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RO,CK ME TO SLEEP.

[The following poem is one of the
sweetest in the language, What heart
doe's., not thrill to its wild and tender
music? The “Answer”. gives to it an
added mterest —Michigan Advoca te.]

Backward turn backward 0 time, in

in your flight! :
Make me a chlld agam just for to-
night!
Mother come back from the echoless
shore,
Take me again to your
- yore—
- Kiss from my
- Lcare,
Smo}c:th ‘the few srlver threads out of my
air—
Over my slumbers your loving watch
keep—
.~ Rock; me to sleep, mother~—rock me to
sleep! .

: o Backward flow backward O tide of the
73 years'
I am so weary of. tOllS and of tears—

heart as of

forehead‘ the furrows of’
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© . vain—
~Take ‘them and gtve me my chtldhood
S on i agaiel o c
% . I have grown weary of dust and decay
i - Weary of flinging my soul-wealth away—
~ Weary of sowing for others to reap;
ﬁ,os:t me to, sleep, mother—-rock me- to
e sleepl : i i % :
,2 "‘e ,.é ; 'L‘rred of the hollow, the ,base the un-
4 i o' T
,. Motlur, O mother my heart calls for
Many ‘A Summer the grass has grown
‘,ossomed and faded——our faces be- -
“tween—
Yet avith strong yearning and passionate
pain, -
Long 1 tonight for your presence agam°
me from the silence so long and so

s iABeDr .
7 Rock me to sleep, mother—rock me to

Sk:sept ;

O'ver my heart u‘x the days that are
2 flown;

SN i love hke mother-love ever has
TR L ‘shown—

PR &o other Wm'shtp abldes and endures,
. Faithful, unselfish, and patient like yours.
s None like a mother can charm "away
g _ Fror}r; the
} Slum’oer’s soft calm o’er my heavy lids
Roex me to “sleep, mother—-rock me to
7 sleepl
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sick soul and the world-weary

: Come, let your brown hair, Just lighted
ha e owith gold,
i _Fall on_your sHoulders again as of old;
o gt ic fall over my forehead ‘tonight,
T ie*lh ne my faint eyes away from the
v % : "t ¥ g

4 Forr.wx,th xts sunny-edged shadows once
5 .. more

B Hap’ly ‘will throng' the :sweet visions of

o R yOl’ﬂ, »
_.‘_:-‘»x'Lovmgly softly, its  bright billows
Rock me to sleep, mother—rock me to

~sleep !

Mother dear mother, the years have
s “been long

Smce I last hushed to your lullaby song ;
“5mg then, and unto my soul it shall
i seem’

. dream;
‘;ff-Clas ed to your arims in a loving em-

; 'H’f:""“

= my face,
'Never heicafter to wake or to weep—
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Toil ‘without recompense—tears all in

Vi PP S

’:’;,w_qmanhood’s years have been but a’
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Thou would’st call me’ back from the'

echoless shore,
To the trials of life, to thy heart as of

yore, :

“Thou longest agam for ‘my fond, loving
care,

For my kiss on thy cheek, for my hand
on thy hair, .

-But angels around thee their lovmg
watch keep,

And angels, my darling, will rock thee
to sleep.

“Backward?” nay, onward! ye smft-roll-
'years,

Gird on thy armor, keep back thy tears!

Count not thy trials nor efforts in vain—

‘They 11 bring thee the hght of thy child-

‘hood again. -

~ You should not weary, my chtld by the
way,

But watch for the light of that brnghter
day,

Not tired of “sowing for others to reap,”

For angels, my darhng, wxll rock thee to -

sleep. .

Tired, my child, of the “base, the un
true’?

I have tasted the cup they have gtven to
ou,

i 4, vg felt the deep sorrow in the hvmg
green,

Of a low, mossy grave by a s:lver
stream,

But the dear mother 1 then sought for

~~in vain '

Is an angel presence and with me again,

And in the still night, from the srlence
SO

Come the bnght angels to rock me to
sleep ‘

Hgarer thee now than in days that are
flown,

Purer the love-light enctrelmg thy home, :

Far more enduring the watch for tonight,
Than ever earth worshtp away from the

light, : 4y '

Soon the dark shadows wnl‘l “linger no
more,
Nor de’o)me to thy call from the openmg
£ s
But know thee, my eluld that thc angels
watch keep,

And soon, very soon, they 1 rock theei

to sleep

They 11 sing thee to sleep with a sooth-
: ing song,

And waking, thou It be thh a heavenlv !

throng;

And thy life, with tts toil and tts tears-

and pain,

Thou wilt then see has not been in vain,

Thou wilt meet those in bliss whom on

~ earth thou didst love,

And whom thou hast) taught o'f the ‘

“mansions above.”
“Never hereafter-to suffer or weep
The angels, my darling, ,wtll rock thee
;  to sleep. 38, ST
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LORD. STRATHCONA’S ADWCE-

~ The life and success of Lord Strath-
. cona will ever-be an inspiration to“young
men struggling upwards through long
years of toil and obscurtty To them
the story of his rise from junior clerk to
millionaire peer will ever possess all the

charm of romance, and the charm will

be all the greater because it.is no fairy
tale they are studying, but an actual
record of effort and achievement. The
principles

uous life are principles which all aSDl(-
ing youths can make their own, On oune

occasion he was asked for some WQrds_

of advice to yo ng men, and this is
‘what he said: ontent- with your lot,
:but always be ﬁttrng yourself for some-
thing better and somethirfg higher, "Do
not despise what you are. Be satisfied
for the time, not grumblm‘ ‘ﬁd ﬁnding'
fault. If you want to get lngher, to a~

better position, only cheerful perserver-

ance will bring you there; grumbling

which have gutded Lord -
Strathcona throughout his long and ard- -

L yoeur. own ”
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really «  almost” entirely bn‘
‘gelf, and is what' yoa ‘Thake it;

work yourself; don’t wait for friends to
use their mﬁuence on your behalf; don’t
depend on the help of others. Of course,
opportumty is a great thing, ‘and

comes to some men’ more frequently '
than to others But there are very few |

it does not- visit at one time or another,

and if you are not ready for it, and have | |
not prepared to welcome it, that is your |
fault and you are the loser. Apart from

wﬂl not help you an xnch. Your iuture,[‘

Bl It never

p.“?;‘éiw.
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what we call genius, I believe that one |

man is able"to do as ‘well as any other, {
provided the opportumty presents ttself -

~and he is blessed with good health.
Much of what I would advise you young
men to do is contained in the old coun-
sel, ‘“Trust in Protndence and keep your
powder dry.’ ”—-—Gla.rgaw w eekly Leader.
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ONI.Y A WORD.

A young gtrl sat on a piazza of her

home, her pale cheek and drooping figure .
telling of recent illness. . She was watch-

ing the raking o( leaves from the grass,
and as the man passed near her with his

rake she. arous“ed herself from her lan-

gour to say:

“You keep the lawn looklng so mcely,
John. I hke to see lt that way
ina atrtmgé land dtid th:s was but one
of a score of duttes that he was paxd for
domg Probu‘bly no one had eve“r thought
of praising htm befofef and he had no
‘answer ready, S

A week later the gentle invahd was
- gone—slipped away ‘suddenly out of en-
-circling arms, out of the worldvlnke the |
‘vanishing of a movr wreath: No one
-thought of J ohn as among the mourn-
ers; he was -only dﬂm of the family |

" carriage -which carneu some_ of . the
friends, but to one of these with whom

he foyund hunself alone he told of the

kind cothmendahon the last words he
t'l speak, and added,‘

had heard

with voice growmg huskly:—

“As long as I stay there the lawn will |

e kept as Mtss Helen liked to see it. i

The little word had left a legacy of‘
‘brightness and Wkened a heart to new

loyalty and faithfulness, .- .

- The art o of saying appropriate, wm-ds in
a kindly way is one that never goes out

‘of fashion, never ceases to please. and is'y

wrthln the reach of the humblest
el v ﬁ ~
HIS Bmm AND OURS'

Whrtﬁeld wani,;one‘ ‘day dining thh a
numbef of mmut:eri at the mafse hf hts

old frtelld the“ﬁev W, Terment
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dymg and m to heaven (as it proved

‘he was: near his

Tennent was silent.
“Brother Tennent,”

home is so near at hand?”

“T have no w&h dbout it,” said 'Fen-

‘nent bluntly. e

Whh:éfte\‘d prenéd hts_dqueshon, and

eplied’ .

" 'l'l,‘ennent T
“No, sir, it is. tw gl:asure to me at all, |

“apd,. if you knew-yotir duty, it would be’
~none to you! My business. is to ‘hvet.as,

long, and” as well as I can.” -

‘A third' time Whitefield pressed his
wene left to
u mt choose

‘question, - adding: “If deat
19ic wimld

to die? =
“Str,

Vg MO W .‘-d..; P 'v.; % RS

i

Iast illness), and asked
‘the ministers if his joy was shared by
them, - Thére was a general assent, but

said Whitefield,
“you are the oldést ‘man among us. Do
you mot Tejpice that your being ealled

md Tennent “I am am Gods

servant and haYe b

busmess as long as Hu
tmue*l‘ne therei‘n YL

- 18 covered wrth ei
a thm ﬂutd may ,




