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THE DAWN OF TOMORROW
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SIMON PETER | Three times I spoke—I, Peter (call- (0, that I might have hung with Him, THE WEAVER HOW HE C
I tried to save Him—there was time | ed the “Rock”), and died 1 AME

to flee—

Had I not said, “Lord, I wilil die
for Thee?”

The Garden could have hidden Him
from sight,

The olive trees were close, and dark

e the might;

My sword had struck—it might have
put to rout

The band of men and turned the
traitor out!

For they wore stunned, their lanterns
moving slow,

I could have saved Him then, if He
jEdEebat ey

e cnly stocd and turned to me in-
stead:

“Put up your sword into the sheath,
He said

Oh, why would He not take that
moment's breath

To flee like any man from such a
death?

Or why not strike them down! He
had the power . . .

He moved like one toward an ap-
pointed hour

As though He waited for thcir
threatening hand

To seize and biind Him-—Cowards!
Judas’ band!

The palace yard was cold: T stood
without,

So numb with fear and captive to
my doubt;

Like - gluttons clustered, recdy for
the feast

They held Him there, to mock before
the priest,

I know not how 1 entered through
the gate

And found the blazing fire and sat
to wait

Among the servants huddling there,
whose sport

Made echoes in the hallway of the
court,

1 know not how I came, I only knew
I could nct save Him then, the Just,
the True -

And suddenly: the finger of the maid
“I tell you I know not the Man,” I
said . . .

And like a prophet's voice the crow=-
ing cock

Was shrill within my ears, I turned
to see,

And it was then the Master looked

on me . . . oy
N\

s/
I never shall forget thc\lobk He gave
I see it now before me, fastened
grave
Upon my face. o condemnation there
But pity only, rising in a prayer . . .
A moment’s look of deathless grace

and love—

My Master whom 1 was not worthy
of—

To walk with Him, to stead and dare
to die,

It was not meant for such a one as I

fumbling coward, wretched

fugitive

With cursing tongue! Oh, God in
heaven, forgive . . .

Poor

If I might but be washed by Him
again,

lying lips, this heart with
blackened stain;

[f I might but be cleansed, be purged

These

complete

As when He humbly bent to wash
my feet . .

“My hands, my head!” I eried,
Lurd, You knew

How feeble was mNy boaster love
for You.

and

I have outridden many a furious gale |

On Galilee, and watched the shred-
ded sail

Go down before the wind, but al-
ways still

I found some thread of hope to spur
my will;

ow, on this night—the darkest nigh¥
of all—

There is no hope—no light—a bra=
zen wall

Stands up between my
heaven's throne!

Our Lord is dead - . . and we are lefy
alone

Like running sheep that scatter to
the prey . . .

Our Shepherd hung upon a cross
today.

soul and
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Liike yonder thief who turned in
faiith and eried,

“Remember me!” Oh,-that I might
have heard 3

The answer and the echo of each
word:

“Father, forgive: they know not
what they do . . .”

Lerd, count me oone

cirele, ‘boo o .

YESTERDAY, TODAY
AND TOMCRROW

There are iwd

) dll}t, in eve 1y week

about which we should nol wo Y |

two days which should be kept {ree

from fear and avpprehension.
One of these days
with its and
faults and blunders, its
pains.  Yesterday has
ever beyond our co

mistakes cares, its
aches and
passed for-
ntirol.
All thhe money 1n the world can-
not bring back yesterday.
not undo a single
we cannct erase a single word we
Yesterday is gcne.

We can-

said,

The other day we should not worry
about is tomorrow with its poss
adversaries, its

3, 15 large

burde
premise and poor performance. To-
morrow is also beyond
iate control.

Tomorrow’s sun will r Se, cither
in splendour or behind a mask of
clouds—but it ‘will rise. Until i
we have no
i iR oo i T

L does

stake iin tomorrow, for
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He did not go to.the temple throng,

A risen, victorious King,

He did not seek those who sought
His death,

| His judgment on them to bring.

He came to those who had loved
their LU‘I‘d,

He came in a kindly way,

And a woman who wept for a mase
ter slain,

Seheld Hih, at dawn of day!

Ie came to disciples filled with fear,

And showed them His hands and
a.dl‘,

He walked with two on a country
road,

In the quict of eventide.

A Guert He was in a humble home,,
the housewife the meal had
spread,

knew

Where

They their Lord by His
wounded hands,

When He graciously broke the
bread.

He waited, not in a kingly guise

On the shore of the Syrian sea,

To disciples wearied with fruitless
toil,

A Helper again was He!

We know that He is the Lord of all,

ITis kingdom will have no end,

And we know He still is our com-
nade, too,

Our loving, our faithful Friend!

—Elsie Duncan Yale
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