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Shattered Morale.

How many are the thoughtful worda.
Riaao, yet never apoken I

How many are the promiaed enda.
Awake a la«t bur. broken I

^ «T.?'f*!i *" ""• thoi'Jthta of love.

Divided by theee aeia«h Uoguea,
Where friendahipa fall ap.wt t

How often pity ia pityful.
And aid ia time la aeverod IHow often obedience ia a /rown,
And never half endeavored IHow olten our charity i« i, aham.
And not through love ai.ioere IHow often praiae ia ahatUd blow,
And not the worda of oheer I

How often envy takee her riae
Againat a proaperona aoul I

How often paaaiooa do deapiae
Theapiriu aelf control t

How often we negleot to pray.
Until that hour ia paat t

How often ambition rulee thia mind
And never found at laat 1

How many are thoae bitter worda.
Never again recalled I

"o* nwny •" thoee anxiona hearta.
Where pen haa never aorawled !HOW many h«ve auch aelf oonoeit.
Aa will not bow to toil I

How many have auch filthy tonguea.
Aa tempt olean lipa and apoil !

How many do control themaelvea.
Unknown to their heart !

How many move in oirdea gay
An empty poliahed cart T

"Mr many rue each faUl *,.>!'

They loat in time of yoni i ,

How many thought,yea I Thought to late.To live a life of truth I

-e

Past Friendship.

To-night my mind before the evening calm.
Conoeivea fond friendahipa of the paat

:

Afloat on time'a river at memory'a danT
ihey atiU are gathered now to laat.

Ym ! I hear thoae voioea in the waters,

Unaelfiah, each ripple aa it totted ;Great ia thia atream and true it'a flow.

^ n^T-Srl"" ''^^' P*"^ *' by unnoticed,
On 5 V7hat a journey thia to aee ;Loat neath pleaaurea of a aelfiah apirit.
Lost now and to forever be.

Found amid my ohoioeat reoollectiona.
Are thoae familiar ohimee which feU.

And called me from pleaaurea and affeotiou.
To treaaurea neath the achoolday bell.

Friendahipa were they indeed of nnkaowa
worth,

Which I behold loet now and then
i

Such golden minntea unknown to daelta.
Could I but live auch o'er again.

Encourage othera ia much better far.
To leave thoee patha. which oauae my rent.

Than ioae the profiU of the preeent hour,U er which aome make a long lament.

Stand and Wait.
Laat night I Juat at the cloee of day.
When darkneaa dimed my eight.

I Mked the Lord what muat I «Io ?
From Heaven flaahed a light

j
I bowed my head and hid my faoe.
_ I knew not of my fate.
When down to me a voice replied :

Be patient 1 Stand and wait.

Amin I aaked amid my feara.
How muat I bear my paina.

For Lord Thou knoweth of my cheer.
Thou alao ahared my gaina T

I liatened aa I did before,
I knew not of my fate,

Again to me that voice replied :

Be patient t Stand and wait.

Aoain I aaked with weeping eyea.
How muat thia thing do r

My faith ia weak in thee dear Lord,My word ia falae untrue.
I liatened aa I did before,

I knew not of my fate.
Again to me that voice replied :

Be patient I Stand and wait.

Twaa then I knew the voioe that apoke.
I raiaed my head to aeek ;

But of myaelf, I could not aee
But darkneaa cold and bleak.

Then I remembered of thoae worda.
When I knew not my fate,

That voice to which the fleah waa dead :

Be patient ! Stand and wait.

Books.
Ye hoolcs I With a') **"• >-: '^-i^- t j-= - Titus., ^.j^ sBvTTieago atorod,
Can'at never make the man.

The worae ia picked—the beat ignored.
To pleaae aome natural plan.


