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Thoughis by the Way.

FORGET ME NOT.

When Bir Jacob Astley, wbo commanded tho Royal Infanizy ot
Edgehill, was abous to charge, hoe uttered this prayer, * Lord,
it I torget Thee, do not Thou forget me.”

Raady equipped for lile's mystioal battle,
He m?t {amed and sword in hang,
Dalf afraid of the loud deatb-ratile,
Ou the edgo of a hill of spears Ialand,
Onoof s band ;
This is my war-org—'* Do not forget mo,
Lord of tho bsttle, God o2 mighs;
Do not forges me, shough I forget Thes
Lord, stand by me, and help tho right.”

Btsnd by mo now! I kall to listen
To beatiog dram and to olashing sword;
Forests of weapons flash and glisten,
And forihk I go in the namo ot the Lord,
Birong in His word.
Do not forges mo, O God of power!
Do pot forges me amid tho fight;
Though I for%at Thes in tkis droad hour,
81111 stand by mo and help tho right.

Oloser aud oloser they press aroand mo,
Men who soorn me and foos who hate ;
And at timos whon tho fire and the smnke surround me,
I am alons and desolate;
Bus for Thee I wait.
Donos forgot mo, O God of heaven!
Do act forges mo aroid tho pighs;
Lot the atrsngth of my foes to-day bo riven,
Stand by ms, God, and belp tho right,

Theo, O Lord, would I look to aver;

Thou ar$ my Oaptsio evermors;
ButatillasX nght in my mad endoavor

My ears are desfenod with shriek and roar;

8o o’er and o'er

I oan but ory to Thes: ¢ Do not forget me,

Do not forges me, O God of might !
Though in tho battlo X should forget Thee,

81ill stand by me and healp thoe right."

- Mantanng Fapvixaoma,

That man lsads the most aungelio lite whoso life is fallest of
adorstion, and thankfulposs, and praise, but none except the
Lord’s redeemed can lead that hife, None will ory: O give
thanks unto tho Lord, for He is good,” who bave not first tasted
that ** moroy which endureth forevor.” And jast as thers i no
zeal gratitude which does not come down from above, 8o thers is
no acoeptable shank.offering which does not go up through a
medistor. *¢Giviog thanks always for all things anto God and
the Father in the namo of onr Lord Jesus Christ.”

SHE HATI{ DONE WHAT SHE COULD.

She breathed a prayer to the Master,
A fesbls, broken pruyer,

And yot its answer bore away
Her neighbor's load of care,

Bho spoke a word for the Master,
A simple little word,

And yo? a lonely sin.sick sonl
Found comfort as she hoard.

Bhe did a deed for the Mastor,
'Twas but a humble deed—
And yet it itted perleotly
A weary elster’a need.

8he gavs hor mite to the Mastor,
A mito wag all she hed—

And yet, oh, wondrous power of love,
It made the Master glad !

Every human soul has s complste and psrfect plan cherizhod
for it in the heart of God—a divins biograpby markoed out which
it entors into lifo to live. This life, rightly unfolded, will ba a
complote and beautiful whole, an experience 1ed on by God and
uafolded by his socrot nurture as tho trees and flowers by the
goored natore of the world. Wollvoin the divine thought. We
ill a place in the great, everlasting plan of God's intelligonca.
Ve never sink below His care, never drop ont of His counsel,

The ssul that knows the swooinecss of His presonoce and His
faos shining on it will account no placs nor oondition hard,
providing it may be refreahed with that; as tho aaints havs been
in oaves and dungeons enjoying moro of that light in thoze times,
whaon other comiorta bavo boen sbridged. Then thoy bave had a

baam from Hearven into their souls in their darkess dangeon far
more worth than the light of the sac, and all the adsantages the
wotld oan afford.

AN ANSWERED PRAYER,

0 P[" ms & measage of quiet,
asked in my morning prayer s
For the turbulent spirit within o
I8 more than my heart can bear.
Around thoro are atrife and discord
Aud the storms that do not oeaso,
And the whirl of the world is on me,
Thou enly canst give me peace,

I opsned the dear old Bible
d looked at & pago of psalms,
Tiil tho wintry sea of my trosble
Was soothed by its summercalms.
For the words that have helped so many,
Aud that ages havo made more dear,
Woero atrong iu their power to comfort,
And they brought me my word of cheer.

They did not find {t easy,
Those writers of long ago,
To live in this world of sorrow
Ang ita lights and shades to know.
They woro often sad anl weazy,
Their hoarts were kore afraid,
But thoy knew in whom they trusted,
And thoy wero not quito dismayed.

Liko musio of solemn singing
Their words came down to mo ¢
¢ Tho Lord ia slow to angor,
And of mercy great ia He.
Each generation praissth
His works of long renown.
Tho Lord upholdeth all that fall
And raizeth the bowed dowr.

That gave me the strength 1 wanted
I know that the Lord was nigh
All that was makiog me sorry
Would be better by and by.
1 bad but to wait in pationce,
And keep at my Father's side,
And nothing would really hurt mo,
Whatever might betide.

1 found that when Ho gives quiet
No other can tronble make ;
Pardon and peaco and safety ®
Lie in the path I i, Xe,
So, stronger to carry the burdon
I met my day of care,
For my heart was lightened and joyous
With the peace of an answored prayer.

Marianne Farningham,

The tinieat daisy that smiles no sweetly at our feot owes ita
exlatence to tao patient pushing upward of the small germ againat
all the obatacles of 80jl and stonea ; and, wero it covsoious it might
tell a tale of daily difficulty and davger sturdily mot and bravely
overcome, BSo in humanity itself all that is finest and most beauti-
{ul is intertwined with difficulty.

WHEN GLAD JOY COMES.

When cruel sorrow comes, we kneel and pray
For atrength to bear, for patience to endure,
For courage higb, for faith serene and sure

Tor light to Juido us in the darkened way.

But when joy comes, with song and laughter swest,
With bounty in her hands and prophecy
Of better things that wo shall know and be,

And casta hor treasures at her happy feet,

Rarely we own unto our soul the need
Of grace to bear the bleasing that she brings;
Of strength to listen to tho 2ovg shs sings,

01 clear, sura light to walk where sho doth lead.

Yet he who joy’s glad journeyings doth share
Who knowa her bounty and he. veauty, bath
(Not less than he who walks in Sorzow’s path)

The sorest need of humble, trustful prayer.

Lot us sorve God in tho sunshine, whilo Ho makea the sun shine.
We shall then serveo Him all the better in tho dark, when He sends
tho darkness. It is suro to come. Only let our light be God’s
light, and our darkness God's darkness, and wo ahall bo safe at
home whea the great nightfall coines.

HE KNOWS!

Ho knows!
Yos, Jesus knows | just what you cannot tell
He understands so well
The silenco of the heart is heard,
Ho doea not noed aslngle word,
Ho thinks of you;
Heo watcheth, and Ho caroth too,
Ho pitisth, He loveth ' Al this flows
In one sweet word ; ¢* Ho Knowa I’



