
Keep Me True. 

(A PRAYER FOR THE Naw Yaz.) 

1. Tus Dea Dean, 

This is the Prayer I'make ; God keep me true 
Dear Dasd— heart, t few! 

hr ag fe ag Lele 
Tho' KM 0 Soup Sas Bg pisiet aon 

: Ay ns seid Come to me, My iid. to-day.” 

My meagoe bosrd of gold 1 1 tly lose, 
Oc what poor wreath may not refuse, 
Their thought the vie hin Wve the wealth heliogee. 

Ld . . « 

Sent beyond Song were they, methought, while here, 
Love fails port year may add to year, 

With Lave and God there is no Far nor Near. 

, who would live if {.ove's sweet self could die! 
5 Love less than Love beyond the Sky? 

So thiok who will. Such thought abhor shall I, 

Who walk the changeful earth may whiles forget, 
So fickle we, e’en Love's most blessed debt, 
But all who are with God are faithiul yet. 

« "a 

In that Far Land, so near the feet of God, 
We know them (airer even than when they trod, 

; Hand i in our hand, with us the common sod. 

For Death makes fair. How passing sweet they seemed 
When in that last White Slumber sunk they dreamed ! 
God's Smile had risen upon their eyes, we deemed. 
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This is the Prayer 1 make: God keep me true 
To the Dear Dead-—Ah, heart, they are not few ! 
Who dwell with Thee above tbe Starry Blue. 

2. Tre Dear Distant. 

This is the Rraver | make : God keep me true 
“§ "To the Dear{Distant Ones I may not view. 
_§ Dear are they yet, tho’ wide is Ocean's Blue. 

; So many have fled since in-their face 
i | saw Love glow, and won their warm embrace ; 
‘&. But still to-day | have them of Thy Grace. 

The’ thrice a thousand leagues between us lie, 
Thought lightly leaps the Void. A common Sky 
Of Sun and Bias enfolds and makes us nigh. 

. PY LJ 

Haat i in my hand by meadow and by sea 
Ju Sabbaths of White Peace they walked with me 
To House of God in joyous company: 

. Or watched with me beneath youth's happy skies 
The fair Day fade, and the fair Night arise, 

; The Stars that shone more tender for their eyes; 

Or stood with .e where the Dear Dead were laid 
fg 5 Mid snowy higom, in snowy vest arrayed, 

In that deep hush the Hand of God had made. 

“Their Griel with mine, with mine their Joy was blent, 
Their Face my Morn, their Smile my deep content, 
Their Love my Life, their Tears my Sacrament. 

When the red embers glow medreams | see 
Agnin yon breezy slopes, yon daisied lea, 
Yon, good green wood ye wandered oft with me. 

Kiready on our heads the years have sprent 
4 E Fheir silver nme. How far the day is spent | 

~ 1 How soon the evening and the Jow green tent ! 

Ihe low green tent | Nay, yonder azure dome, 
Where myriad myriad worlds unjoistling roam, 
1s none foo wide if God shall make it Home, 

Long, long the roads, nor smooth, our feet have trod, 
Aud wide divergent on the Planet broad, 
Yet may they all lead Home, the Home of God | 

© This is the Prayer | bli: God keep me. true 
To the Dear Distant ones | may not view, 
‘Dear are they still, tho’ wide the Ocean B'ue. 

3. ‘Nzar anp Dear. 

This is the Prayer | make: God keep me true 
To the r Ones who still with me pursue 

. Their why this side the Sky and Ocean Blue. 

"" No Death has crowned them with a halo bright, 
No purple distance covers up from sight 

"That they are less than perfect or than white. 

In the plain noonday of the present hour, 
Not ous dusks of yore, your graces flower, 
In'wi true Love is my sufficient Dower. 

dwell beyond the stars, beyond the sea, 
ho" white their names as whitest saints fo me, 

nt more fair, are not more dear than ye, 

had their faults, and haply those, 
: ye; for cut of Eden blows 
oy friendshi p's field no rose. 

love and trust in faithful stored memory 
yaa daly bh bat at Iife’s common board ° 

the daily bread His hands aflord. 

4 
hours of all the dark and 
yer ber noon of 5 
rab 

pels of how the Greek hero 

Dott aie c oo Dod wt Fatt 
And we be gathered in Thy Hall of Cheer. 

For what were lity b but vaio ei breath, 
Without love's shining i tis death? 
The going to Our Father's i rg 

rs God keep me true to Love:aod true to Thee 
Until beyond the sunset I shall see 
Thy blessed Face, a face oF iovs bis, 

Thou Who art Highest Love, for for Lavws smnt sake 
co all I love who sleen, to all who 
God keep me true, “This is te Prayer 1 “make. 

C.K. HARRING1ON. 
Yokohama, December 29th; 1904. Japart Mail, January 

5, 1905. 

Christ's H 
BY JUDsoN 

H: cam unto his own, and . own. Shiva him not; 
but as many as received him thesn gave be 1 er to 
become the Sons of God. oi 95s 

Let ze os A pS. 4 8 often 

speak from such : 

There are not many sen 
roll such swellings sig pe ion, a this text which tells us 
of the Christ's coming, the 's rejection, and the 

Clirist’s reception. * “He came unto his own, and bis own 

received him not,” Those words, as 1 meditated on them, 
played upon ‘my soul, 2s the sad solema notes of a mighty 
iby might play on the spirit of one who sat alone in the 
- nave of a great cathedral, until heshould bow his bead and 
press his hands upon his welling ‘eyes; “He came unto his 
own and his own received him not ’ ~and then as the 
organ music might gi ow grauder until it was sublime, and 

it “would lift up” "(ng nd 68 th wlitery listener - so that 
the light fromthe Cathedral window would stream vpos 
his couhitenance, so pep this mighty text 
went marching through t a8 many as received 
him, to them gave he power to become the Sess of God.” 
—POWER te become the SONS of GOD. POWER to be- 
come the SONS OF GOD. His Ghnleg, think of Christ's 
coming. 

Did ou ever ea SH ARAL (het gos 
10 his howe in 

? He came in “dis- Ithica, from ‘the nine years ‘war in 
guise, as a beggar, clothed in coarse an garments, 
But his dog, Argus, knew his mister, 4% $008 4 he put his 
nose against his hand, and died’ with with excessive joy. His 

aged nurse recgaiz:d him, or cri is wy 
King. When he’ revealed’ his 1 

they wept tears of joy together, 1 his 
Queen, who believing that he would return, ves 

that the beggars clothes concealed. Bre: i 
away, 

+ “And then 

night be proldiiged. g The 

Ulysesses came unto his own, and his own re 
ceived “him. Christ, too, came unto his own. “Hig 
own received him not.” The most pathetic and sorrowful 
note in all the Bible, in” all the’ earth, the minor key of 

all pature seems to wail it, “His own received hit mot.” 

If there is any sadness in heaven, it might be expressed in 
* these words, “His own received him pot.” © «~~ 

Oht If his own had only teceived him 

But how, if Meni ceived 

had when he cried, My Lord, and My God 1"—would not 
Christ's very chief object have been frustrated? If ‘Judes 
had. received-him; who would have betrayed him? If Pil- 
ate had bad the courage of his convictions; who would have - 
condemned him ? If before, instead of after the crucifixion 
the Roman soldiers and Centurions had cried out; “Truly, 

this was the Son of God,” who would have pierced him ? 
If the th ds of the Jerusalem mob with the chief priests 
and Pharisees had gladly received him, who, with ‘wicked 

hands would have crucified and slain him? ‘And how, 
without being slaiti could he be the Laml¥of God, the sac- 
rifice which taketh away the sin of the world ? 

Ab, the God who found a way, who discovered to Abra: 
ham the ram caught in the thicket, would have been able 

to have carried out his decree concerning the’ Lamb that 
was slain before the foundation of the world. 

Let us never say it is necessary for any men to sin in or-. 
der to carry out God's good purposes. I believe in God's 
decrees, but | believe that God's omnicience is not: depen- 
dant on human sin to have those decrees carried into effect. 
It was necessary that Christ should die, but it was not 
necessacy that his owas should receive him not. If they had 

only received him ! be nd opriin, ve 80, Gros 
saddest are, ‘It might have been,’ * 

} wee bin standing wi wutetsonchod aston; aod i fined 
face, ou the mount that overlooked the city of Jerusalem, 
and as, bis tears, he sees.in the spirit of prophesy, 
the awivl scones of the destruction, —scenes which the pen 
of Josephus would describe, and which succeeding ages 
would probounce the most terrible that were ever recorded 
‘on the pages of history, bloody as those pages ase. | hear 
him cry, aot io anges, but in deepest sorrow, “O Jerusalem, 

Jerusalem, thou that killest the prophets, how often would ~ 
| have gathered your children together.as a hea doth gather 
ber brood under her wings, and ye would not,—ye would 

thy silver stream 
not.” 

fpr t's pale beam, 
o'er st 
fom dale Gad 

of Gad, that on some of those 

that 
Ta 
not 


