


N THIS your hour of sorrow, it has been

our sincere desire to serve you efficiently,
to assume the attendant responsibilities, and
thus lighten your all too heavy burden. As
a token of our esteem we present this book
in the belief that in the years to come you
may gain from it comforting thoughts, and
the peace that cherished memories bring.




O HIM who in the Jove
of Nature holds
Communion with her
visible forms, she speaks
A varnious hnguage; for his
gayer hours
She has a voice of gladness,
and a smile
And eloquence of beauty, and
she glides
Into his darker musings, with
a mild
And healing sympathy, that
steals away
Their sharpness, ere he is
aware.

William Cullen Bryant
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Hobody Rnows--But Mother

Nobody knows of the work it makes

To keep the home together;

Nobody knows the steps it takes,
Nobody knows—but Mother.

Nobody listens to childish woes,

Which kisses only smother;

Nobody’s pained by naughty blows,
Nobody—only Mother.

Nobody knows of the sleepless care

Bestowed on baby brother;

Nobody knows of the tender prayer,
Nobody—only Mother.

Nobody knows of the lessons taught

Of loving one another;

Nobody knows of the patience sought,
Nobody—only Mother.

Nobody knows of the anxious fears,

Lest darlings may not weather

The storm of life in after years,
Nobody knows—but Mother.

Nobody kneels at the throne above

To thank the Heavenly Father

For that sweetest gift—a Mother’s love;
Nobody can—but Mother.

Anonymous



Comfiort

Oh, deem not they are blest alone
Whose lives a peaceful tenor keep;
The Power who pities man, has shown
A blessing for the eyes that weep.

The light of smiles shall fill again

The lids that overflow with tears;
And weary hours of woe and pain

Are promises of happier years.

There is a day of sunny rest
For every dark and troubled night;
And grief may bide an evening guest,
But joy shall come with early light.

And thou, who, o’er thy friend’s low bier,
Dost shed the bitter drops like rain,

Hope that a brighter, happier sphere
Will give him to thy arms again.

For God hath marked each sorrowing day
And numbered every secret tear,

And Heaven’s long age of bliss shall pay
For all His children suffer here.

William Cullen Bryant
From “Blessed Are They That Mourn”
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In My Father's House

No, not cold beneath the grasses,
Not close-walled within the tomb;
Rather, in my Father’s mansion,
Living, in another room,

Living, like the one who loves me,
Like yon child with cheeks abloom,
Out of sight, at desk or schoolbook,
Busy, in another room.

Nearer than the youth whom fortune
Beckons where the strange lands loom;
Just behind the hanging curtain,
Serving, in another room.

Shall T doubt my Father’s mercy?
Shall I think of death as doom,

Or the stepping o’er the threshold
To a bigger, brighter room?

Shall T blame my Father’s wisdom?
Shall T sit enswathed in gloom,

When I know my Love is happy
Waiting, in another room?

Robert Freeman
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