* He prayeth best who loveth best,
All things both great and small;
For the dear God who loveth us
He made and loveth all.” —(C'oleridge.

Florence Millar,

“There is no God,” the foolish saith, —
But none, “ There is no sorrow:”
And nature oft, the cry of faith.
In bitter need will borrow

Isabel Tyson. L. B. Brouwning.

*For I will give you a mouth and wisdom, which all yow

wlversaries shall not be able to gainsay nor resist.”

A. E. Woolworth. —J esus.

“ Hours are g“]l]('“ links, God’s token,
Reaching heaven but one by one;
Take them lest the chain be broken,

Ere the pilgrimage be done.”
Mrs. Horner. —A. A. Proctor.

* What doth the Lord require of thee, hut to do justly, and to

love mercy, and to walk humbly.” —Micah.
M. A. Powell.

“And I smiled to think God’s greatness flowed around our
incompleteness,—

Round our restlessness, His rest.

—F. B. Browning
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