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For Lonely Folks: By Penry van Byke

somerm 0t Bod of the golitaty, ook upot me .
Y

fin my lonelinegs. Since J may not

SR gend (t into my Yeart, - Let not my
R ging cloud me in, but ghine through
them with forgiveness in the face of

the child Fegug. Put me in loving
remembrance of the lowly lodging

in the gtable of Wethlehem, the sor-

rows of the blegged Mary, the poberty and erile of the
Prince of Peace. ffor Hig sake, give me a cheerful courage
to endutre my lot, and an inwatd joy to gweeten it.

S aqurge my heart from hard and bitter thoughts. Let
Y W) | no ghadow of forgetting come between me and.
<@y friendg fat away: blegs them in their Chrigtmag

mitth: and hedge me in with faithfulnegs, that J may not
atow unwotthy to meet them again, ' |
p——=1ibe me good wotk to do that F may forget myself

® Y and find peace tn doing it for Thee. Though Jam

W 4 poor, gend me to carvy gome gift to thoge who are
ome cheet to thoge who are lonelier, since they have

not known the friendghip of FJesug. Grant me the chance to
00 a hindnesgs to one of Hig little ones, and light Thou my
Chrigtmag candle at the gladmesg of an innocent and
grateful beatt.
PaaTjttange 8 the path where Thou leadest me, but let
B Me not doubt Thy wisdom, nor loge Thy hand
L8P 4 to.dap. Make me gure that the Cternal Lobve (8
noeiled in Jesus, THy dear Son, to gabe ug from
gin and golitude and death. Teach me that J am not alone,
but many heartg, all round the world, join with me througy
the gilence while J pray in Hig Name: “Dur Father which
art in Heaven.”

heep thig Chrigtmag in the home,
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