have a good teacher who explains the Bible stories 
in such a way as helps us boys to understand. 

George-And the oftener we go, the more interested we become 
in the Wonderful words of Life. 

George and Arthur (together)-Won 't you come, Jack? 
Jack-Well, I've been to a Sunday School once or twice, but I 

could never make out what they were driving at. 
GeMge-Perhaps you did not listen! 
Jack-Ob, yes, I did. The teacher talked about Atonement.

I did not know what that meant. 
Arthur-You ought to know what that means, Jack. You are 

in Class 6, and if your grammar is so poor, even a W<1olworth's 
Dictionary will enlighten you. (Throws one on the table.) 

Jack-Well, what does it mean, then? 
George-It means, in the Old Testament, a Covering for sin; and 

in the "New, " Satisfaction for sin. 
Arthur-That means that in the Old Testament the blood of 

bulls and goats only Covered sin; but in the New Testament the 
Blood of Jesus is a complete Satisfaction for sin. 

George-That's quite right. Our teacher taught us that the 
Blood of Jesus on Calvary's Cross: Satisfied the Father, Satisfied 
the Son, and Satisfied the sinner's conscience. 

J ack-Tha.t sounds interesting. Perhaps I did not pay enough 
attention after all. 

George-Time is flying, and we must be going. Won't you come 
Jack ? Do come. 

Jack-Not to-day. Besides, I want to finish my "Comic." 
I like something practical. 

A 'Ythur-So do . we. That' s why we go to the Sunday School. 
A "Comic" may help you to laugh, but the Bible helps you to love. 
It helps in the home: "Honour thy father and thy mother" (Exod. 
20. 12). It helps in the street: "My son, if sinners entice thee,
consent thou not" (Prov. 1. 10). It helps in our work: "For every
man's work shall be made manifest" (1 Cor. 3. 13).

George-And that's not all. A precept with no power is like a 
motor with no engine. When God tells a boy to say "No," He 
gives him the grace and the power to resist temptation. "For to 
as many as received Him, to them gave He the power to become 
the sons of God, even to them that believe on His Name (John 1. 12). 

J ack-1s that in the Bible ? 
Arthur-Yes, and a lot more. 
jack-I never saw it. 
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"Bringing my Mate. ,, 

ArthuY-P�rhaps you· have never looked. 
George .... Well, Jack, we must be going for we like to be punctuaJ. 

Will you come along? The Lord Jesus can save you as well as 
other boys, <!,nd even now says: "My son, give me thy heart. " 

j"a:ck�Where does H� say that? 
A,thur-In Proverbs 23. 26. 
Jack-Whom is He saying it to ? 
Arthur-You, me, and all of us. 
'Jack-,-Well, if the Saviour can make me as pally, and as true 

as you two, I will trust Hi�. 
A f'thur and George-He can, and He will. 
George-Will you trust Him, and are you coming'? 

.] ack�I will trust Him, and I will come. I will have Calvary 
instead of the "Comic," and the Sunday School instead of sitting 
at home. 

:ALL· (sing together)-
"!£ you bring the one next to you, 

And I bring the one next to me. " 
. 

SERVICE LEADS TO SUCCESS. 

DOULOS 

J
T isn't the cut of the clothes that you wear;

Nor the stuff out of which they are made; 
Though selected with taste and fastidious care; 
And it isn't the price that you paid. 
It isn't the size of your pile in the bank, 

Nor the number of -acres you own; 
It isn't the question of prestige or rank, 

Nor a question of fame or renown. 
Jt isn't the servants that come at your call; 

And it isn't the things you possess
Whether many, or little, or nothing at all ; 

It is service that measures success. 
It isn't a question of-name, or the length 
. Of your ancestral pedigree. 
It isn't your mental vigour or. strength, 

Nor a question of social degree . 
. 

It•isp 't a question of doctrine or creed: 
Nor a question of city or town; 

It isn't a question of valorous deed, 
Nor of sinew and muscle or bone. 

But he who makes somebody happy each day, 
And he who gives heed to distress, 

Will find satisfaction the richest of pay; 
It is Service which measures success. N-B. 
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HUMAN FOLLY. 

A MA.None day in wooded, glen 
. Lay stretched beneath a tree; 
Folk said he was an infidel-

But .what means that to me? 
As on his back he lay and mused

r

And gazed up tO' the tree, 
He thought some thoughts which quite. 

amused 
Such simple folks like me. 

l Why should the little daisy grow
Where men could tramp it' down?

And why the pumpkins lie so low.?
And why ?-why ?-then :3- fr6wn.

That acorn growing on that tr�f
Would thrive best on the earth;

And then, the pumpkin, seems to me
Tree-grown, be of more worth.

B�tween that self-thought sage's· eyes
Just then an acorn fell ;

Suppose a pumpkin that had been,
There'd be no tale to tell. DOULOS. 

BETTY'S FLOWERS. 

BETTY had a garden 
Of her. very own, 

Where she had to dig and 
Seeds had to be sown. 

By and by they blossomed 
After mariy days; 
Betty looked upon them 
With pleasure and amaze. 

Betty said, "I wonder "Mammy, dear, " said Betty, 
If my seeds will grow, "It seems strange to me, 
If there will be flowers, Out of tiny brown see�s. 
And how soon I'll know. Comes a big sweet pea. 
Mammy said, "Have patience, Only God could do it, 
You have just begun, That I'm very sure. 
They must feel the raindrops, Look all round the garden, 
And the shining sun." There are thousands more. 
Betty so much wanted All of ditferent colours, 
To look beneath the soil. All fron;i seeds, I know. 
Mammy said, "I shouldn't, I have never thanked Him 
All the seeds will spoil. " For thinking of us so. 

God takes all that trouble, 
And sends so many, too, 
I'd like to often thank Him, 
And that is what f'll do. OLIVE V. LUFF. 
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THE WORD OF THE LORD IS RIGHT FOR ALL 

Psalm 33. 4. 

I
T is right for the young,

It is right for the old, 
It is right for the timid, 

And right for the bold. 
Right for the poor, 

(1 John 2. 12). 
(1 John 2. 14). 

(Isa. 41. 10). 
(Prov. 28. 1; Acts 4. 20). 

And right for the wealthy, 
Right for the sick, 

(Zech. 11. 7-11). 
(1 Tim. 6. 17). 

(Matt. 8. 16, 17). 
(Eccles. 12. 1). 

(Luke 15. 7). 
(E ph. 5. 1-4) . 
(Rom. 15. 1). 

(Isa. 60. 29-31). 

And right for the healthy, 
Right for the sinner, 

And right for the saint, 
Right for the strong, 

And right for the faint, 
Right for the simple, 

And right for the clever, 
Is "the counsel of the Lord, 

(Prov. 8. 5). 
(1 Cor. 3. 18-20). 

Which standeth for ever. " (Psa. 33. 11). 

TEN NOBLE WOMEN. 
2 Timothy 1. 5; 3. 15. 

E
UNICE of Lystra, and grandmother Lois

Had faith in the God of their nation ; 
They trained little Timothy up in the Word 

That made him "wise unto salvation. " 
How happy the children with mothers like these, 
Whose love for the Bible is learned at their knees I 

Philippians 4. 2, 3. 
Euodias laboured, and Syntyche, too, 

With Paul and with Clement and others; 
They helped the inquirers, and gathered the folks 

To hear the Word preached by these brothers; 
Oh, why did each cease, and disfigure her life 
By turning from this to contention and strife? 

Romans 16. 1-4, 6. 13. 
A helper of many was Phoebe, while Paul 

Was succoured by Rufus' mother; 
He owed to Priscilla his life, and a debt 

To Mary and many another; 
Oh, what a reward will these sisters obtain! 
For Christ they have toiled, and with Him they will reign. 

Romans 16. 12. 
So whether I serve Thee in things that are great, 

Or whether in things that are meaner; 
And whether, like Feris, I rest from my work, 

Or whether I toil like Tryphena; 
Oh, help me, my Lord, just to live for Thy praise, 
To honour Thee, please Thee, and walk in Thy ways. 

H. P. BARKER. 
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AT THE SEASIDE. 

Can be used either as a recitation, or sung to the tune 
"Over Jordan. " 

J 
'VE a message very' true,

It is old, yet ever new, 
And I give it now to you 

AT THE SEASIDE. 

There's salvation full and free, 
Which is offered unto thee, 
Sinner, won't you taste and see 

AT THE SEASIDE. 

At the seaside, at the seaside, 
Life is offered unto thee, 
You can have it full and free, 
At the seaside, at the seaside! 
Sinner, won't you taste and see 

AT THE SEASIDE. 

It was many years ago, 
When our Lord was here below, 
He was walking to and fro 

AT THE SEASIDE; 

When to· one and all He said: 
"Eat of Me, the Living Bread, " 
And the hungry ones were fed 

AT THE SEASIDE. 

If you hear His blessed voice, 
And you make the Lord your choice, 
Homeward bound you will rejoice 

FROM THE SEASIDE. 
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At the Seaside. 

You will feel so bright and gay, 
For your sins were washed away 
On that happy, happy day 

AT THE SEASIDE. 

When at last your home you reach, 
Say you heard some people preach, 
They were standing on ( or near) the beach 

AT THE SEASIDE. 

And you let the Saviour in, 
He who paid the price of sin, 
And a new life did begin 

AT THE SEASIDE. 

Then just start to read His Word, 
Till your inmost heart is stirred, 
All the truths which you have heard 

AT THE SEASIDE. 

And when next you come this way 
For a short or longer stay, 
Tell us all about this day 

AT THE SEASIDE. H. H. 

HUGH'S DREAM. 

O
UR blue-eyed Hugh, aged :five and a half,

Had a "wonderful" dream in bed ! 
But, alas! the elders would only laugh, 

So in plaintive tones he said: 
"You would not listen to me in the night, 

You would only yawn·and nod; 
But I went to sleep in the end all right, 

For I told my dream to God!" 
Oh, dear little Hugh, through all the years, 

Take hold of the Master's Hand, 
And tell Him abour your dreams and fears, 

He '11 be sure to understand I 
May we, in Hugh's dream, a lesson :find, 

Not fo faint 'neath the chastening rod, 
But to sleep each night with a quiet mind, 

When· we've laid our cares on God ! 
S . A . M . JAMES 
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A 

SWEDISH 

RAILWAY 

HERO 

T
HE snow had fallen on a well-known rail,

The wind was high, increasing to a gale; 
But he went forth, for duty called him out, 
With a brave heart and a devotion stout. 

"Qpon the freezing snow he slipped and fell, 
Nor could he rise, nor was there more to tell. 
His pain and fears-a fractured, broken limb-· 
What could he do? Who, who would succour him r 

And he must turn that switch, for the express 
Was almost due-five minutes-maybe less! 
So 'though in pain, excruciating pain, 
He crawled upon the snow, in time to gain 
The fateful lever. The express was saved! 
Because a hero pain and tempest braved. 

Sometimes the duty path is smooth and green, 
And we are strong to face the important scene, 
Sometimes the path is rough, and we are weak, 
And fain our comforts and our ease would seek. 

It must not be! If life and duty call 
We must respond to service first of all; 
And if we cannot run, we needs must crawl, 
For on our action or inaction wait 
The lives of men, and their eternal state. 

Did Christ tlraw back? In weakness ·He went on, 
Nor failed, nor faltered, till His work was done:· 
A work tliat, saved the wodd 's express from death, 
And then for man He sacrificed His breath. 
A Saviour, true to His God-given Name: 
A Saviour still, eternally the same. WM. LUFF. 
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READING THE SCRIPTURES. 

Written for Boys an.d Girls by ALBERT MIDLANE, author of 
"There's a Friend for Little Children. " 

Lamp unto 

Feet 

W
HENE'ER I read God's

Holy Word, 
Almost in every page, 

I find the "Coming of the Lord," 
My happy thoughts engage. 

I once was sad whene 'er I read, 
Or thought upon that Day, 

For then that I believed in Christ 
I could not really say. 

I could not say that I should share 
In that bright glory then; 

For sin unpardoned, well I knew, 
Would surely me condemn. 

But now I know the Saviour's 
mm�, 

. I wish the Day to come; 
For I shall be with Jesus then, 

In my eternal home. 

He bore my sins upon the tree, 
And put them all away; 

'Tis this which makes me glad 
whene'er 

I think upon that Day. 

I wish that all we love were one 
With us in precious faith

Were saved above the fear and 
dread 

Of judgment and of death. 

ALBERT M10LANE, mE AoEn. Could grasp this promise to their 
hearts, 

And, joy to think! a home 
Above the clouds, where Jesus is, 

And cry, "Come, Saviour, 
Come I" 

60 



THE SHEPHERD AND HIS DOG. 

on all the mountain side. 

Y
OU' RE driftin' down the

hill, Jock, ye' 11 sunc be 
ten years old; 

Aye, you the best of dogs were, 
so faithful an' so bold. 

In Scotland you were born, 
Jock ; you seemed a likely 
pup-

On Mona's hills and mountains 
I trained an' brought you up. 

You learned your lessons well. 
Jock, you know my whistle 
:fine, 

You were easy on the sheep, 
Jock, and always gave them 
time; 

And when you angered me, Jock, 
I fairly tanned your hide

Still, there was not a better dog 

Long, long the hours we worked, Jock, thro' many a wintry blast; 
Our sheep were always first, Jock, ourselves were always last. 
My mood you understood, Jock, when happy or right sad-
you seemed to draw the closer when things with me were bad. 

The cup upon the mantel-three times you won for me; 
You took them round the field, Jock, a bonnie sight to see. 
When sheep were extra wild, Jock, you steadied them the while, 
You brought 'em round, I penned them, in time and record style. 

That night the child was lost, Jock upon the mountain side, 
The neighbours out were searching-aye, searching far and wide; 
I thought I heard you bark, Jock, and clambered down the rock! 
The child I found asleep there, kept warm an' safe by Jock! 

Lie down there by the fire, Jock, I' 11 never part with you; 
You'd like to work wi' me, Jock, just as _you used to do; 
But I have younger dogs, Jock, that o'er the hillside race-
But none can equal you, Jock, or ever take your place. 

When the Master calls me Home, Jock, an' toil for me is o'er, 
When there before my Shepherd, beside the open door, 
I wonder if He' 11 say, Jock, the words I say to you: 
"Come, rest in peace beside Me, My servant good and true?" 

. 
R. ARMSTRONG LAXEY .

....................................................................................... .................................... . 

A SIMPLE CHORUS. 

J
ESUS· died for sinners like me, I know: 

He His life gave because he loved me so, 
0 what grace to suffer and die for me, 
So that I might NOT die, but praise Him eternally . 

•• , •• , ••••• , •••• •t••· •• , •• , ., ••• , .,, ••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• •t••··· •••••• t• •• , •• , •••••••• , •• , •••• 
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l 'M A LITTLE BOY.

·
J 

'M a little boy, you see,
Very full of fun and glee;

Sometimes naughty, I'm afraid
At least that's often of me said.

By the river, on the street,
Everywhere I go, I meet
Someone naughty just like me,
To make a raft, or climb a tree.

When I in the river fall, 
I am beaten-that is all; 
If the keeper of the Park 
Tries to catch me-that's a lark! 

Teacher sighs o,'er blotted page; 
When I spell, goes in a rage; 
When I turn a "cartwheel," stands 
Crying "Shame, " then canes my hands ! 

But-when I go up to bed, 
And my evening prayer have said
Though the day was full of fun, 
Things I wish I had not done. 

I wonder will I e'er be good-
I often truly wish I could ; 
But-well, I know I cannot be, 
Till Jesus saves and sets me free. 

J. A. W. HAMILTON.

Repeat: "Jesus says, Suffer little children to come 
. unto Me." 

LESSONS FROM THE CROSS OF JESUS. 

A Dialogue for three senior girls-Ivy, Lily, and Rose. 

Ivy. How delightful these recitations have been. I 
have thoroughly enjoyed them. 

Lily and Rose. And so have we. 
Lily. Are you reciting, Rose? 
Rose. No; and neither is Ivy; but I have a splendid 

idea in my miJ?,d. 
Ivy and Lily. What is it, Rose? 
Rose. Just this. Why not have a talk on "Some 

Lessons we have Learned ? " 
Ivy. The very thing. 
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Lessons from the Cross of Jesus. 

Lily. What shall we call them? 
Rose. "Lessons from the Cross of Jesus." 
Ivy. Who will start? 
tily. I think that Rose should start. 
Rose. If yott don't mind, I should like Ivy to begin. 
Ivy. Would you like to hear something about the 

"Inspiration of the Cross?" 
Rose and Lily. Yes; that sounds interesting. 
Lily. And I will say a word about the Glory of the Cross 
Rose. And I shall conclude with a· word about the 

Triumph of the Cross. 
Rose and Lily. Now you begin, Ivy. 
Ivy. Well, ,the Inspiration of _the 

Cross means much to me. Do you 
remember that sweet verse, so full 
of pathos : "There stood by the Cross 
of Jesus . . . Mary?" (John 19. 25). 
It seems to me that the disciples 
looked upon the Cross as a Forlorn 
Hope; but here are a few women 
who will not budge, though all seems 
black. Their faith laughs at hope
lessness, and firmly grasps the seem
ingly impossible. They clung to 
the Cross in the Conflict, and their 
clinging has gained them a crown. 
Such Inspiration inspires me to sing 
you my lifelong intention: 

'.'So I '11 cherish the old Rugged Cross, 
Till my trophies at last I lay down; 

I will cling to the old Rugged Cross, 
And exchange it some day for a crown. " 

Lily. What noble words, and 
what a glorious decision. 

Rose. You have doubly inspired 
us. (Turning to Lily) Now Lily, 
may we hear you? 

Lily. There is a verse in Galatians 
6 which reads: "God forbid that I 
should glory, save in the �ross of 
our Lord Jesus Christ. " I must 
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Lessons from the Cross of Jesus. 

glory in no(hing but the Cross, 
and I ca�not help but glory in 
the glory of the Cross. 

Rose and Ivy. What do you 
mean, Lily dear? 

Lily. I'll try and explain. 
Do you remember that beautiful 
passage in the 11th of John, 
when Jesus said, "Said I not 
unto thee, that, if thou wouldest 
believe thou shouldest see the 
Glory of God ? " His Glory is so 

beautiful, so positive, and so vital that we cannot help 
but see it. 

It is beautiful because, in its presence, sadness gives 
place to gladness, and mourning gives place to mirth. 

It is positive because, by its power, parting gives place 
to presence, and the pulsations of life holds sway o'er the 
pangs of death. 

It is vital because where His Glory is revealed, the deaf 
hear, the blind see, and the dead live. 

His highest Glory is seen in the Glory of the Cross. 
For there He died for sin, that we might die to sin; so

"In the Cross of Christ I glory, 
Tow'ring o'er the wrecks of time, 

All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. " 

Rose. What a splendid theme. May it help us to 
love Him more. 

Ivy. Now let us hear you, Rose dear. 
Rose. I can add but little to what has been said. I 

like to think of the triumph of the Cross. There is a verse 
in Colossians I which reads: "And having made peace 
through the Blood of His Cross, by Him, to reconcile all 
things unto Himself, by Him, I say, whether they be 
things in earth, or things in heaven." To my mind the 
Triumph of the Cross is unique, universal, and unbounded. 

It is unique because death is destroyed by death. "O 
death, where is thy sting? 0 grave, where is thy victory?" 
(I Cor. 15. 55). 

It is universal. Through the Cross He reconciles all 
things unto Himself. 
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Lessons from the Cross of Christ. 

It is unbounded. Whether they be things in earth, 
or things in Heaven. He invites us to have a share with 
Hi1n in this triun1ph. For in it there is conquest for all
comers, and victory for the vilest. 

Lily. What a hallowed time we've had. 
Ivy. And how helpful to think of the Inspiration, 

Glory, and Triumph of the Cross. 
ALL (standing, Rose in centre): 

"Grace is flowing like a river, 
Millions there have been supplied; 

Still it flows as fresh as ever 
From the Saviour's wounded side

N one need perish, 
ALL may live, for CHRIST has died. " J. H. LEWIS.

WHAT DO I THINK OF THE BIBLE. 

FOR SIX SCHOLARS. 

Each reader could have a Bible in his or her hand. 

First Boy or Girl. 

£H? What do I think of the Bible! 
Is that what you 're asking me? 

Just listen and I will tell you, 
We then may the happier be. 

I'm fully convinced that the Bible 
Is God's Word, and never can fail; 

The greatest of men have attacked it, 
And yet it doth surely prevail. 

Second Boy or Girl. 
And what do I think of the Bible? 

I think it's a wonderful Book. 
Fresh beauty I'm constantly finding, 

As on its dear pages I look. 
I never get tired of the Bible! 

Because it 's so full of good cheer ; 
It helps me to bear all my trouble, 

And banishes all my fear. 
Third Boy or Girl. 

And what do I think of the Bible? 
There never was book like this ! 

It's .read by the king and the peasant, 
By Mr., Mrs., and Miss; 
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What do I think of the Bible. 

It's read everywhere, is the Bible! 
And of what other book is it said 

That it bringeth iri light to the darkened, 
And e'en giveth life to the dead ! 

Fourth Boy or Girl. 

°'nt GMpel God unt 
And what do I think of the Bible? 

cf Clv-i 541Yation 

Is lhe to Ml)' an 
To me it's a marvellous thing 

power or tf,at _, That preachers should tell of its wonders,· 
That men should its praises sing. 

Now, is there a book like the Bible? 
Sixteen hundred years did it take 

To write it! That's surely a record I 
Of its wisdom let us partake ! 

Fifth Boy or Girl. 
What do I think of the Bible? 

Consider its wonderful sale ! 
While other books sell in their thousands, 

Here we have a different tale, 
For there are sold millions of Bibles! 

And that is amazing, I'm sure. 
So I cannot but think such a volume 

Is God's Word, an� must endure. 
Sixth Boy or Girl. 

And what do I think of the Bible? 
It's the very best Book we have got I 

It tells what I am by nature; 
It tells'me what I am not. 

And oh! I find this in the Bible, 
By believing the message there given, 

That Jesus died for us sinners, 
And one day will take us to Heaven. 

All join together and say : 
Yes, that's what we think of the Bible! 

And the Author Himself doth say, 
"Though Heaven and earth shall vanish, 

My Word never shall pass away." 
And so we will cling to the Bible, 

God's wonderful Volume of Truth, 
His staff for the hoary and aged, 

His guide for the season of youth. 
W. T. RAE. 
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NOT SKIES EVER BLlJlt 

G
OD hath not promised

Skies ever blue, 
Flowers-strewn pathways 

Always to you. 
God hath not pron1ised 

Sun without rain, 
Joy without rain, 

Peace without pain. 
But He hath promised 

Strength from above, 
Unfailing sympathy, 

Undying love! A. J. GORDON.

A SIX-YEAR-OLD ON SATURDAY NIGHT. 

G
OOD-BYE my dear dolly,

till Monday, 
I've laid you so nicely to 

rest; 
I '11 have Noah's ark out on 

Sunday, 
Because Mummy says it is · 

best. 
I thought when I christened 

you Dorcas, 
And washed your cheeks free from their paint, 

She would think you the nicest of dollies, 
And almost as good as a saint. 

She said, in the days of her childhood, 
Sweet Sundays were always the rule; 

And though she took leave of her dollies, 
She loved, oh, she loved Sunday School. 

I'm turning the key in the cupboard, 
I 've tucked you so comfy in bed ; 

'Tis rather a long time for sleeping, 
Just thirty-six hours, Mummy said. 

Perhaps when I'm old, 'twill be easy 
To put all my dollies away; 

But Mummy's the sweetest of Mummies, 
And I want to be good and obey. 

E. E. TRUSTED. 
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BRAVE JOHN MAYNARD.

'TWAS on Lake Erie's broad expanse, 
One bright midsummer day, 

The gallant steamer "Ocean Queen" 
Swept proudly on her way. 

Bright faces clustered on the deck, 
Or, leaning o'er the side, 

Watched carelessly the feathery foam 
That flecked the rippling tide. 

Ah, who beneath that cloudless sky, 
That smiling bends serene, 

Could dream that danger, awful, vast, 
Impending o'er the scene-

Could dream that ere an hour had sped, 
That frame of sturdy oak 

Would sink beneath the lake's blue waves. 
Blackened with fire and smoke ? 

A seaman.sought the captain's side, 
A .moment whispered low : 

The captain's swarthy face grew pale; 
He hurried down below ! 

Alas, too late I Though quick, and sharp, 
And clear his orders came, 

No human efforts could avail 
To quench th' insidious flame. 

The bad news quickly reached the deck, 
It sped from lip to lip, 

And ghastly faces everywhere 
Looked from the doomed ship. 

"Is there no hope-no chance of life ? " 
A hundred lips implore. 

"But one, " the captain made reply
"To run the ship on shore." 

A sailor whose heroic soul 
That hour should yet reveal, 

By name John Maynard, Eastern born, 
Stood calmly at the wheel. 

"Head her south-east I " the captain shouts 
Above the smothered roar; 

"Head her south-east without delav I 
Make for the nearest shore I " ., 
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Brave John Maynard. 

No terror pales the helmsman's cheek,
Or clouds his dauntless eye, 

As in a sailor's measured tone 
His voice responds, "Ay, ay ! " 

Three hundred souls, the steamer's freight, 
Crowd forward, wild with fear,

While at the stern the dreadful flames 
Above the deck appear. 

John Maynard watched the nearing flames, 
But still, with steady hand, 

He grasped the wheel, and steadfastly 
He steered the ship to land. 

"John Maynard, can you still hold out?,,
He heard the captain cry ; 

A· voice from out the stifling smoke 
Faintly responds, "Ay, ay ! " 

"John Maynard," with an anxious voice, 
The captain cries once more, 

"Stand by the wheel five minutes yet, 
And we will reach the shore. '' 

Through flames and smoke that dauntless heart 
Responded firmly still, 

Unawed though face to face with death, 
"With God's good·help, I will!" 

The flames approached with giant strides. 
They scorched his hands and brow ; 

One arm disabled seeks his side; 
Ah ! he is conquered now ! 

But no; his teeth are firmly set; 
He crushes down his pain ; 

His knee upon the stanchion pressed, 
He guides the ship again. 

One moment yet, one moment yet! 
Brave heart, thy task is o'er; 

The pebbles grate beneath the keel, 
The steamer touches shore. 

Three hundred grateful voices rise 
In praise to God, th�t He 

Hath saved them from the fearful fire, 
And from th' engulfing sea. 
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Brave John Maynard. 

But where is he, that helmsman bold? 
The captain saw him reel-

His nerveless hands released their task, 
He sank beside the wheel. 

The people's hearts in gratitude 
Are bowed, to think that thus 

Their lives have been secured to them. 
They cry, "HE DIED FOR us." 

"HE DIED FOR us? "-Impressive words
So simple, yet profound! 

Where have we heard them? Why have they 
A so familiar sound? 

Ah, yet ! The Scriptures tell of One 
Who bore the cruel Cross 

That you and I might be redeemed: 
He died-"Christ died for us." 

And can I so ungrateful be 
As not to gladly own 

His love, since He His life-blood shed 
For sinners to atone? 

Nay, "Come!" He says, and "come" I must! 
I take Him at His word; 

Enthrone Him in this heart of mine: 
MY SAVIOUR AND MY LORD! N-B.

JENNY LIND AND HER BIBLE 

S
ITTING on the seashore in the glory of the sun,

When the day is dying-how fast the moments run I 
Every tiny wavelet has a beauty 6f its own, 
And the music of the ripples has a soothing undertone. 
While you wait, enchanted with the splendour of the breeze, 
See, in thought, a mother sitting, Bible on her knees ; 
And she, like you, is looking at the trembling path of light, 
Which is growing ever longer till the sun shall say "good night. " 
But a friend is drawing nearer: "Oh, tell me, Jenny, pray, 
How you came to leave your concerts at the zenith of your day? 
No one else among our singers has a message half so sweet : 
You have left the stage deserted when the world was at your feet." 
There was silence for a moment, then, with a queenly grace, 
She is looking up responsive to her friend's inquiring face: 
"I found that in the glamour and the glitter of the stage 
I was daily growing colder to the light of sacred page; 
And so I bade the world good-bye, because I love to be 
Alone with this my Bible and the glory of the sea. E. E. TRUSTED. 
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INQUISITIVENESS SEVERELY PUNISHED. 

A 
LITTLE mouse fixed

its abode 
N c:xt to a fishman 's shop ; 

And every now and 
then it went 

With heart made 
high in hope. 

Expecting to obtain 
some food 

To nourish and to strengthen; 
And thereby to its menu add, 

Its little life to lengthen. 

One night when every thing was still, 
Our little mouse did enter 

The fishman 's shop, on pillage bent
A most disastrous venture. 

He sniffed around along the floor, 
And hence up on the table ; 

Until at last he found good fish-
To him before a fable. 

And next. to that an oyster lay, 
In slumber deep and snoring; 

And so the mouse popped in his head, 
And soon commenced his boring. 

His little teeth were very sharp, 
And wakened up the oyster ; 

Who closed his clams upon the mouse, 
And shut him in his cloister. 

Next morning when the fishman came 
To open up his shop, 

He found the wee mouse stiff and dead, 
Beyond all human hope. 

And so, young friends, will you beware 
Of prying into things Divine; 

Where God has closed and locked a door, 
It ill becomes us to repine. 
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lttquisitiveness Severely Punished. 

Enough has been revealed to us 
To save our souls from death and Hell; 

Then why should we pick locks to see, 
What God has not been pleased to tell. 

The mysteries of God and Christ 
Are far beyond our human powers; 

God calls upon our simple faith 
To aid us in life's darkest hours. 

Should you be tempted to mistrust, 
Think on the fate which crushed the mouse; 

Abide God's time, and thou shalt know 
When with thy Father in His House. T. BAIRD.

HEAVEN-OUR HOME. 
A child who has lost a loved one, if able, might say this, 

or anyone. 

T
HERE'S a beautiful Home up in Heaven, we read,

Where all is most lovely and fair; 
There are mothers, and fathers, and others we know, 

And dear little children are there. 
King JESUS in pity looked down from above 

And saw them in this world of sin; 
Then He kindly just opened the big golden gates, 

And took them all safely within. 
For they were so tired, so tired and weak, 

Too ill to live longer down here, 
So He gently then lifted them up to the skies, 

Where they'll never have weakness or fear. 
Lord Jesus, I thank Thee for being so kind, 

And for sending Thy love down to me ; 
Please make me more like Thee, that one day I, too, 

May live up in Heaven with Thee. 
The dear Lord looked down from high Heaven above, 

And said in His love and His grace: 
"Oh, suffer the dear little children to come 

In My kingdon I '11 give them a place. 
For this very reason I came down to earth, 

The Just for the unjust, to die; 
Whosoever believeth is cleansed from all sin, 

And will reign with their Lord by and by. ,, 
OLIVE V. LUFF. 
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JESUS AND THE LITTLE CHILD. 

Leader quotes: "Jesus said, I am the Resurrection and 
the Life." 

WHEN our dear Saviour lived 
on earth, 

His life was full of loving 
deeds, 

And all the time, right from 
His birth, 

He satisfied His people's 
needs. 

And so the sick and lame and 
blind, 

And people-who had troubles 
sore-

Some ill in body, some in 
mind-

Still came for healing more 
and more. 

One day a man in great distress 
At Jesus' feet beseeching fell, 

"My little girl has great sickness, 
Oh, come, I pray, and make her well. " 

And Jesus went with him, when, lo, 
A woman suffering great pain 

He stooped to heal (because we know 
No one can come to Him in vain). 

The eager father had to stay, 
And then his friends came up to state: 

"Your little girl has passed away, 
'Twill be no use to longer wait." 

But when the Saviour overhead: 
"Be not afraid, " He kindly said, 

"Only believe," because His word 
He knew could raise her from the dead. 

And when at last they reached the home: 
He took the mother, f�ther, too

They had been glad if they had known 
Just wJtat He was about to do

Then to their wondering glad surprise, 
He took the girlie's 1:tand and said, 
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Jesus and the Little Child. 

"My little darling child, arise." 
At once she got up from her bed. 

How glad the parents were to see 
Their little gir 1 alive and well. 

His servants they would want to be, 
And far and wide His praises tell. 

Not less the little girl H� raised 
Vv ould surely love the gracious Lord

And worthy is He to be praised, 
The Lord of Life, as says His Word. 

And have we cause for praise? Oh, yes, 
The Lord of Glory for us died. 

He has done more for us, not less
For us our Lord was crucified. 

Let us return His love, and so 
By wondrous grace His children be, 

And daily in His likeness grow, 
Then live with Him eternally. OLIVE v. LUFF.

SAVED FROM ABOVE. 

I
N the mine had been disaster,

Precious lives had there been lost; 
Some, heroic hands had rescued, 

Now one more must be the last. 
But a second fall prevented, 

And two rescuers were there 
With the nearly rescued miner, 

Seemed shut up in mute despair. 
For a time their lamps illumined 

The dark midnight of the mine; 
One by one, their oil exhausted, 

Even these refused to shine. 
From the level of the working, 

Not a single ray of hope 
Could they see, as in the darkness 

For some light they vainly grope. 
Picks and spades no more can help them, 

Brawny arms avail them not-
Picture of an unsaved sinner, 

And his awful, fatal lot. 
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Saved from Above. 

vVho can save himself from judgment? 
Who by works can clear a way 

From the pit of condemnation, 
To the light of life and day ? 

If salvation for those miners 
Is to reach them, it must be 

From above-the work of others. 
Say! is here a hope for thee? 

Listen! They can hear a tapping! 
Rescuers are on the way! 

Hope revives in hearts despairing. 
"Let us sing, " I hear them say. 

And with neither book nor organ, 
Hark! a hymn of praise I hear. 

Glad response to friends who seek them, 
Hushing every dread and fear. 

Then they pray! Now all is silent! 
Weary with the strain, they sleep. 

Will it be death's long last slumber, 
In the darkness dire and deep? 

Bobbie Law, from light descending, 
With a rope is drawing nigh. 

"Yes ! They 're coming ! " Sleepers waken 
At that thrilling' joyful cry. 

Sixty hours and more imprisoned, 
How they hail the light of Heaven. 

Hug and kiss the one who saved them, 
As their thanks are justly given. 

From above, was their salvation; 
From above their Saviour came; 

From above, to earth's deep darkness, 
Christ came down to death and shame. 

Can you say, "His grace has brought me 
From the horrid pit of death?" 

Then I know that you will love Him, 
And will praise with every breath.· 

WILLIAM LUFF. 
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WHOM IS SALVATION FOR? 

CAN BR SAID BY ONE OR BY FOUR. 

A girl ,night say first two verses. 

IT is meant for the poor I without money we buy,
As flee as the breeze that in summer glides by; 

It is meant for the rich! as a purse for their gold, 
No other is like it earth's treasures to hold. 
It is meant for the young I giving wings as they fly 
Up, up from the earth-nest, towards the blue sky; 
It is meant for the old I 'tis a staff that will bear 
The failing of age with its burden and care. 

A boy might say next two. 
It is meant for the fools I for a fool shall not err
True knowledge, true wisdom, our Lord will confer; 
It is meant for the wise I for His love is a height 
No wisdom has reached in its bold eagle flight. 
It is meant for the weak ! for it tells them of strength 
And makes of a worm a strong angel at length; 
It is meant for the strong! for their weakness it shows, 
And arms them and fits them, prepare� for their foes. 

A bigger girl next two. 
It is meant for the vilest I a fountain is seen 
Where filthiest sinners may wash and be clean; 
And moralists, proud of their whitewash and paint, 
Need just the same fountain-for sinner and saint. 
Is any one friendless ? here stands a true Friend; 
Is any one falling ? here all falls may end; 
Is any one fearful ? my Lord is for such; 
You can't fear too little, you can't fear too much. 

A somewhat bigger boy next ve,-se. 
It suits the despairing ; since Jesus has died 
There's hope for the hopeless, whatever betide: 
And if one is dying, my Jesus has passed 
Right through the dark death-chamber, near to the last. 

Then all join heartily in last verse. 
It is meant for us ALL; since all men have guilt
For all sorts of sinners Christ's Blood has been spilt. 
It is meant for my need, and I take it and live; 
It is meant for you, brother, this moment believe. 

WM. LUFF• 
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GOD'S CARE FOR THE WORLD. 

W
HEN I was asleep, and you were asleep,

and we were sleeping all, :This world went spinning along through space, iat speed of a cannon ball ; 
Yet you, nor I, nor bird of the air, were 

suffered to faint or fall. 
. . 
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THE LITTLE LAMB WHICH STRAYED. 

"The Son of Man is come to seek and to save that which 

was lost." 

T
HERE was one day a flock of sheep,

And lambs with coats so soft and 
white, 

They were contented just to keep 
Their loving Shepherd in their sight. 

But one small lamb looked longingly 
Across the hills so far away, 

With slopes of pasture temptingly 
Spread out in freshest green array. 

It did not look so very far, 
He need not be away all day; 

And thus he reasoned with himself, 
While slowly he began to stray. 

It did not take him long to reach 
The pasture green in yonder glade; 

But still it did not satisfy, 
And further from the fold he strayed, 

Until some cliffs, but scarcely seen, 
He stumbled o'er, and fell below 

Upon the cruel rocks beneath. 
His broken limbs did pain him so l 

Oh, how he rued the hour when he 
Strayed from the Shepherd's fold away; 

. His bleat was pitiful to hear-
He thought he'd surely die that day. 

No help was near that lonely spot, 
He could not save himself at all, 

And if he cried they'd hear him not
Then suddenly he heard a call. 

It was the Shepherd's loving voice, 
Seeking the naughty, straying lamb; 

It made his fainting heart rejoice-
"The Shepherd knows just where I am." 

I'm sure that you can tell the rest: 
The Shepherd bore him home again, 

The little lamb upon His breast. 
I do not think he strayed again. 

77 



The Little Lamb which Strayed. 

How like ourselves, this little lamb 
Began to stray in early youth; 

But when we stray we never can 
Get back into the paths of truth. 

But our Good Shepherd for us died, 
And shed His precious Blood to win 

Each little lamb, to save and guide, 
Take us the Heavenly fold within. 

How great His love for us lost sheep, 
So worthless and so sinful we; 

Yet He who saved will safely keep, 
He who died our Friend will be. 

OLIVE V. LUFF 

THE JOY OF EASTER TIME. 

H
OW glad I am that Easter's come,
. Because it means that Spring is here; 

And though we'll have some wind and cold, 
We know that Summer time is near. 

We hear the birds begin to sing 
In joyous notes on every hand, 

And flowers, too, begin to show 
Their glorious hues o'er all the ]and. 

As upward turns their face to Heaven, 
To cheer up every passer-by. 

To one and all they seem to say: 
"Lift up your face to GOD on high. 
And as you see just everywhere 

His fingers made this world so grand. 
How, out of love to you and me, 

Are seen the traces of His hand. 
Cheer up, sad heart, and let us join

To Goo the great Creator-too, 
With the dear birds, in glad refrain, 

The songs of praise which is His due. 
Gon made this world so glad and sweet, 

With all the varied beauteous things, 
We realise that "Goo is love, " 

For every joy our heart then sings. 
OLIVE V. LUFF 
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I SHOULD LIKE. 

Lender 11i£ght quote this first on intimating title: "If thou shalt 
confess with thy mouth the Lord Jesus and shalt believe in thine 
heart that God hath raised Him from the dead, thou shalt be saved. 
For with the heart man believeth unto righteousness; and with the 
mouth confession is made unto salvation" (Rom. 10. 9, 10). 

Two brothers or two boys about same age might say this piece. Or 
6 boys. and girls might say a verse each, verse 4 being a boy and verse 
5 a girl. 

First Boy. 
I SHOULD like to be a soldier; but the flag

I cannot bear ; 
I should like to win the battle, but the coat 

I cannot wear ; 
I should like to follow Jesus, but I think it 

would be best 
I should wear my own black broadcloth, and 

my own plain, private vest. 

I should like to see the Bridegroom, but I 
cannot take His Name, 

Lest my family refuse me, and I have to 
suffer shame. 

Well the marriage tie would please me, but 
I should not like it known; 

I should like to be His loved one, but the 
name must be my own. 

I have claimed Him for my Saviour in the 
place where I attend, 

And I hope that He has saved me, and become 
my precious Friend; 

And I sing, "Ashamed of Jesus ? " when I' m 
standing in the crowd ; 

But when all alone I hardly like to say it 
· quite so loud.

Second Boy. 
0 MY brother, wear the colours I be a soldier brave and true;

Let the armour of salvation be thy shining armour too. 
0 my sister, take the Bridegroom, and the Bridegroom's honoured 

Name, 
And be known as His beloved, bring it praise or bring it shame. 

Hast thou joined the hallowed singing in the temple of thy God? 
Sing "Stand up, stand up for Jesus, " when the lonely path is trod. 
Oh I believe Him and confess Him, for confession He would claim; 
If He deigns to be thy Saviour, wilt thou blush to bear His Name? 

"Whosoever shall confess Me when Mine enemies are near, " 
He has said, "I will confess them when the glory shall appear: 
Whosoever shall deny Me, him I also will deny. " 
Oh! confess Him, and His mercy will confess thee by and by I 

WM. LUFF. 
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WHERE JESUS CAME. 

Leader repeats text: "Christ Jesus came into the world to save 
sinners" (1 Tim. 1. 15). The first 3 verses might be said by _a girl, 
the last 3 by a boy, or vice versa. Or the first 5 verses might well be 
said each by a boy or girl, ALL joining in the last verse. 

WHERE did He come? you ask me.
He came to the workhouse ward, 

Where a pauper crept 
To the Cross and wept 

At the feet of the dying. Lord. 
And I heard the angels as sweetly sing 
0 'er the poor man saved as o'er earth's high king. 

Where did He come? Yon mansion, 
Where Emeline long had laid

Through the lofty gate, 
Where the liveries wait, 

He passed, and long months He stayed: 
And the unkind deeds and each slighting word, 
A faithful-watcher, He ever heard. 

Where did He come? To the heathen 
Far off on the savage isles : 

And the wild men bowed, 
And allegiance vowed, 

Till to-day creation smiles; 
And the church bell rings o'er the blood-cursed land, 
Where the preacher fell 'neath a ruthless hand. 

He came I Where? do you ask me. 
To a drunkard's cheerless heart: 

And the children said 
He had brought them bread, 

Bidding want and the curse depart; 
For since Jesus came father loved them all, 
From the :firstborn boy to the baby small. 

Does He still come? you ask me. 
To-day I can hear His hands, 

At a bolted door 
He has tried before : 

He knocks and a waiter stands. 
He comes to thee, sinner, and comes to save: 
Will you give the answer that last you gave? 
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Where Jesus Came. 

"JESUS, COME IN, and welcome I 
A sinner indeed I am : 

But I long to prove 
Thine abounding love, 

For 'Saviour' is Thy blest Name." 
It was thus I prayed, and the Lord came in; 
He came unto me. and He cleansed my sin. 

WM. LUFF. 

"STICK TO YOUR TASK." 

"WHATSOEVER THY HAND FINDETH TO DO, DO IT WITH THY MIGHT,, 
(Eccl. 9. 10). 

WHEN things go wrong, as they
sometimes will, 

When the road you 're trudging seems 
all uphill, 

When the funds are low and the debts 
are high,... 

And you want to smile, but have to 
sigh, 

And care is pressing you down a bit, 
Rest, if you must-ht:1t never quit! 
Life is queer, with its twists and turns, 
As every one of us sometimes learns ; 
And many a failure turns about 
When he might have won if he'd stuck it out. 
Stick to your task, though the pace seems slow
You may succeed with another blow; 
Often the goal is nearer than 
It seems to a faint and faltering man ; 
Often the struggler has given up 
When he might have captured the victor's cup; 
And he learned, too late, when the night slipped down, 
How close he was to the golden crown. 
Success is failure turned inside out, 
The silver tints of the clouds of doubt, 
And you never can tell how close you are
It may be near when it seems afar. 
So stick to the fight when you 're hardest hit--
It's when things seem worst that you mustn't quit! 

A-N. 
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MARION'S PRAYER. 

A Recitation for a Modest Little Maiden. 
"} AM but a little child," she prayed, 

Her blue eyes raised to Heaven; 
"I am but a little helpless child, 

Whose heart to Thee is given. 
"But, Father, for dear Jesus' sake, 
. 1'each me to serve my King; 

True wisdom give, that even I 
To Thee some soul may bring." 

Ah I Marion: thy prayer is heard
Those simple words of thine 

Have pierced the azure vaults of Heaven, 
And reached the Lord Divine. 

First to her parents Marion told 
The story of God's love

How Jesus left, for sinful earth, 
His Father's Home above. 

They listened with indulgent smiles, 
Then bade her run and play: 

"These things were for the minister, 
For Church and Sabbath day." 

Then to her little friends the tale 
Of Jesus' love she told; 

But to her grief, they turned aside, 
With manner proud and cold. 

Poor Marion I with many a sob, 
She knelt again to pray; 

And whispered sadly that her friends 
Had turned from Light away. 

"Lord I all my words have b�en in vain
I found no listening ear; 

Not one of.all my friends would pause 
The Word of Life to hear. " 

Months passed away, yet Marion found 
No anxious, seeking soul ; 

No weary, burdened one, who sought 
To be for ever whole. 

Then one day playing with a child, 
A little boy of seven, 
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Marion's Prayer and How it was Answered. 

She told again the wond 'rous tale 
Of Christ-the Way to Heaven. 

He listened breathlessly to each word, 
Close to the dear girl's side, 

With paling cheeks and quivering lips, 
An1 brown eyes opened wide. 

"And did He die for me," he cried? 
"Yes, dear, for you and me . 

He saw us bound with chains of sin, 
And died to set us free. " 

When Autumn came, the leaves grew brown, 
And Marion weaker, too ; 

Her work on earth would soon be done, 
Her friends and neighbours knew. 

"Lord! give me just one soul," she prayed, 
"One soul to Thee to bring. 

The fields are full of harvest sheaves
! 've nothing for my King."

Years passed away-the boy had grown 
To manhood's full estate; 

Had passed into the world's wide stream, 
Where snares and perils wait. 

But ever. and anon he· heard 
A child's voice tell again 

The story of a Sa vi our 's love, 
And of His grief and pain. 

"At last I yield to .Thee," he cried, 
"For Thou hast died for me. 

Tell Marion in tl/,e Courts above, 
· She has led one soul to Thee. "

J. A. W. HAMILTON.
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A SUBSTITUTE BROTHER. 

C
OME, friends, I have a tale to tell,

From far New Zealand's land: 
A ·tale of love, a Gospel tale 

That all can understand .. 

A father had two sons, the one 
As good as gold-his joy; 

The other seemed on mischief bent
A wild and wilful boy. 

His father beats him oft, until 
To beat him seemed in vain; 

For, often as the rod was used, 
He always sinned again. 

One day he seemed to do his worst, 
The devil urged him on 

To do a more provoking thing 
Than he had ever done. 

"Go to your room, " the father said, 
"And strip your shoulders bare ; 

I'll lay my rod about your back 
As soon as I get there. " 

The culprit went. No penitence, 
No tear was in his eye : 

His hardened, wicked, stubborn heart 
Would punishment defy. 

His younger brother followed him, 
And with a quivering lip, 

Said, "Brother, I '11 be beat instead, " 
And then began to strip. 

The father entered I Stood amazed! 
"What mean you, boys?" he said. 

"Why, Jesus once was bruised for me ; 
Beat me in brother's stead." 

The father thought within himself: 
"I '11 see if this is real, " 

So laid a stroke· upon his back
A stroke he needs must feel. 
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A Substitute Brother. 

But not a. murmur did he hear: 
Yet this he softly heard : 

"My chastisement was laid on Him; 
I read it in His \1/ord.·" 

"I felt that blow, " the father said, 
"More than my smitten boy; 

I could not give a second stroke; 
But kissed my lad with joy. 

"I fell upon his weal-marked back
His brother wept there, too: 

His love had touched the hardened 
heart, 

As stripes could never do. 

"I broke the rod, and from that day 
The rod was used no more ; 

No need of punishment, for grace 
Had done far more than law. " 

Where learned the lad such love 
as this? 

From Christ, the King of Love, 
Who on the Cross of Calvary, 

Once died His love to prove. 
WM. LUFF. 

JESUS BY THE SEASIDE. 

J
ESUS sat by the seaside, far back in the days of yore,

Many gathered around Him and stood on the ocean shore, 
Into a ship He entered, and spoke to them words of grace, 
Happy those favoured children who looked in His smiling face. 

Jesus walked by the seaside, and as He was passing on, 
Called one Matthew to follow, and thus his affections won. 
O'that we, too, may follow His footsteps where' er we go
More of His smile to merit and more of His love to know. 

Jesus taught by the seaside, in parables thus spake He, 
And when day was nearly ended He said, "Let us cross the sea. " 
Down came the wind and billows, but Jesus said, "Peace, be still. " 
Thus did they reach their haven, according to His sweet will.

There will be no more seaside when Heav' n and earth pass away, 
Naught to separate loved one in yonder bright realms of day; 
Still do we love to ponder those days when, in Galilee, 
Jesus, the Friend of children, discoursed to them by the sea. 

W, T. RAE. 
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THE WANDERER'S DREAM OF HOME. 

"BE IT EVER SO HUMBLE 

THERE 's NO PLACE LIKE Ho�IE." 

IT is ten weary years since I left England's shore, 
In a far, distant country to roam. 

How I longed to return to my own native land, 
To my friends and the old folks at home. 

Last night as I slumbered I had a strange dream, 
One that seemed to bring distant friends near; 

I dreamt of Old England, the land of my birth, 
To the hearts of her sons ever dear. 

I saw the old homestead and faces I love, 
I saw England's valleys and dells; 

I listened with joy, as I did when a boy, 
To the sound of the old village bells. 

The oak log was burning brightly within, 
'Twas a night that should banish all sin, 

For the bells were ringing the old year out 
And they ushered the new year in. 

While the joyous bells rang, swift I wended my way 
To the cot where I lived when a boy; 

And I looked in at the window. Yes, there by the fire 
Sat my parents--my heart filled with joy. 

The tears trickled fast down my bronzed, furrowed cheek, 
As I gazed on my mother so dear; 

I knew in my heart she was raising a prayer 
For the boy whom she dreamt not so near. 

At the door of the cottage we met face to face, 
'Twas the first time for ten weary years ; 

Soo:n the past was forgotten, we stood hand in hand, 
Father, mother, and wanderer in tears. 

Once more in the fireplace the oak log burns bright, 
And I promised no more would I roam; 

As I sat in the old vacant chair by the hearth, 
And I sang the dear song, "HoM"E SWEET HOME." N-B.
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HAVE YOU HEARD OF GOSSIP TOWN? 

H
A VE you ever heard of Gossip Town,

On the shore of Falsehood Bay, 
Where Old Dame Rumour, with rustling gown, 

Is going the livelong day? 

It isn't far to Gossip Town 
For people who want to go; 

The Idleness Train will take you down 
In just an hour or so. 

The Thoughtless Road is a popular route, 
And most folks start that way; 

But its steep down grade-if you don't look out
Will land you in Falsehood Bay. 

You glide through the valley of Vicious Talk, 
And turn into the tunnel of Hate; 

Then, crossing the Add-to-Bridge, you walk 
Right into the city gate. 

But it is not healthy in Gossip Town, 
And I will not follow you there, 

I would rather live in Thanksgiving Street, 
In the house that is called All Prayer. 

For here I learn my Father's will, 
And the sun is warm and bright ; 

And whatever the Master bids me do, 
I do it with all my might. N-B.
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'NOT OF MAN." 

:!11111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111111!!!111111111111111111111111111111111111111!:
-

HOLY CHRIST : LIFE = 

_ 
SCRIPTURE EMMANUEL = WITHIN US = 

@llf!llllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllliilllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllra 

Three Children with cards having words as above could 
do this piece. 

NOT of man the Holy Scripture !
Not of man the Book Divine! 

God inspired the precious volume: 
Beams from Heaven, through men, here shine. 

God, the Author! 
All of God-each glowing line. 

Not of man the Christ Emmanuel ! 
Born of God-His only Son. 

God from birth to resurrection: 
God to-day before the throne. 

God incarnate ! 
All of God, and God alone! 
Not of man-the Life within us r 

Living faith, and hope, and peace. 
Life begotten by God's Spirit, 

Growing with a glad increase, 
God begotten ! 

Life that cannot die or cease. 
Praises, ever lasting praises, 

For the Word and Life Diviner 
For the God that lifts us Godward ! 

For Himself, where faith can twine l 
God above us, 

In us, near us, mine and thine. WM. LUFF.

LITTLE BRIGHT EYES. 

A FOUR-YEAR-OLD with bright blue eyes,
And hair as soft as silk, 

Perceived his plate before him set 
And cup of creamy milk. 

He sees the. cream is at the top, 
• And with a wistful gleam,
He softly to his mother says,

"Christ Jesus is the cream." E. E. TRUSTED. 
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MISTRESS TITTLE OF TATTLE TOWN. 

NO doubt you've heard of Tattle Town,
Where old Mistress Tittle lives; 

Her dearest friends are Mistress Frown 
And Madame Neverforgives. 

They stay along in White-Lie Street, 
That's near Hot-Water Corner: 

They don't think much of Mistress Sweet, 
Or Mister Smite-the-Scorner I

Miss Innocent they can't abide, 
For they think she's far too prim; 

But Mistress Gadaboutabit--
Ah I she's really much too-h'm I 

Dame Rumour lives not far away, 
And oft drops in to tea ; 

She brings the bad news of the day, 
Which they discuss with glee. 

But why go on with this sad scene, 
Or heed such foolish prattle? 

Such conduct really is too mean
. Folks call it Tittle Tattle. 

Then let us keep a pure, clean mind, 
To all be like a brother; 

And, 0 I may we, for Jesus' sake, 
Be kind to one another. 

For all who love the Lord our God, 
Whose sins have been forgiven, 

And all who walk the Upward Road 
Will neighbours be in Heaven. R. G. M. 

WHAT THE NEW YEAR IS LIKE. 

(A Recitation JOY seven, OY foY two repeating alteYnate veYses) 

THE New Year unto me is as a seed, 
In which are hidden many a thought and deed, 

I want to plant it in God's holy soil, 
And watch it grow beneath my care and toil: 
Then, with His sun and rain, I hope to see, 
In its unfoldings His pure love to me. 

The New Year unto me a ship appears, 
God at the helm; 'tis He the vessel steers: 
I do not know what weather I may see, 
It is enough that He will be with me. 
Come storm or calµi, the darkness or the light, 
Or fair or foul-whatever is, is right. 
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What the New Year is Like. 

The New Year is a letter sent to me; 
Its full contents as yet I cannot see; 
Indeed, it is close sealed, I only 

know, 
The outside cover doth God's im

print show. 
Through all the year my wits it 

will engage, 
To read the favours writ on every 

"A SHIP," page. 

The New Year is a treasure-box, and filled 
With countless blessings, by my Father willed. 
He knoweth what I need. As I unpack, 
I shall find just the things I seemed to lack , 
For He forestalls my every need, and so 
With wonder thrilled, I still unpacking go. 

The New Year is a builder's yard, in whicl,i 
Are wood and hay and stubble: or the rich 
And costly things: gold, silver, precious stones, 
The highest wealth our Master Builder owns. 
Through the twelve months, in building we desire, 
To choose material that will stand the fire. 

The New Year is an album, closed and clasped. 
Old friends are there, whose hands I long have grasped. 
Familiar faces I shall see once more, 
And faces I have never seen before. 
But best of all, one Friend I know is there, 
Whose friendship and whose love I still shall share 

The New Year is a Home pre
pared for me, 

And furnished as a perfect home 
should be, 

With dining-room and rest-room, 
kitchen, bath, 

A study, all I need for social 
hearth. 

On New Year's Day He gave into 
my hand, 

The key, and bade me take the "A HOM&," 

sole command. WILLIAM LUFF. 
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WHAT CHRIST SAID ABOUT HIMSELF. 

�-- AN any tell what Jesus said 
About the way Heav'ns pilgrims tread? 

"I AM THEW AY "-and all who come( ............................ J 
By Him shall safely reach their Home. (Fill in references.)

Can any Bible-loving 
youth 

Tell what Christ told about the truth? 
"I AM THE TRUTH "-and He will show ( ............................ ) 
The Truth to all who wish to know. 

What saith He of the Life? "I AM
THE LIFE." By Him the true Life came, ( ............................ ) 
The everlasting life, blood-bought; 
The gift of God, the gift Christ brought. 

Can any tell us what He said 
About the living Heavenly Bread l
"I AM THAT BREAD," was His reply, ( ............................ ) 
Of which men eat and never die. 

What said the Lord, who gave men sight, 
About the true, the better Light? 
"I AM THE LIGHT "-all else is gloom, ( ............................ ) 
A Light through and beyond the tomb. 

What did He say about the sheep, 
Who need a watchful eye to keep ? 
"I AM THE SHEPHERD, and I give ( ............................ ) 
My life, that all My sheep may live." 

What did He say about the Vine? 
"I AM THE VINE," and life Divine ( ............................ ) 
Flows through the branches from My roots, 
And so the branches bear My fruits. 

The Way, the Truth, the Life, the Bread, 
I am them all, the Saviour said; 
I am the Light, the Shepherd, Vine
Who says such things must be Divine. 

But has He anything to say 
To me in this far distant day? 
"I am the Saviour, trust in Me 
And now I will thy Saviour be. " WM. LUFF.
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TWO LITTLE TOMTITS. 

\i\iO little Tomtits, so happy and gay, 
1'ron1 bough to bough while hopping one day, 
Saw in a spouting a hole for a nest, 
\Vhere they could make them a nice home of 

rest. 
Poor little Tomtits, how little they knew, 
That into that spouting if once they flew, 
The rest they would find would be dark and 

drear, 
With no ray of sunshine their nest to cheer. 

But down in a sewer of dirt and slime 
Their home they would find in very quick time. 

---
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They looked at that spout-
ing, then into it went! 

Alas! little Tomtits, too 
late to relent. 

For down to the depths of 
that spouting they fell, 

While chirping and chirp
ing their funeral knell. 

This sad little story has a 
lesson for all, 

That just one false step 
may lead to a fall

Where help and where 
rescue are beyond our 
recall. G.H.

THE BIBLE. 

T
HANK God for the

Bible, 
'Tis there that we learn, 
The story of Christ and 

. His love; 
How He came to this earth 

From His beautiful Home, 
In the mansions of glory above. 
In the Bible we read 
Of a beautiful land, 
Where sorrow and pain never come ; 
For Jesus is there, and His flock bright and fair, 
And there is my own Happy Ho1ne. N-B.
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AT THE CHRISTMAS 

TREAT. 

Commonly called in Scotland "The 
Sunday School Soiree." 

. 1 HE evening hour was striking from the
/ town clock o'er the way, · And workers were returning from their labours 

of the day; 
While here and there some children hurried 

home with childish clee, 
In order to get ready for the Sunday School Soiree. 
But while the clock was striking six, a little cripple boy 
Was lying in his attic bed, no comfort to enjoy; 
His teacher called to see him, as he knew the boy would be 
Now thinking of the children and the Sunday_School Soiree, 
"And how are you to-night, my lad?" he asked with kindly grace. 
"I'm not so bad," the boy replied, with rapture in his face; 
"And though I cannot laugh and sing, I wish that I could be 
With all th� other children, at the Sunday School Soiree." 
"But, teacher, I've been thinking of the words you spoke one day, 
About the Great Physician, and of what He used to say 
As He walked the streets of Nazareth, or sat by Galilee: 
' Suffer the little children and let them come to Me. ' 
"To-night I seemed to hear His voice, so tender and so sweet; 
But maybe I was dreaming, for '!:he words I can't repeat, 
Yet this I know, He calllld me, and,. oh, how I long to be 
Where pain no more will hurt me beside the jasper sea. 
"So, teacher, tell the boys to-night I'm sorry I can't come
And maybe they will think of me, their little cripple chum; 
And when perhaps they get their books, there '11 be a prize for me: 
Once more they'll hear of Jesus at the Sunday School Soiree." R.R.

CHRIST THE BEST EXAMPLE. 

H
E was always at leisure

For every one who came; 
However tired or weary, 

They found Him just the same. 
93 

He did things so kindly; 
It was His heart's delight 

To make poor people happy, 
From morning until night. 



"WHEN I AM A MAN. " 

A Dialogue for tliYee boys: Bob, Billie, and BeYt. Choose those who 
can speak out clearly. 

Bob (sitting t'eading, heaYs a knock, cYies)-C0me in I 
BeYt (walks in saying)-Good evening, Bob; have you heard 

the news? 
Bob-News I What news ? 
BeYt-Why, Billie is leaving school shortly. 
Bob-I wonder what he intends to do ? 

Billie (rings bell). 
Bob-Hullo I I wonder who this is I (louder) Come in. 
Billi, (walks in)-Good evening, Bob. Good evening, Bert. 

I thought I'd come and let you know that I am leaving school 
shortly. 

Bob-So I've heard. 
Bert (teasingly)-! suppose you' 11 be a man now? 
Billie-I suppose we shall all be some day. 
Bob-What are you going to be, Billie? 
Billie-It has not yet been decided, but I am very much decided 

on what I am going to be, morally and spiritually. 
Bert-Well said, Billie! Let us sit down and have a helpful 

all-round chat on "What we shall be when we are men." 
Bob-Good. I' 11 start. 
Billie-Go ahead, Bob; we are listening. 
Bob-When I am a man, I want to be "A Practical Man."

The Lord Jesus once said : "Therefore whosoever heareth these 
sayings of Mine and DOETH them, I will liken him to a WISE man, 

. which built his house upon a ROCK" (Matt. 7. 24). I want to be 
like that man, building my spiritual house upon the impregnable 
Rock of Holy Scripture. When the rain descends, my roof of faith 
shall be safe. When the floods come, my foundation of obedience 
shall be solid, and when the winds blow, my walls of service shall 
be secure. I want to be Christ's Practical Man. 

Billie-Splendid, Bob. Stick to your trowel, and believe 
and build. 

Bob-Thanks. Now, Bert, let's hear you. 
Bert-I want to be "A Powerful Man. " St. Paul's words in 

1 Corinthians 16. 13, make a strong appeal to me: "Quit you like 
men, be strong." The boy is father of the man, and whether in 
boyhood or manhood, I want to play "the man." Strong in the 
grace that is in Christ Jesus. 

"I want to play the game of Life, 
Just as I ought to do ; 

And whether placed 'midst calm or strife, 
Be manly, through and through. " 

Bob.-That' s great. With that spirit, Bert, you' 11 win through. 
Bert-Thank you. (turning to Billie) Now, Billie, you've been 

very patient, let us hear you. 
Billie-I want to be "A Perfect Man" (Psalm 37. 37). I once 

heard our teacher read: "Mark the perfect man, and behold the 
upright: for the end of that man is peace. " I believe that per-
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"When I am a Man. " 

fection makes for peace. And although we may never be what we 
should like to be, I wish to press on towards that glorious objective. 
We sometimes sing: "They who fain would serve Thee best, are 
conscious most of wrong within. " That consciousness impels me 
to claim grace to grow, and as I grow, I grow on unto perfection, 
controlled by His spirit. 

"Some day, th�n, I' U perfect be, 
By His grace who died for me, 

Some day see Him face to face, 
And perfect be through matchless grace. " 

Bob-What a splendid prospect. 
Bert.-Now, let us sing before we part. ALL (standing): 

"We are going to be each day, 
Practical at work or play, 

Powerful by His great grace, 
Strong to run in life's great race 

"Then our friends will always see 
· That we aim to perfect be;
Resting in His saving grace,

Happy when we see His face." DOULOS. 

A LITTLE ONE'S SYMPATHY. 

I
'M taking this beautiful bunch of tlowers to

poor little Hazel Browne: 
She's ill in bed, with a very bad back she hurt 

when she tumbled down; 
Poor Hazel cannot take her tea, as we do every 

day, 
And eat it 'neath a shady tree, in green fields 

far away; 
Or come with us to toss the hay, as we so love 

to do, 
In Farmer Berry's meadow, and sometimes picnic, too. 
Oh, dear! how awful it would be if I were ill in bed, 
And had to lie so still and white, with such an aching head, 
And my back always paining so, I couldn't run about 
To gat�er flowers everywhere, or dance, sing, jump, or shout. 
Oh, dear, poor Hazel, it is sad to lie there hours and hours; 
I' 11 give her all my pennies besides my pretty flowers. 
I' 11 read to her out of my book, then let her keep it there, 
And when I go to bed to-night, . and kneel to say my prayer, 
I' 11 tell God about Hazel Browne, and how she suffers pain, 
Then perhaps, one day, He is so kind, He' 11 let her walk again; 
I' 11 thank Him very much indeed that I can walk and run, 
Jump, skip and shout, quite well and strong, and have such lots 

of fun, 
That in our lovely garden I can wheel my dollies out; 
Oh, yes 1 I' 11 thank Him very much that I can run about. 

M. E. BREAM.
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o 'TWAS Christmas Eve in the City,
And the people were buying stores: 

0 
And the crowded shops were busy, 

As the buyers thronged the doors ; 
0 But how few were buying the Truth that told 

Of a Saviour born in the days of old! 
'Twas Christmas Eve, and the people 

With parcels were passing by; 
The presents for little children, 

The gifts for the morrow nigh; 
But how few were wise, and their presents brought 
Like the wise who the infant Jesus sought 1 
'Twas Christmas Eve, and the postman 

Was passing from door to door, 
With greetings and invitations, 

And wishes a goodly store ; 
0 But how few were the invitations given 
o To the lonely Guest who had come from Heaven !

'Twas Christmas Eve at the station,
And packed for the journey home, 

o The travellers passed and hurried;
Oh, when would the last one come ? 

o But how few were going the upward line
That starts at the gate of the Birth Divine l
'Twas Christmas Eve ; he was coming-

The loved and the absent son;
And the watchers watched and waited

For the looked-for expected one ;
But how few of His Second Advent thought

0 Whose first glad coming a Christmas brought!
WM. LUFF. 
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