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Thoughts b>' éhe Way.
FORGET ME NOT.

Whou Bit Jaob Atley, who cemmanded the Royal Infantry at
EdgohII wii% &a bont te charge. ba uttored tbis prajar, ~*Lord,
if I forget Tho., do net Thou forget me. I
Iteady equipped for Ilto' flystIial baille,

Iloine fiteadand .word ln band.
Hal airai d of the. lond destb.ratle,

On tbe sage ci a&bill of apeua I stand,
Oneof1 a band,

This le my war.ry-i" Do Dot forgot me,
Lord et tha bsttle, God o2 miRbs;

Do net fargot me, thcugh 1 forgeS Thee;
Lord, stand by me, and bolp the riglil."

Etand by menow I Ihalltol hatmn
To beating dram, and te clathlng'sword;

Faroe of weapons flsh and gliston.
And forth 1 go in tbe came of tb. Lard,

Bircng in Ile Word.
Do nal (argot me, 0 God of power 1

Do no% for gel me amid the flgbl;-
Thou b I forgel Thon. lu thie droad heut,

81111 stand by me and bolp the rlght.

Olouer and closer they proe i round me.
men Wbo aooru me And fous Who hate

And st timon when tbe fire ana the amoke normeand me,
1 amn atone and desolate;

Butr for Tii.. I vrait.
Do mai forget, me, 0OQeil of beaven I

Do net torget me tra id tho rigbit;
Lot the atlrength cf my foes le-day b. riven,

Stand by mie, Ga, and help the right.

Thee, 0 Lard, would I look t avec;
Thon art my Capi in evermare;

Bol etli ais I fght in my mad endeavr
My cars are desfead wlth ahriok and rose;

go odor and cor
I can but ery taTho.: 46Do net argolme,

De net ferget me, 0 Ged af might 1
Tbough in th. batie 1 abeula ferget Thaï,

81111 sitand by me and help the righl.11
.MAItIJNNU PaultiIOanm

TiraI man leraa lhe mont augelie lite whaneo lire la rueat cf
adoration, and thankfnn, and pruine, but Dns exoopt the
Lord'a rodened eau tend tbal lire. Nana vil Mry: IlO give
thaks ute the Lord, for Heina gaod," vho have nual frst taalod
Ibat Ilmeroy whloh endurath foreor."1 Ana juil on thora la ne
teat gratitude wbloh does net came down frorm abeve, ne thora le
ne acceptable thsnk-offoring whlah dees net go op thraogh a
medlar. '<Giviegt Ibs always for ail thinga unto Qed ana
the Father lu the name of cor Lard jeans Christ.',

SHE HATU DONE WHAT SHE OOULD.

8h. brealhed a prayer la theMaster,
A fouble, broken priuyer,

Ana jet lis answor bore ebwsy
Hoc nolghbor'a load af caue.

Bbc spake a word for tha Master,
à simple l1111e Word,

ana yet a lonaly sln.siok seul
Faund cemi art, as the board.

she did a doed for lh. Master,
'52wa but a. humble deed-

And jet I it ted perlecoly
A westy aiter'. ned.

She gave lior mite t0 tbe Mauter,
A mite wal &Hl abc Lad-

And yet, oh, waudrous pc.wer of love,
If muade the Master gla

Every human soui bas a complote ana psrfect plan charlshed
fori 1 ibn the ot af Ged--a divine blegraphy marked ont whloh
il entera int lice to live. This Ille, rightly nnfeld cd, will ha a
completa and beautif nI whoe an oxperionea bcd on by God and
unfolded by hie secret nurturo an tbc trecs and faori by the
secret nature cf the woend. Wo live iu the divine thought W.
flil a Plae lu the greal, evorlasbing plan cf Ga,# intelitgence.
We noyer sluk beloir ais cars, nover drap out ci Hi. coungel

The n*ul thal knows the sweones oi ni. Prononce ana ais
face sblolng on l vili amaunt no place nor ondition Lard,
provldiug i% may b. reiremhed with lb ai; ain the saints hava been
in caves and duegeons enjeying more of Ibal light in Ihose lime.
whon cîhar comfarta bave beau abridged. Thon lhay have hadl a
bsam tram Beavon int thoir soel in Ihir darkeuî dungeon tr
more wenth %han th. iIght cf thei eue, and aIl the adtantagea the
wonbd ean &fford

AN ANSWERED FRAYER.
O re melàa miesge of quiet,

asked in My moruWg prayer;
For the turbulent spirit wltbin no

'la more than my h eart cau bear.
Around theo are etrif. sud disord

And the 4tarmis that do net cease,
And the whlrl of the world là en me,

Thau enly canat ffîve me poe.

I opmued the dear aId Bible
And looked at ai page oi psalmac,

Till ho wintry se& of my trouble
Was .eothod by Ils sommner calma.

For the words tb,ît have hslpod se many,
And that ageuj have made moe dear,

Woe atrong lu theîr power te comfort,
And tby brought me my word of cheer.

Theydid net Slnd il. easy,
Ths wrltera cf long ago,

Te livo In tbis world af serrcw
And Ils light a md ahudea te kuow.

They wore Olten aid au!1 weary,
Tholr hecarta wore boe &froid,

But thcy knew la whom they truited,
And thoy were net quito dlsxnayod.

Lîke music of malemn singing
Their varda came devu ta mec:

"Tho Lord in slow La anger,
And of meroy greît !a Ho.

Eachi gtaeration prais8th
Hit worke cf long ronown.

Tho Lord upboldeth aIl that raal
And rxzaeth the bowcd dor.

That gave me the strength I wanted
I kncw thast the Lord wais nlgh

Ail the t was maklng me torry
Wauld ho baLLer by and by.

1 bad but te wiit lu patience,
Alld keep at Mny pather'a aide,

And nothlug wouid really hurt me,
Whatever migbt boLide.

1 found thît Whoun e givea quiet
No other can trouble mako;

Plardon and poaco and aafoîy
Lie lu the path I t-ie.

Se, strongor ta carry thei burden
I met my day et car.,

For my heart wus ligbtened and joyoua
With the peace ot an auawoe prayer.

Marianne Farnbngham.

The tinleat, daisy thbat amileca se vetly ait aur foot oi-ea ita
existence ta tac patient pusbing upwrard of the âmal] germ sLgaianst
a&H the obstacles cf oeil snd atones; snd, vero it comiseu il moight
tell a tale af daily dimelulty and danger aturdily met snd bravoly
overcome. 8o lu hnmanity 1tsebf aIl thît la fiaint and mont beauti-
fulin i.ntertvined with difflculty.

WHEN GLAD JOY GOMES.
Wheu cruel sorte; cames, we kneel and pray

For atrength te hear, for patience te endure,
For courage higb,, fer faith serene and aure

l'or llght te juido us ln the darkened vay.

But whon Joy camnes, wlth sang sud langbter aweet,
With bonnly in ber handa and prophecy
Of botter thinge tirat ve aball know sud be,

And cuite lier troasuresaist her happy foot,

Rateby w. awn Unte Our seUl the need
0f grace ta boar the hlesaiug that ah. bringu;
0f strength ta iaten te the sang the aluga,

0f cloau, sura light te valk vhore she deth lead.

Yet ho vhe Jej'a la jem ings dath char,
'Who knowal ge aont "'s h. .,,,ty, bath
(Net let thau Le vhe walks lu Sorrov'u patL>

The sortit riced cf humble, trustful prayer.

Lot ne serve Qod lu the smuhine, vhitlle e uses the sun ahino.
W. shah thon servie Hlma ail the better lu the dark, vhcn Re ronds
the darnezv. It in sure ta coma. Only lot aur light be Ged'&
light, and aur darkneavi Qod'a darknessi, sud ve ahaU b. sale at,
home vhen the great ulghtall cames.

HE KNOW81
Ho knowa 1

Yes, Jesus knovs 9 just whst yen cannaI tell
He undersiandisa oellu

The silence of the heant la hoard,
ne does nef. ned a aingle Word,

Ho thinks aijeu;
Ro watcheth, sud Re carotb tee,
Bc pitioth. Be lovetb'1 AIl thia flows

In oneawcweuod; « 1 e neOwhIl
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