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The Master Wants Workers. !*A1 iniotitiil ýast rosliing su to thiiel fate,

TH'a Muter wants workera, lîla harveet le whilte,
Hia command, 1' Gayo forth," je ta ail;

Go work with a will end let sot tha dark sight
On au ungathered harvaat fielîd taIt.

The Mautar wants workare and calleth for yos,
Thera's wsrk for the waaket and omu ea e o

Thbe Muter wanta workers, and that tablcb le
right

Ha wil. give at tha end of the day,
So tbruat is the elokle and work n ith tby migbt,

If sot gatbarcd ripe grain will dacay. 1I '
T'le Master wans warkarc, than why will yoa

sot
Biegin son' ta serve Hlm? 'tis not a baril lot.

The Muîtai wasta workars, eauh sarivica Ha
known,

And sot osa is ton saili ta record;
Fe"n hae who a cup of cold ater beatawo

In Hia naine shaîl sot loac his reward.
The Muter wanta workers, oh, why atiîl îlalay?
Begin is Hia service to labour ta'day.

The Muter wanta workere, the nlght comatb
âen

Whan the waary shall rut tram ail cars;
When thaca wha hava toileil tbrongh thealbsat

of tha soon
Shaîl ns longer [ta wearinau beai.

Tha Master n'enta n'orkers, thisk n'hat lhas
borna

That yoa might hie cron of rajoicisg adora.

The Muster wante n'orkers, hùs burvent la graat,
'Tis the n'orld n'itb [ta milions untaught;

lKtiiwin-g not %% hat tue Saviour lia wrought.
'Tle Master wants ausrkers, a hoat of true men,
'l'oIail tim tu (eas train hill, plain and glas.

--y J. ,Çfeeees.

He Liveth Long Who Liveth WeII.

"Y HiORATIUltOiOAR , DA)

lit. [veth long who livetli well!
A Il other lite la short and vain;

He livetli longeât who, eas tell
Of! liing mont for iiaavenly gain.

le livatli long who liveth wall
Ail sien La being flung awav

Ha liveth longeât whs can tell
Of tran thinga truly donc each day.

Waste nt thy being ; back ta Hlm,
Who t reely gave it, freely give,

Elsa lis that belng but a dreain,
'Ti@ bat ta le, asti not ta lite.

lin wisa, and une thy wiadsma wel;
WVho wlsdom spenL's muet liee it ton;

Ha ta the wiaaat who cas tell
Haw firat hae lmd, thes a1ioke, tha tre.

lHe wlîat thon maniant; liva thy craed;
Hvold sp ta earth tha toach divisae

Be what thon prayant ta be made;
Lat the graat Muter'a step lia thisa.

Fi11 np aech hsar wlth what wilI lait;
Boy ap the momantsasu tbay go;

The flt a.hova, whes this la put,
la the ripe frit ot flt balow.
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