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as efficient as a police îactor as the repressive agency of the
law. Thim ivas einireîitly so of the one wvhose life's work the
great London weekly "oe out of its way to coxumemorate:-

IN MFMORIAÂM.

Thii Tus .Jolhn 13a na do. F. R.( .8., Biori 1845,
1)ici Sept. 119, 1905.

"Suifer.the children unto Me to corne,
l'he little chiîdren,'' said the voice of Christ,

And for his law whose lip8 to.(1ay are (luflh
The Master's word suifficed.

"Sifer the little childreui- '' so Hie spake.
And in Ris steps that truce diseiple trod,

Lifting thc lielpless ones, for love's pure sake,
Up to the armns of (iod,

Naked, lie elothed themn huingry, gave theni food
Ilorneless and sick, a hearth and lienling enre;

Led themn froni haunitg w~hcre vice and qua1ntir broodl
To gardens clean nifd fair.

BY birthright pledged to nîisery, crinic and mhaniie,
'Jetson of London 's strects, bier "waifs i strays.-

Whorn she, the mother ' bore witho'it a neme.,
And left. and went her wayS-

Hie stooped to save thern, set thern hy bis side
Breathed conscions lufe into the stili-horn scnîl.

Taugbt triuth and honor, love and loyal pride,
Courage and self-control.

Till of ber mnnnhood, here and overmeas.
On whose supporting s9trength hier staite is throneid.

None better serves the Motherland than these
lier sons, the once disowned.

To-day in what far lands. their eye-, arc dirn.
Cbildren again, with tears they well rnay shc<l.,

Oirplianed( a second timne wlio xnourn in hirn
A foster-father dead.

But he, who bcad their love for sole reward,
Tri that far borne to whicb bis feet have won

TT(c hears at last the greeting of bis Lord:
"Servant of M~ine. Nell dione!'

O. S.


