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Introduction

The First Part of this book deals with the Home Council,—its origin, its methods, its value as a means of moral and religious training, and the supreme opportunity of service for the church as found in the faithful development of this agency for character education.

The Second Part consists of readings for use in the daily Home Council, in schools and in other public meetings. The three hundred and sixty-five readings are arranged with reference to the life of Jesus. They begin with the birth of Jesus, which, of course, makes the Home Council year start on December twenty-fifth. On that day is given Luke’s account of the birth of Jesus; and distributed through the year are selections made from the Four Gospels and arranged in chronological order so as to give the complete life of Jesus in twelve months, closing on December twenty-fourth with the account of His Ascension.

The Scriptural quotations are taken from the Revised Twentieth Century New Testament; for it is more understandable than either the King James Version or the American Revised Version. No family could use satisfactorily the original Greek text of the New Testament, go we have considered it wise to quote that translation which gives the original thought in present day English.

In making the quotations we have given the name of the author without citing chapter and verse. Our object is not to make a systematic study of the Bible or any part of it, but to make use of these particular quotations for the purpose of portraying, in the words of the Four Gospels, the life of Jesus. We are convinced that no other literature, in the Bible or out, is so effective for moral and religious training as the New Testament account of the life and work of Jesus. This golden thread is the warp of this book while the woof consists of the very best material for our purpose that we have been able to find in all other literature.

In making these selections our sole aim was to find material suitable for character training. We are not concerned where it came from or how it was produced; our one interest here is whether it has sufficient value for the accomplishment of our purpose. We have tried, as far as time permitted, to search through the materials of the Washington City Library and the Library of Congress for the best things ever written as an aid to character growth. We present this collection of readings feeling that it has priceless value, and yet we are mindful of the fact that many selections might have been used instead of some found herein. This is an invitation to readers of this volume to make suggestions and recommendations for a future revision so that the book may grow in value as subsequent editions may appear.

While the selections from the Four Gospels have been arranged in chronological order, the other materials have been placed with reference to the Christian Year, to National Holidays, to the calendar seasons and, as far as practicable, to harmonize from day to day with the current theme Of the Biblical quotations.

For every day that no Scriptural quotation is given, there is indicated, at the bottom of the page, an “Alternate Reading,” which invariably is a reference to a suitable Biblical Lesson.

Preceding the first daily reading, December 25th, is given the program of the Daily Home Council. After reading the daily lesson the leader should turn to this program and faithfully follow it in conducting the Home Council.

Whenever the reading does not appear on the date of the anniversary the leader should consult the ” Index for Special Occasions.” For example, in following the chronological order and presenting the life of Jesus in one year, it is necessary to place the account of His death and resurrection in December. However, the Index for Special Occasions directs one to the proper readings for all the days of the Passion Week.

Every home should keep a diary or family history. For that purpose an extra blank page is inserted in this book for each week. Our plan was at first to provide an extra page daily for this purpose, but in order to prevent the volume from becoming too bulky and expensive we decided to use only one blank page a week. This blank page is to be used for recording all important events in the history of the home, such as marriages, births, dedication of home, baptisms, joining of church or Sunday School, visits of special significance, pictures, achievements by members of the family as entrance to school, winning of honors, graduation, important public services, notes on anniversary celebrations, travels, deaths and any other information about the family that would be useful in making a history of life in the home. Such a record faithfully kept will become priceless in value to each member of the family, not only for the present but for many generations come- What would such a Home Diary kept by Washington’s mother be worth now? Any home is capable of producing great characters, and every home is sufficiently important in itself to justify the keeping of a true account of its leading events.

The Third Part of this book provides additional helps for the exaltation and enrichment of the home and for conducting the Home Council. These helps include:


	The Home Pledge Card.

	Program for the Dedication of a Home.

	Welcome to a Guest

	Crowning Mother on Baby’s Monthday.

	Program for Birthdays.

	Program for a Marriage Anniversary.

	Order for a Funeral Service in a Home.

	Graces and Prayers for Children.

	Program for a School Council or Chapel Service.

	The Code of Morals.

	The Code of Religion.



If these helps are faithfully employed they will assist greatly in making the home, as it should be, the center of interest and affection in the life of each member of the family.

A companion volume is in preparation dealing with the family. It is our hope that these two books may be the means of kindling a great moral conviction that will produce a nation-wide awakening for the exaltation and enrichment of the home life in America.

While this book has been prepared primarily for use in the home, the daily readings are quite as suitable for chapel service in school and in other public meetings where the aim is to promote the growth of moral and religious ideals. In Part Three there will be found a program for a daily School Council.

The individual also will find herein a treasury containing the religious literary gems of all ages. For those who are not fortunate enough to have a home we recommend the use of the daily readings as an inspiration to quiet thought and contemplation, without which there can be no growth of character.

Herein, therefore, is a text book for a daily character school and also a method for a daily examination in character training; and we trust it may be of real help to many in learning the greatest of all lessons—How to Live.

J. E. McCulloch.

Washington, D. C.




PART ONE: The Home Council

The Home Council: A Daily Character School

“Home-Keeping Hearts Are Happiest.”

The whole Future of Humanity is Held in the Bosom of the Home.

“But they shall sit every man under his vine and under his fig-tree; and none shall make them afraid.” —Micah.

“And these words which I command thee this day, shall be upon thy heart; and thou shalt teach them diligently unto thy children, and shalt talk of them when thou sittest in thy home, and when thou walkest by the way, and when thou liest down, and when thou risest up.” —Moses.

“Teach the child self-respect; train it in self-respect, just as you train a plant in better ways. No self-respecting man was ever a grafter. Above all, bear in mind repetition, repetition, the use of an influence over and over again. Keeping everlastingly at it, this is what fixes traits in plants—the constant repetition of an influence until at last it is irrevocably fixed and will not change. You cannot afford to get discouraged. You are dealing with something far more precious than any plant—the precious soul of a child.” —Luther Burbank.

“I am for the home with the Narrow Gate, which I take to be too little for pomp to enter. Some that humble themselves, may.” —William Shakespeare.


Preliminary

The Home Council is a daily school of character. It is not a theory but a discovery. The things written about here have been lived for years in our home.

Our aim in establishing the Home Council was simply to provide proper moral and religious training for our family. After a tragic experience in a Sunday School one Easter Morning we made a solemn pledge to God that we ourselves would assume responsibility for the moral and religious education of our children and that we would provide that training in the home. Ever since that hour we have placed our home at the center of all our interests in life and our supreme ambition has been to give our three girls that thorough training in right living which the home alone can furnish. With their welfare as our object in view we developed this character school in our home and have conducted it daily as the supreme opportunity of our lives. Since every institution is judged by its product we unhesitatingly, and with unbounded gratification, point to our three daughters as the students in our Home Council, and we shall be satisfied always to have their lives serve as daily testimonials of the efficacy of this school of life.

The Home Council itself was a growth. Many things were tried before we adopted our present methods. But, inasmuch as we have not had reason for a long while to change from the present program, we are confident that we have reached a standard of training which, for our home at least, is of the utmost value. For several years it never occurred to us that we were working out methods that might be adopted in other homes, and we had no thought of writing a book on the subject. But, during the past few years, visitors in our home, on seeing the Home Council in operation, have repeatedly urged us to set forth in book form our methods in this character school. In the process of preparing this volume we have become keenly conscious of our duty to devote our lives to the extension of this work. It is our hope, therefore, that this book may be the means of developing a movement for the exaltation of the home and for religious training.



The Home Council Described

The time for the Home Council is in connection with the evening meal, which, with us, is at six o’clock. As soon as all are assembled at their proper places around the table each lifts his glass of water as if to take a drink, and, pausing a moment before each takes a sip, we repeat in concert these simple words: “In gratitude to God, our Father; and in memory of Jesus, our Brother and Savior.” This act of worship is very helpful. It is not an imitation of the sacrament, but an act of worship which makes every evening meal, in a very true sense, “a Lord’s Supper.” It helps to maintain right relations to God as our Father and to Jesus as our “Ideal Life.” Any child can easily understand it. This act of worship creates the right atmosphere of reverence, thoughtfulness and gratitude, which should characterize this season of fellowship at the close of every day.

As soon as the supper is completed the table is cleared and all members of the family and guests, if there be any, remain in their places as for the meal. One is the leader; and the selection of the leader is by rotation. If, however, one prefers, for some good reason, not to lead when his turn comes, he may be excused and the leadership passes to the next in the circle. This arrangement must be made beforehand, however, so that time may be given for proper preparation. It is important that the leadership be by rotation; for it secures variety, quickens interest, develops individuality, and maintains a democratic atmosphere without which the Home Council cannot render the largest service. Often the youngest child can conduct a service quite as helpfully as the oldest member of the family. Since religious feeling grows by expression, it is necessary for the proper development of the religious life of the family that each member should take his full part as far as practicable.

At the beginning of Part Two one may find an outline of the daily program of the Home Council. The leader first reads in this book the lesson which has been prepared for that day, or brings some other selection which he has found preferable. This selection may, or may not, be taken from the Bible. The important question is not who wrote it? or where it is found? or when it was written? but is it genuinely helpful for one’s daily living? Our children have been given the utmost freedom in making their selections. They have an inexpressible appreciation of the words of Jesus, and most frequently bring a message to the Council from one of the four Gospels. Next to the New Testament their choices are made from the great religious poets. To them the whole literature of the world is as a garden of fruits and flowers; and they are perfectly free to go anywhere in the garden and gather whatever seems good to them—only they must choose that which is really good and beautiful to them.

Parents will be surprised at the fine insight of children in determining the moral quality of literature. What often seems desirable to older persons may be rejected by children for most excellent reasons. Our children have invariably brought to the Council selections that were helpful. Sometimes, however, their readings came almost as a shock, until our second thought revealed the fact that they could see at times with their fresh, free eyes, real values and beauty better than we could with our older vision blurred by traditional limitations. So we have allowed them to move freely about in God’s wonderful garden of literature and enjoy it all without regard to the labels and dates and shibboleths.

We, too, have come to a larger and saner view of inspiration; for surely anyone, anywhere, at any time who has a great thought or sincere impulse and tries to express it for the benefit of others can claim God’s inspiring aid. God is revealing Himself through devout lives all the while, and so our children have occasionally made a selection from a current magazine or new book. As the honey-bees fly through the garden extracting the nectar which God has distilled in the heart of the flower, so our children have acquired the habit of vieing with each other in searching through literature for the religious truth, life-truth, which is often tucked away in some paragraph or line in a book or magazine.

In this manner and spirit all the selections in this book were made. These pages contain only a few of the many messages read from day to day to the Home Council. No selection was allowed to go into this volume, however, unless the Council voted unanimously for it. These, then, are our favorites, or many of our favorites. Many others that were rejected by one or more members seemed to others very good. As this process of sifting is going on all the time another volume may appear later with other choice lessons.

We would not have families limit their readings to this book; but, with these selections as a basis, they should encourage members of the family to make it their habit to search for religious truth and bring it to the Home Council as occasion may suggest.

Thus at the beginning of the Home Council each evening the leader reads a religious message, usually one of the readings in this volume. The leader then makes such remarks as he chooses to interpret and emphasize the strong points of the reading, after which it is open for discussion by the other members of the family. These observations are, as a rule, quite interesting and suggestive. Sometimes they are humorous (not flippant), but mirth, too, is of God; and so there is no effort to make the Council a solemn affair. The older members of the family try to avoid dogmatizing and moralizing. The discussion often takes the form of an argument, in which each is entitled to his opinions and has perfect freedom in expressing them. The father or, in his absence, the mother acts always as an informal chairman to see that the discussion is directed in an orderly manner



To-Day’s Review

After the reading and discussion of the lesson we have the review of the day’s experiences. This is a daily inventory of life and progress. We are engaged in the most sublime adventure on earth—Christian living. No pioneering, no crusading can be more fascinating or thrilling than this. Let anyone break the manacles of custom and expediency and renounce self to serve others, and then his life becomes like a journey through a glorified valley of vision. Every day’s advance is exciting; for one knows that any day loyalty to principle may carry him up the mountain of transfiguration on one side or up the rugged mountain of Calvary on the other. Nothing can ever again be commonplace except some other kind of life. He is out upon the highway that has been leveled by the bleeding feet of the best people who ever lived, and at the end of this valley stands God and the martyrs to truth and justice, waiting eagerly the outcome of his adventure. An invitation to turn back to make a million dollars would seem the tamest sort of folly; to live for pleasure or fame would appear as childish as building sand houses along the sea-shore, knowing that in a few hours the tide would destroy all.

The person who has once felt the exhilaration of dying to self to live the life that Jesus taught—serving God through service to humanity, regardless of reward—finds that his head is at last above the mists and clouds; for he is breathing the very air that God breathes and his fellowship is in two worlds—the visible and the invisible. He no longer has any interest in arguments about immortality; he doesn’t need them. He is rather amused by such arguments; much as he would be on seeing a blind man arguing whether the sun is shining. This, then, is the kind of life that we have chosen—the Christian life.

Just as it is important for a bank to check up its business at the close of the day, so must our enterprise, which is infinitely more paying than any business, be checked up daily. Our method is by having each member of the family answer five searching questions which penetrate to the very marrow of one’s life. The five questions are:


	Has anyone lost his self-control or wronged himself to-day?

	Has anyone mistreated others by word or act as to his person or property?

	What helpful service has anyone rendered others?

	What good thought or resolution has anyone had?

	Does each one feel that God is pleased with the record of his life to-day?



We have found by experience that these five questions asked daily are of the utmost value to our home. They are as useful in the development of character as bookkeeping is for a bank. We have come to regard this life simply as a great character school, and these five questions are used as the basis of a daily examination in character training.

After the Day’s Review the leader may, or may not, have prayer. That feature of the program is entirely optional. When there is prayer the leader either uses the prayer given in the daily program, or more frequently prays extemporaneously. Usually when the children pray it is after some event that calls for special gratitude or sympathy. Then the prayer comes with a naturalness, freshness and thrill, like the song of a bird in the blooming, happy Spring time. There is no rule or custom to hinder these outbursts of gratitude and sympathy. The heart is simply thrown open to God in the presence of the family and expresses itself naturally, and with the utmost simplicity. Often there is little resemblance to a formal prayer; it is a sort of telephonic conversation with God, only one voice is heard but the other presence is very real.

After the prayer we often have music, either vocal or instrumental or both. But this is not a regular part of the daily program. Sometimes, instead of music, there is a season of pleasant conversation. Since this is so nearly a lost art, we try to encourage wholesome, cheerful conversation as a means of training. To promote this feature of the Home Council we go to great pains to invite to our home, from time to time, guests whose conversation has educational value. The most impressive utterances of Jesus grew out of conversation. He was the supreme master of the conversational art and He evidently intended for His disciples to use this means as a primary method of promoting His Kingdom.

The foregoing outline of the Home Council, as it has been practiced for a long time in our home, will give the reader a fairly good conception of its true significance. It is well, however, to consider in detail the five questions which form the basis of the Day’s Review.

First, “Has anyone lost his self-control or wronged himself to-day?” If it be true that ” he who rules his own spirit is greater than any king,” how important it is that we have some method for daily use in training self-control? Human life is running riot, driven by circumstances or drunk with some excessive passion or impulse. Even nations are bewildered and are advancing, not as an army but as a blind mob. How seldom can one find a person who acts solely from principle and lives for the eternities! This question helps to keep one’s head up and put substance in his back-bone. It is just as useful for adults as for children. Every member of our family knows that, whatever may happen during the day, he must face the Home Council at its close and answer this question. He is, therefore, careful to keep his balance. It is only extreme provocation that can throw one out of poise. When that occurs and he has to confess his weakness at the close of the day, the calm, sweet atmosphere of the home reveals the utter folly of anger or any other exaggerated outburst of feeling and he becomes heartily ashamed of himself and true penitence is the immediate result. If one could get every home in the world to begin to-morrow and ask this one question daily of each member of the family and get an honest answer, he could move civilization forward a thousand years in one.

There are rare circumstances when a child is unwilling to confess before the entire family some wrong done during the day. In that case it is best never to force a confession then, but simply get the child to agree to confess privately, either to father or mother, as he may prefer. Let the matter rest there and let the child himself decide when the confession is to be made. The Home Council will be a daily reminder of this deferred confession and the delay will serve to focus an accumulated light on the ugliness of the wrong.

Second, “Has anyone mistreated others by word or act as to his person or property?” The first question has to do with one’s failure in himself; this second question deals with one’s failure towards others. It has been asked, “who is the judge of honesty in answering these daily questions?” Our answer is that God is Judge. In the human heart He speaks. Calling His voice conscience does not weaken the convincing and uncompromising force of this voice. Of course one’s heart may become deaf to God’s voice, and so the training of the heart to hear and obey conscience is the all important thing here. It is for that purpose largely that this question is used. When one mistreats another, especially if that person is of humble station or a stranger, one’s conduct may not seem to him at first important, or it may seem to him privately as justifiable, or even smart, and he may actually congratulate himself on his shrewdness. But in the Home Council when that thing is held up before the family and God, it takes on an ugly appearance, and conscience brings the wrong-doer to repentance.

This question is especially important in this school of character to-day; because there is a prevailing spirit of lawlessness abroad over the land which is beyond the reach of law and government. Many are coming to be a law unto themselves. Business especially is a struggle to succeed in some particular direction, and the rights of others often have scant consideration, unless there is fear of some specific law that can reach him immediately. But Christians are expected to live on a plane higher than law. They should do right from principle, not from fear of punishment. It is a shameful thing for a Christian ever to think of law in determining his conduct. If he follows Jesus no law on earth can touch him justly; and, if the law is unjust, he must do right regardless of the law.

This question asked every day in the Home Council will soon awaken in one’s heart a lively respect for the rights of others. The personality of others becomes sacred. He comes to feel that in mistreating another, however humble he may be, he is desecrating the personality of one of God’s children for which he will be held to strict account. One also learns to respect the rights of others in property. All law and all government stand on these two cardinal rights—the right of person and the right of property. It is disregard for these rights that has destroyed nations in the past. It is disregard for these rights on an international scale that brought on the Great War. A nation is actually being destroyed to-day because its millions of citizens have been taught to ignore the rights of private property and to despise the sacredness of the individual person. A nation stronger and more enduring than any that has ever appeared can be built when every home in the land has a Home Council in which there is daily training in respect for the rights of person and property. If every home in America would establish a Home Council to-day, half the courts of justice and half the prisons could be closed in a generation.

Third, “What helpful service has anyone rendered others?” This question deals with the expression of life in service. The assumption on which this question rests is a foundation for a life as solid as God,—namely, brotherly love for every one. When this question is asked and answered daily in the Home Council life takes on a new and wonderful meaning. No knight was ever inspired with a finer spirit of chivalry than that which prompts each one as he goes forth from the Home Council to the day’s tasks. Let him engage in whatever business he likes in order to make living expenses, but his real profession is that of “Helper of Everybody.” That is the real business of the day. All other things are mere equipment and baggage and time-tables. At the close of the day each member of the family reports his experiences, not boastfully, not to encourage self righteousness; but as a test of his faithfulness to the ideal of helpfulness in this character school. It is an examination in helpful living; for social service and personal service are the objectives of our educational work. In a little while one acquires the habit of utilizing every opportunity for service, especially in the many little attentions and courtesies which are so ready at hand for the right spirit; and so the heart expands with the expenditure of love as one follows the happy path of Jesus, whose joy along life’s way was doing good. No longer is the day’s journey one of drudgery and humdrum, for the road becomes radiant with a new, sweet light, which makes the going cheerful, easy and exhilarating.

Fourth, “What good thought or resolution has anyone had to-day?” In this material age there is an ever-present and real danger lest one get confused or lost in the wilderness of mere things. It is trite to say that the real life is within, but how few live in accord with that fact? The world is in a mad stampede for things,— money, property, pleasure; while within are the limitless potentialities for development Yet, if these spiritual forces are neglected, they atrophy and die.

We moderns are incurably conceited over our inventions and machines. We pride ourselves on being able to talk to a friend a thousand miles away and forget that a far more important thing is the thought we express when we do talk. We can fly a hundred miles an hour and how proud we are when we alight I But we forget that almost any good Greek twenty-three centuries ago could travel in an ox-cart and teach more truth than we can possibly think of and teach it faster. It is not how fast we can travel nor how far we can convey our words that counts, but how well we can think and how sincerely we feel and how genuine is our message when we arrive.

It is, therefore, supremely important that we have a school to encourage daily thinking—thinking not about things, but about life. As we go forth from our home in the morning we have a four-fold task to perform:—first, to see to it that reason is kept on the throne all day long and to maintain that poise and serenity of spirit that becomes a child of God; second, to make certain that we properly respect the rights of others as to their person and property; third, to safeguard the expenditure of life that its outflow may always be helpful; and fourth, to cultivate the growth of the soul-life by proper exercise in thought and contemplation and aspiration. So at the close of each day it is well to check up on these essentials of living and especially to make note of our thinking and feeling.

What a painful experience it is for one to come to the close of the day and be forced to confess that he has not had a single helpful thought, nor great soul-moving impulse, nor good resolution, during the entire twenty-four hours! In this material age that is probably the pitiful experience of at least fifty million Americans daily. The Home Council aims to cultivate the habit of thinking seriously about life, the habit of translating God’s language written in the events of the day into human terms. After awhile one comes to think in God’s language of beauty, truth, harmony and love, just as one may learn to think in a new language; and then he enters a new world far more wonderful than this material earth; for therein God becomes the most real and enjoyable presence in it.

Fifth, “Does each one feel that God is pleased with the record of his life to-day?” This searching question is to promote worship. It should serve to keep one humble and very conscious of his dependence on God. It closes the day at the right place—at the judgment bar of God. After all this is the final consideration of the day’s experience: “What does God think of it?”Why wait to the close of the year or to the end of life to examine its quality? Why should one carelessly or cowardly push this question aside pending a relentless demand for a final answer at a far off Judgment Day? Keep your accounts with God correct daily and you may look forward with joy to the final audit. This daily inquiry into one’s record leads a person to live one day at a time, which is a secret of happiness and usefulness.



The Confessional

The five questions, used in the Home Council as the basis of an examination of character, are also a guide to the confessional. Here is the confessional where it always should be,—in the sacred home circle. The home is preeminently “God’s House,” and the home altar is the most sacred shrine on earth. No priest can possibly hear a confession with the sympathy, love, patience, and helpfulness of a father, or mother, or sister, or brother. The church confessional is a crude makeshift compared with this. Whose prayers can absolve from guilt if not those of mother and father? These are God’s High Priests in reality, ordained by Him as co-workers with Himself in training character. After the incense of pity and love and forgiveness are burned on the altar of the Home Council by these High Priests no angel in Heaven will ever write a word of guilt against the penitent confessor. How natural to confess here when it is the custom for all to do so daily! What a relief for the soul to unburden and free the heart at the close of the day and not have to carry its weight of guilt for weeks or years! In case the heart is festering with sin how healing the balm of love and prayer after a confession! In case of great transgression what miracle working power there is in a baptism of the holy water of parental tears!



The Need of the Home Council

After the foregoing account of the Home Council and how it is conducted as a character school, it is well to consider the need of this means of training and worship. One may ask, why have the Home Council at all? why not continue simply to have family worship? Because everybody knows that very few people actually have family worship; and with these few the program consists almost solely in reading the Bible and prayer. If every family in America could be induced to have that kind of family worship, it would be utterly inadequate to meet the demands for moral and religious training to-day. If, for any reason, one can do no better, he should by all means have that sort of family worship. But here the good may easily become the enemy of the best.

Again, one may ask, why not depend for religious instruction and worship upon the regular service of the church? Why adopt some new-fangled methods? This question may be answered by asking another, why should one not prefer to travel in an ox-cart instead of the train? why should one use the mail service? why should one use the telephone, or the telegraph, or the graphophone? why should one eat delicious apples instead of crab apples? All these are new-fangled things, things that did not exist a century ago. The chief reason for not being an old fogy is that it is sin to be an old fogy. It is sin to persist in using an old worn out instrument when God offers one a new and better instrument with which to do His work. We do not for a moment claim that the regular services of the church are worn out instruments; but we do insist that they are not adequate under present conditions for moral and religious training. The church needs the Home Council as a new means for enlarged service, and also needs to be reinforced by the latent resources that may be enlisted by the Home Council.

The present methods of the church were developed, in large measure, to meet conditions very different from those of the present. Formerly the ministry was composed of the ablest men of their time and they were the best educated men of their respective communities. They were the elect few scattered among a vast multitude of ignorant and uncultured people. The most natural and sensible thing to do then was for the people to assemble in congregations at stated intervals where the educated ministers could direct their worship and give them religious instruction. The ministers alone were sufficiently trained to properly direct worship and give religious instruction; and the very limited Christian literature was not generally accessible even to the few people who could read. But to-day conditions are quite otherwise. Everybody is more or less educated. At least most people can read, or some one in the family can read, and the level of general culture is far above what it was a few generations ago. Many church members are better educated than the ministers and almost any parent to-day can direct religious training in the home. Certainly there is an unlimited supply of Christian literature available everywhere. The church formerly was like an army with a few highly trained officers but the private soldiers were raw, untrained recruits. Now the whole army is trained in the manner that the church has been able to train it and it is well equipped for its task. The problem now is how to put this vast army to work and also how to give it a more intensive training.

It would be a disgrace for the church if, after all these centuries of preaching and teaching, most of the fathers and mothers in it were still unable to conduct worship and religious training in their homes. Especially so with such helps as this book aims to supply. Practically all parents can take this volume and, with such guidance as the pastor may give, conduct the Home Council. This new means of service will then open a great untapped reservoir of power for the future church and direct the way to its supreme opportunity.



A United Family

The Home Council is built on the idea of a united family. Of course it becomes impossible to have a satisfactory Home Council with the family scattered,—the father at the club, the mother at the missionary meeting, the daughter at a party, the son somewhere other than home. With the home habitually broken up like that it is also impossible to have a satisfactory husband and wife and child. There never was, and there never can be, a club, or society, or party, or anything else that the sun shines on, important enough, or attractive enough, to justify members of the family in habitually neglecting this school of character and fellowship. If one’s soul is worth more than a little gold or pleasure, he should do this thing seriously and in dead earnest. If there is one thing in all one’s life that cannot be trifled with it is his home; and the one thing that is indispensable for the proper fellowship, unity and happiness of the family is the Home Council.

When one puts business or pleasure above his home, he that moment starts on the down grade to soul ruin. The loss of a fortune is nothing compared with the loss of home. When the club becomes more attractive to any man than his home, it is time for him to confess in bitter shame that he has failed to measure up to the supreme opportunity of his life and has flunked in the final test of true manhood. No other success can compensate for failure in the home. This is the one thing of limitless potentialities on earth. The poorest shack of a home in which love prevails over a united family is of greater value to God and future humanity than the richest bank on earth. In such a home God can work miracles and will work miracles. The greatest miracle that King Herod ever saw was John the Baptist. The religious home, though poor, produced John the Baptist. The most dazzling miracle of all history is Jesus of Nazareth. His education was that of a united religious home. Pure hearts in a pure home are always in whispering distance of Heaven. In such a home there is always a key which one may use in opening the reservoirs of the Infinite and start a Pentecost. The great, good God who made this world ordained man and woman for the home and He is seeing to it that they may search the whole world over but will never find the sweetest joys of life anywhere but in the home. In obedience to God’s law for human life, one should make it his highest ambition to build an ideal home. Make home your hobby; for, if anyone makes a loving home with all his heart, he can never miss Heaven.

The Home Council not only unifies the home, but it is the antidote to much evil thought and misunderstanding. A divorce can hardly take place where there is a Home Council, and serious alienation of members of the family becomes all but impossible. Mean and ugly souls will not grow out of a home where the Home Council is faithfully observed. One should, therefore, make everything bend to this; for if the home is kept sweet, thoughtful and reverent in united fellowship, character will grow to be pure and noble and strong in spite of all outside influences.



Real Training

It has been suggested that the Home Council is rather severe and that some parents themselves might not be able to stand the daily test involved. Yes, it is severe, in the sense that God is severe. We have surely had enough of the “milk and water” kind of religious training. The church to-day has practically a monopoly of religious education; and yet no other kind of educational work is done with so little time and effort. It is limited largely to one day a week and even then the methods employed in the thirty minutes of class work a week would not measure up to the educational standards of any school. A high school student gives more time to the study of mathematics in one week than a Sunday School student devotes to the study of the Bible and religion during an entire year. The Protestant Church is not at present in a position to give thorough moral and religious training in its own buildings. It has depended too much on the public school for education, not being fully aware of the tragic significance of the fact that the public school has assumed that it is prohibited by law from giving religious training. The Sunday School is tremendously important; so is the public library. But, if a nation were starving for lack of food, it would not be difficult to see the limitations of a public library in one direction at least. The Sunday School has been employed by the church for a long time; and the present world upheaval, lawlessness, and immorality are overwhelming evidence that the Sunday School has very serious limitations in its program for moral education. The primary work of the Sunday School is in teaching the Bible and promoting worship. Its work must be entirely voluntary and no thorough-going educational program can be carried out on purely voluntary methods.

There are but two agencies in America that have sufficient authority to enforce educational standards,—the school (which really means the government) and the home. Inasmuch as the government discourages the public school from giving religious instruction in any effective manner it is impossible at present for adequate moral and religious training to be given in this country except in the home, under the direction and inspiration of the church.



Heredity and Environment

The Home Council is based on biological laws, which are as truly the laws of God as the Ten Commandments. Humanity is paying a staggering penalty for its persistent disregard of these laws of life. Heredity gives a person the constitution that he brings into the world with him at birth, which includes his entire physical, mental and moral being. Environment consists of all the external influences that are brought to bear upon one’s life after birth. A horse is exactly what it inherits from its parents plus what its environment brings to its development. It can never be any more or less than these two factors give it. It has no control over either heredity or environment. Neither has man any control of his individual inheritance, but he has power to determine in large measure the constitution of his own children; and he has tremendous ability to control his own environment, and he has almost limitless control over the environment of his children. On the last day of a man’s life he is what he inherited from his parents plus all that has been given to him by environment since his birth. He is nothing more and can be not one whit less.

However, those who read this book can do absolutely nothing to improve their own hereditary constitution. At birth they were imprisoned for life behind impenetrable walls of heredity, such as race, sex, color, and all main features of body, mind and spirit. They cannot add one cubit unto their stature, nor fundamentally change a single brain cell. “Can the Ethiopian change his skin, or the leopard his spots?” “Though thou shouldst beat a fool into dust in a mortar with a pestle yet will not his foolishness depart from him.” Every child receives from a long ancestral line his hereditary constitution, physical, mental and moral, which is his sole capital stock for the business of life. This capital stock he can never increase or decrease. His heredity is forever a sealed book which no man can open.

Likewise there is another kind of inheritance which every child receives; it is the inheritance of environment. One child is born in a Christian home of culture and another is born in a savage hut of filth and crime. All the good or evil influences that surround each child are entirely beyond his control. His parents and society generally are responsible to him for the influences that surround his young life. These influences determine largely his entire future career. One child is born in Africa and grows to maturity without any knowledge of language except a few crude words and he worships the moon; another child is born in America, in a Christian home, is educated to appreciate the literature of the world and he worships God. The difference is one of inheritance and environment. An exceedingly important document says: “All men are created equal.” Yet it is practically certain that just the opposite is the truth— that “no two persons in all the world are created equal” either as to heredity or the opportunities afforded by environment.

Notwithstanding the unequal inheritance of both constitution and environment, every normal human life is so marvelously endowed that it has infinite possibilities for development. The arrival of a baby is an event of tremendous significance. No wonder the angels sang at the birth of Jesus. It is to the credit of humanity that the most extensively observed holiday on earth is that in commemoration of the birth of a baby. But how few of those who were living at the time of Jesus’ birth really appreciated the full significance of that event! So it is with every child coming into the world. No one—not even his own mother—can possibly comprehend the vast potentialities of his life. And who can ever look at a baby and think of the terrible risk surrounding his life from disease, accident and death and not feel a shudder? In the case of the babyhood and childhood of Jesus, how careless must have been the people with whom he was associated. How often his tender life must have been exposed to disease and death. It almost makes one’s heart stop beating to think of the possibility of some terrible accident that might have blown out his life—the light of the world. Impossible! We feel so now, of course. But who knows how many great lives have been destroyed in childhood? Think of the Platos and Dantes and Miltons and Pasteurs that must have perished in infancy!

Even those who actually live to maturity hardly have one chance in a million to find an adequate opportunity for the full expression of their personalities. Washington might have been a farmer all his life. Pasteur might have remained a tanner. The calamity of calamities is the loss of human talent either by death in childhood or by misdirected careers. If, by any sort of method, America could for one century conserve its “ten talent” and “five talent” lives, and see that they are given proper rearing, education and support in the unfolding of their limitless capacities for service to civilization, a new race would then develop with a larger percentage of supermen than ever appeared in one generation.

One aim of the Home Council is to stress the infinite worth of every individual human life and to facilitate the discovery of traits of character and ability, so that parents may be enabled to conserve and develop the best in the lives of their growing children. Nothing is so recklessly squandered to-day as human life. Almost any child has capacity to excel in some particular line of endeavor. And every generation has thousands of children with latent genius for service to human kind. In the daily studies of the Home Council the parents may readily find the true bent of the child’s life and then by sympathetic direction and encouragement lead him on toward the field of activity where his gifts will achieve the largest opportunity for expression.

There is a wise providence in the fact that a child approaches maturity very gradually. No other animal is so long as man in coming to its full growth. It is this long period of growth for eighteen or twenty years that gives education such vast possibilities with human life. During this lengthened period from birth to maturity the home is the supreme factor in the life of the child. No other influence can begin to compare with that of the home during the first twenty years of a person’s life. During the first twelve years of a child’s life he is in school 3,240 hours; he is in church and Sunday School 416 hours; and in the home (not counting twelve hours for sleep daily), 52,560 hours. In other words, the child, during the first twelve years of his life, spends sixteen times as many waking hours in home as in school and one hundred and twenty-six times as many hours in home as in church. Since it is during these early years in one’s life that character is largely made, it is not difficult to see the relative value of the educative processes in school, church and home. If a child’s home life is neglected or impoverished during this period, it is absolutely impossible for the school or church or any other institution to compensate for this fatal loss. That child is doomed to carry forever in his soul the marks of a stunted character, due to his having been robbed of the refining and enriching spiritual processes that go on ceaselessly in every true home. Of all the factors that enter into the environment of a child, or of any one else for that matter, the home is by far the most powerful. So much so that one may say that home either makes or mars character. The child, from the day of his birth for at least twelve years, is so dominated by the influences of home—whether good or evil—that he is absolutely helpless to resist them. What a heart-moving responsibility, then, rests upon parents to see to it that the home influences are all that they should be!

The supremely essential factor in the environment of every child is that of God. Rob a child of his conscious relation to God during his first twelve years of life and you commit a crime against him, which leaves his character dwarfed and impoverished forever. He never can become what he might have been.

For more than one hundred and fifty generations humanity has been advancing in civilization, here and there on the earth, just to the extent that each successive generation of children has been improved by environmental influences. The home influence is so essential in the environment of growing character that no civilization has ever been developed apart from the home. The measure of civilization in all generations and among all races is determined by the character of the home life. Of all the ancient peoples none ever reached the high standard of culture attained in Attica between 500 and 300 B.C. It was precisely during those two centuries that the Greeks devoted most attention to the home and maintained the purest ideals as to marriage and home life. In the whole Christian Era the home is the yardstick of progress. Nations have advanced in civilization in proportion to the purity and strength of the homes of the people, and they have declined just to the extent that the home has been neglected and corrupted. Rome would in all probability have maintained her unchallenged mastery until now, but for the fact that her citizenship was allowed to degenerate and her home life was permitted to disintegrate owing to the growth of wealth and selfishness, which made marriage unfashionable, home sanctity unpopular, immorality general, and sterility and national death inevitable. Other civilizations have flourished in the past, such as Assyria, Greece and Carthage. If America is able to profit by the fatal mistake that brought destruction to those nations, she will devote herself to the fundamental task of exalting and enriching the homes of her people; and if she holds herself firmly to this task as her primary interest, her immortality as a nation is as certain as the laws of God.

The home is to human character what the sunlight is to plant life. Without the chlorophyllian rays of the sun all plant life on this earth would shortly perish; and without the character-making influences of home human life would, in a few generations, revert to savagery. The quality and strength of home influences in childhood determines, in very large measure, the whole future career and character of those persons. The home influences, either for good or evil, far outweigh all other influences in the entire environment of a child.

What America needs to-day above wealth, and lands, and power, and learning even, is a great recall to the fundamental task of creating a culture of people on this planet with loftier ideals, and more unselfish hearts than ever appeared before. The only possible way by which that service can be rendered posterity is by exalting and enriching the home life of the people. The method in this supremely important undertaking is the Home Council. It will maintain the right home relations, it will produce the right soil of reverence and righteousness and love out of which noble character can grow. It is quite possible to have a home so saturated with moral and spiritual influences that members of the family will always thereafter make their choices in accord with those good influences. It is the aim of the Home Council to create in the heart of the coming generation a love of home that will forever make it the chief interest and loyalty of every citizen from early childhood.

This kind of love of home has also a power of spiritual alchemy in it For when the members of the family go out from the Home Council, with their lives held true to the moral magnetism of home, and meet evil temptation in the world, they will react from it in a manner that actually strengthens their moral fiber, and thus they are enabled to extract from the temptation itself a real benefit. The Nation’s laws of righteousness are then written in the hearts of her citizens rather than on the statute books.



The Supreme Opportunity of the Church

This supreme opportunity is not something that is intended to vastly increase the membership of the church nor to enhance its material resources (though both will follow); but something that will enable the church to develop the moral and religious character of its membership and thereby immeasurably enhance its ability to advance the Kingdom of God. The church (the Protestant Church in particular) has, in recent times, allowed itself to be gradually disarmed and has permitted other agencies to limit its field of service. For example, the time was when the church exalted the sacraments to a place of supreme importance. Baptism, Confirmation, Penance, Holy Orders, Marriage, Unction, and the Lord’s Supper were the seven sacraments once employed by the church with all but irresistible force. But Protestants have almost entirely rejected all these as sacraments except the first and last. The others were abandoned because the Medieval Church had clothed them in disgusting garments of falsehood. In rejecting the false clothes, the Protestant Church cast out the body of truth as well. This was a great mistake in one respect at least; for of all the sacraments none had more solid arguments in its favor, both Scriptural and scientific, than marriage. But marriage is regarded by very few Protestants as a sacrament, and Baptism and the Lord’s Supper are decreasingly employed as means of worship.

At one time the Confessional, also, was a means of moral and religious training of the greatest value. As a means of giving relief to consciences under a burden of fear or guilt, and as a means of preventing sin, crime and even insanity, the church has never had an instrument that could have been employed with better results than the Confessional. Yet this tremendous agency is no longer used by the Protestant Church; because the Roman Church, with its unmarried priesthood, had once permitted such terrible abuses of this means of service. Again, the Protestants protested too much; for they became so indignant with the abuse of the instrument that they rejected the instrument altogether. The Protestant Church has failed to find any other instrument to take its place. It is never well to destroy the crutches of a cripple until one has available some better means for him to walk with.

A further disarming of the church has taken place in the matter of education. The church always has been interested in education. In all history it has been the chief promoter of education and the greatest conserver of the products of science. This should be said often these days, for there is a considerable number of “scientists” abroad in the land, amusing themselves with a lot of noise, criticizing the church; when the fact is that they themselves could never have had an education at all in the modem sense but for the church. If Christianity had been content to stay in Palestine, all of us Americans and Europeans would be little better off than our ancestors were before the church reached them with education; and we, too, would likely be drinking water, as they did, out of the skulls of slain enemies.

The power of the Roman Church to-day is due in large measure to her relentless grip on her educational forces. Early in the Protestant Church great emphasis was placed on education. In fact the Sunday School itself for a long time was more than simply a school of religion; for in it such subjects as reading, writing and arithmetic were regularly taught. There is scarcely a non-state college or university in the land that did not get its inspiration from the church, and most of these institutions were actually established by the church.

But to-day the educational work of the Protestant Church is relatively a very small part of the educational program of the Nation, and its educational work cannot possibly keep pace with the growth of church membership and population. At least ninety per cent of the educational work of America is done by the state and by private corporations. In the former church schools Jesus and the Bible were supreme; but in the state and private schools to-day Jesus and the Bible are either unwelcome or they are admitted patronizingly. There are some notable exceptions, of course, but no one can deny that, on the whole, the public and private schools of this country are conducted largely without Jesus and the Bible. Furthermore, the church is helpless to remedy this situation in the schools.

Another process is going on which still further weakens the influence of the church,—the development of social service agencies outside the church. All social service that is worthy of the name gets its inspiration from the Bible and especially from Jesus. Yet much of the social work is being conducted with an apologetic attitude towards the Bible and the church. This new profession of social service is growing rapidly and promises shortly to become a strong rival of the church.

The church still retains two instruments which other agencies have not, to any great extent, employed,— preaching and teaching the Bible in the Sunday School. But with an educated public within easy reach of good literature and the motion picture, preaching is no longer regarded by the public as so essential as formerly. One may now read excellent sermons at home or actually stay at home and hear sermons by radio. Our position is not that preaching is less important than formerly, but that these new conditions cause the public to think so, and that attitude on the part of the public is a fact that must be reckoned with.

The Sunday School has a distinct field to occupy. As an agency for creating social conscience, for promoting public worship and for stimulating interest in the Bible it is remarkably effective. In comparison with the time devoted to its work, no other educational agency can approach the Sunday School in effective results. Its success is due, however, not so much to the efficiency of its methods as to the fact that it is dealing with motives.

In any case preaching and the Sunday School are not enough. If every preacher were the best educated man in his community and if every Sunday School were conducted with a higher educational standard than the college, it would still be impossible for the church to achieve its task of leavening the whole of human society with the Gospel and spirit of Jesus, so as to transform the world into a real brotherhood. Many people do not go to church at all, and those who do attend seldom spend more than two or three hours a week in the church. Again, those who habitually attend church need these services least of all the people. Some method must be found for reaching effectively those who are now beyond the reach of the church, and for holding their attention to moral and religious ideas longer than is now possible for the church, either in the Sunday School or public worship.

The public school has the children for five days a week; the motion picture is open seven days a week; the hardening and embittering influences of Mammon are at work every day in the year; and the spirit of evil is abroad in the land everywhere day and night. In such a situation some means must be found speedily whereby religious motives can be given a longer time exposure on the human conscience. The entire church membership should be mobilized for moral and religious training every day of the year. Furthermore, this training must be accompanied by some means of giving immediate expression to growing religious impulses and motives. The church can no longer afford to have its services minister simply, or chiefly, to church members. It is a very poor sort of an army that exists simply to feed itself. The church services need to be so reconstructed as to enlist the entire membership for real work, and the object must be something less selfish than to gain for one’s self eternal bliss; it should be to serve the entire population of the neighborhood, at least, for the purpose of making it pure, healthful, righteous and happy.

Much of the energy of the Church in past ages has been wasted in fields that it bad no right whatever to enter. For example, “Uniformity” seems to have been one of the unfortunate aims of the Church. Some denominations are still trying even to establish uniformity in dress, especially for the ministry. For centuries uniformity of thought was sought. But uniformity of thought is impossible in an individual, much less in a growing generation. “When I was a child, I thought as a child; but when I became a man, I put away childish things.” In that sentence the Apostle Paul gives an outline of mental growth for himself. Only a dead person mentally can maintain uniformity of thought for any length of time. Every day changes one’s views in some degree.

Likewise uniformity of belief is impossible. Any creed is out of date the day after it is written. Jesus never wrote a creed. In fact He handled the Ten Commandments in a perfectly terrific manner to show that they were no longer adequate for the conscience of a growing civilization. No man can write what I believe, and no man or group of men knows enough about anything to tell me what I should believe about any matter. The rights of a religious teacher stop with the presentation of evidence. The opinions and beliefs formed on the basis of the evidence are absolutely the right of the individual.

The scandal of the Twentieth Century is the wrangling over “the fundamentals.” In the very nature of the case a “heresy trial,” or “heresy boycott” is sin. One’s beliefs are acquired by two processes—heredity and education. One can no more change his beliefs to conform to creeds than he can change his hair to conform to the color of a picture. Only sincere persons have beliefs at all, all others have merely “make beliefs,” which is hypocrisy. So it is a fine day that humanity is getting away from the unspeakable folly of heresy trials and heresy discussions. We are coming to see that uniformity is as impossible in beliefs and opinions as in climate.

Jesus sought uniformity in one thing only,—in good feeling. “Love thy neighbor as if he were thyself.” Jesus would say to this and every generation: “Give people perfect freedom to think as they please and to believe as they please, only insist that they keep their minds open and their hearts clean and sweet.” After all the great mission of the church is to secure uniformity of good feeling. The home is the school of the heart. In heart education the home has almost a monopoly. Here are infinite resources almost forgotten by the church. Civilization is lopsided because the education of the heart has not kept pace with physical and mental training. Science has far outrun conscience. The laboratory has been made more efficient than the home. The crying need of the hour is for everybody to make his home a real school of the heart and devote himself daily to training in conscience and good-will.

We are convinced that the Home Council is at least one method, if not the method, for achieving this worthy objective. While the church has abandoned certain methods and frequently changed her methods to meet new conditions, she always has possession of limitless resources for human service. Since the Protestant Reformation she has been yielding ground, in a sense, much as the French army retreated before the first German drive towards Paris. Retreat, however, was not defeat; for they were really preparing during the retreat for the final test which came at the battle of the Marne, and there the Germans were defeated. Retreat in that instance meant victory. So it may prove to be with the church of to-day. Possibly in the process of limiting her field of service, even though it has been done unwillingly, the church has unconsciously been preparing herself for the greatest forward movement of all time. It may have been the very best thing for the church to yield the educational field in large measure, and other fields, that she might have occupied for awhile, in order that she might now be free to devote her undivided strength to the present task which constitutes her supreme opportunity to serve humanity.

We are ready at last for reaping the golden harvest which has been produced by the labor of countless workers and the blood of a multitude of martyrs through centuries of Christian growth. All the evangelism, all the religious instruction, all the moral training, all the religious literature, all the sacred music—in short— all the products of Christianity since the crucifixion of Jesus are now needed and are available for the final crusade of the church in a world-wide movement to Christianize the home. The church has trained millions of men and women who may, if properly directed by the ministers, give daily religious instruction in their Home Councils. Fathers and mothers do not need to wait for any further call, or appointment, to become religious teachers in their homes. God has already called them through their qualifications and ordained them by virtue of their relations to children for a priestly service as sacred as that of any minister. They are in truth God’s priests and prophets. The custom of specially setting apart a select class of men and training them and ordaining them for the ministry grew out of the intellectual and moral poverty of society. Their opportunity is enlarged and enhanced by virtue of the work already accomplished in religious education. Compared with past ages, society is now rich intellectually and morally, and consequently the minister’s function is enhanced ten fold. With rare exceptions parents in the church are competent to give religious instruction to their own children and officiate in religious service in their own homes, provided they are properly directed and instructed for the specific work by the ministers and given suitable literature.

What an opportunity of service is unfolded here! Let any minister begin preaching on the sanctity of the home, teaching parents their sacred relation to the home as coworkers with God in training character, showing the necessity for daily moral and religious instruction in the home directed by the parents. Let him follow this awakening of interest in the home by urging his members to have their homes specially dedicated. Let him begin dedicating the homes, to be cherished as the center of all the interests and affection of the family, to be maintained as a school of character, to be kept as a lamp of life radiating beauty and service, to be safeguarded with the utmost diligence as a unit of God’s Kingdom that His will may be done therein as it is done in Heaven, to be loved as the sacred shrine that links this life to Heaven by daily service and worship and fellowship. If ever it was important and religious to dedicate a church, it is thrice needful to dedicate a home, wherein God’s creative work is really done and wherein He ever exerts, through parental influence, His most enduring impressions on growing character. A house need not be owned by the occupant, though, of course, that is better; the material building is the least consideration in making a home. At the dedication of each home, an altar of worship should be erected to God and the parents should pledge themselves to maintain that altar with diligent devotion.

(A form for the dedication of a home may be found in Part Three of this book.)

As soon as the homes of a church are dedicated, it will become necessary for the minister to arrange for frequent visits to these daily Home Councils that he may give instruction and inspiration. This will not be a perfunctory “pastoral call,” but a serious, purposeful service. It will also be needful for the pastor to have a weekly meeting of the parents and others who lead in Home Councils. What better use can possibly be made of the mid-week service? It becomes not simply a prayer-meeting, but a church council, rooted in and sustained by, the Home Councils. The mid-week service now ceases to be a problem and becomes a power—the most lively and vitalizing meeting of the church.

As the interest grows in the Home Council movement, the pastor will find it desirable to have two new classes organized in the Sunday School,—the Fathers’ Council and the Mothers’ Council, composed of those who lead in the Home Councils. Through these two classes the Sunday School multiplies itself many fold; for the members of these classes are engaged in religious training of a most definite kind every day and instructing many that had never gone to Sunday School at all. Likewise the Young People’s Society and all other departments of church activity will take on new life and growth. Presently this Pentecostal fire will be burning all over the community and there will be kindled, not a revival flash, but a conflagration of religious fervor.

A more effective educational enterprise, a better type of evangelism and a more comprehensive social work than the church had ever achieved will then develop on a solid and lasting foundation. In the home, therefore, lies the supreme opportunity of the church at this hour. It is the mission field of every church member. No more apostolic call was ever heard than this challenge that comes to the church now, to devote herself to the exaltation of the home, to the evangelization of the home, to the moral education of the home, to the erection of altars of worship in the home, to the establishment of the Kingdom of God in the home. Herein may also be found the supreme opportunity of the church for all time. The home is the field wherein the long-delayed triumph of the church is to be achieved. Let the church rise to this call of God and occupy this field with apostolic seal, and to-morrow a great outpouring of religious power will sweep over the land as Jerusalem was awakened by Pentecost.



The Home and God’s Commonwealth

It is well to pause here and gain a view of the relative value of the home as compared with other agencies. We must not lose sight of the fact that human society to-day is very far from the simple ideal that Jesus set for it. He meant for it to be developed as a brotherhood; it is a ceaseless battle of warring strife and competition. He intended humanity to grow as a unit—a world-wide commonwealth; it is all cut to pieces by endless antagonistic factions. He meant for the home to be the unit in this commonwealth of God; modern forces are set for its complete annihilation as an essential institution of society. In the vast multitude of organizations—all confused in the meshwork of false theories—there is great danger that both the state and the church may forget, or minimize, the essentials.

It has actually come about in American society at least, notwithstanding the efforts of the state and church, that most of the people are being driven everlastingly, hither and thither, in great haste and with exhausting toil, “getting ready to live,” either here or hereafter; while these same people are missing the best of life altogether, and are spending their time in a form of servitude just one remove from slavery of soul and body.

There is also a ceaseless scramble of organizations for the service and allegiance of everybody. Nations, religions, races, denominations, parties, societies, associations, lodges, circles, clubs, and an endless creation of new agencies for people to “belong to.” How long is it going to take humanity to learn the simple, but all important, lesson that all these things are secondary aids, or hindrances, to the only two absolutely essential interests on earth—the home and God’s commonwealth. It is needful to keep in mind, however, that human society is very young and many things have to be tolerated now in this child-life of the race that will seem very foolish as humanity grows toward maturity.

At one time there were few families on earth. For protection against ferocious beasts, these families united to form tribes for mutual protection. Later tribes united to form nations; and nations, conscious of great power, set out to exploit other nations. Humanity is still engaged in this barbarous business of setting up nation against nation, race against race, religion against religion. Much of the time and energy of each successive generation, as it passes toward the grave, is expended in maintaining these rivalries that they may be handed on as crushing burdens to the next generation.

Jesus taught the oneness of humanity. He walked right across national, racial and religious boundary lines. According to His teaching the whole world is God’s home and every human being is His child. His aim was to bring all men to recognize these facts and to live brotherly. He meant for His followers to help Him in this sublime business of pulling the ideal Heaven down out of the clouds and make this old whirling globe heavenly, the Kingdom, the Home, of God.

The Great War revealed in an astounding manner how poorly the idea of a universal brotherhood had taken hold in the thought of peoples. From 1914 to 1920 humanity reverted to the law of the jungle and lived about as if Jesus had never laid down a new law for the government of human kind. This law may be stated in two quotations:—“resist not evil,” but “overcome evil with good.” Jesus is still a thousand years ahead of the human procession. His law has never been tried seriously and thoroughly except by a few martyrs here and there in history. But we should never forget that absolutely every inch of ground gained for the advance of humanity has been won by those few who had the martyr spirit and who did live in accordance with the law of Jesus. They learned what was meant by “resist not evil,” but “overcome evil with good.” They are the only real conquerors in history. They have accomplished what all the kings and rulers and armies for ten thousand years could not do,—they alone have been used by God to change the texture of the human soul so as to make a new type of being out of him; one that will not make war and commit sin. Kings and armies cannot do that; martyrs can, and martyrs grow only in homes of religion.

Are you looking for a solution of the problems of life? are you searching for a remedy for man’s torturing ills? Do not look about you at governments and organizations, for they are no better than the people that compose them; but look far ahead and there on the hilltop of the centuries stands One with scarred hands and the marks of a crown of thorns and He will give you the remedy: “Overcome Evil With Good.” He is calling His followers to live out this new law of life in our day. Governments, schools, societies, clubs and other agencies do not understand this law of life; they laugh at it, and often teach just the opposite. If the “survival of the fittest” ever was the law of the beast, Jesus certainly never meant that it should be the law of the children of God. He brought a new force into the world by which He means to lift man to a plane level with God, where he never stoops to use violence, but destroys violence with gentleness; never takes up the sword, but makes the sword useless by brotherliness; never wounds, but heals; never hates, but loves; never dies, but lives.

Where are these ideas taught in dead earnest and lived out in daily conduct? Jesus lived them in the home of Nazareth and along the highway of service and on the cross of Calvary. There is no place where these ideas can be taught and lived so effectually as in the home and on the cross. The church is called to cut herself loose from the entangling false ideas and meshwork of over-organization and dogma, and simplify her task as Jesus simplified His task, by exalting the home as God’s institution and by teaching universal brotherhood as the law of God’s Kingdom.

In the Home Council, then, these two cardinal ideas must ever be held before the mind,—that the home is God’s supreme institution on earth and that the whole human race belongs to God’s commonwealth and must be brought to abandon the law of the jungle and live the law of love and thereby establish the Rule of God throughout the earth. One’s allegiance to God carries with it loyalty to God’s institution—the home, and to God’s commonwealth—humanity as a whole. The supreme business of life, therefore, becomes the exaltation of the home in which individuals are trained, one by one, for citizenship in God’s Commonwealth and for membership in God’s Kingdom.

No fact in history reveals the stupidity of man with such disheartening humiliation as his failure to learn and obey God’s laws for the family. Man has devoted more time to the study of war than to the study of home; he has been content to be taxed a hundred times more for instruments with which his brothers might be destroyed than for homes in which his own offspring might be trained and saved. Science has devoted more time to the study of microbes than to the aid of mothers. Governments spend thirty times more to promote the good breeding of hogs than to conserve the health of babies. Man has been too prone to search the starry heavens for wisdom, while his own children were being smothered by preventable disease at his feet. If one hundredth part of the time and energy spent by men in the gambling game of money-making were devoted to the building and maintenance of ideal homes, this world would become the Kingdom of God in three generations.

The home is the one stable institution. Business changes as it emerges gradually from the barbarous rules of gambling competition towards helpful cooperation in trade; government changes as it slowly shifts from destructive warfare and suppression to constructive production and education; the church changes as it reluctantly advances from dependence for salvation upon sacrifices and ordinances to follow the path of human service which the world’s Savior hallowed by spending Himself going about doing good. But the home is permanent. God’s law for the home is as secure as the law of gravitation. It changes not. One man and one woman devoted for life to the united service of rearing children into ideal manhood and womanhood in the privacy of a common center of affection is the law of the home. All eternity will hardly improve upon this institution of God.

In pleading for a return to the ideals of home and for home training, we have frequently had friends say to us: “We admire your courage, but you are undertaking the impossible; for the whole tide of modern civilization is away from the home.” But what we plead for is not impossible. It is the only practical thing left. There is no other door through which Christianity can become thoroughly effective in the present generation. The present tide towards the disintegration of the home is utterly impossible; for that means that both the church and state will shortly be engulfed in ruin. No government can endure unless the great majority of citizens regard their oath as inviolable. True respect for one’s oath can be taught only in the early days of a child’s life. It is impossible to teach this essential lesson of citizenship without home influence. It is during the first eight or nine years of a child’s life that its mind is being polarized. If during this time its life-course is set true to the magnetic needle of reverence toward God and confidence in man, all the after life must move in the same direction. The home is the only institution in which this polarization of a child’s life can be accomplished in the proper manner; and the means employed are the love and character of father and mother and sister and brother in the home.

A distinguished clergyman came to us some time ago and said: “With all the outside interests clamoring for the attention of children and young people, it is simply impossible to make the home interesting enough to hold these young lives.” The only thing wrong with that statement is that it is not true. Most of the “interests” that are supposed to be so “attractive” to young people outside the home are so superficial, colorless and tasteless that it really becomes quite easy to bring a young person to see the folly of them, and then he forms a disgust for these shallow shams and unrealities. Much of the activities outside the home to-day have no relation whatever to character growth; but the training of character is the whole business of young lives. If they miss that they lose everything, and are made to face their future with tragic certainty of defeat and failure.

Our children are intensely human and no girls get more real fun out of life than they. But their fun centers about the home, because it is far more fascinating to them than the silly commercialized amusements found by so many outside. Of course it takes time and much effort to make home attractive; but that is the chief business of parents,—to make home the center of interest and of training. For example, we named our home “Lochaven,” thinking it was a good name for a home. But the girls enjoyed life so abundantly therein that they chose another name. They call it “Two Acres of Heaven.” That is real to them; they feel just that way about it. Of course if a child comes to think of his home as “Three Flat Rooms of Hell,” he is not only going outside to find his amusement; but, being homeless, he is going into immorality, crime and shame, and in all probability will become a burden to the state. It is to take care of him and the millions of his associates that courts, prisons, insane hospitals and reformatories are maintained by a heavy tax on the people. Every patriotic citizen ought to support this cause with all his might, if for no other reason, because it is the best possible National life insurance.

Religion in all countries has failed, in large measure, to see the supreme importance of the home. Buddhism, Confucianism, Taoism, and Mohammedanism,—all failed to see the home in its true perspective. The Hebrew religion came nearer than any other to placing adequate importance on the home. The home was the unit in the Jewish Theocracy, and was recognized as the institution of Jehovah. To this day the home is regarded by the Jews as the most sacred institution on earth,—even more sacred than the synagogue. This fact accounts largely for the unsurpassed health, vitality, intelligence and morality of this wonderful race of people. Christianity, in the early history, likewise put the home in the position of supreme importance; but later on the Roman Church arrogated to itself the right to be revered with a greater degree of sanctity than the home.

The home life of Jesus is the key to a right understanding of His religion. His loyalty to his home distinguishes Him from all other founders of a religion. For thirty years he devoted himself to that one institution; and all that is revealed of His home indicates that it was the ideal to which other homes may aspire for all time. In His brief ministry it is interesting to note how frequently He seeks to get away from the crowd to find rest and fellowship in the soothing atmosphere of the home of some friend. His whole Gospel is clothed in the terminology of the home. Fatherhood and brotherhood are the big words in His Gospel, and they are family words. If circumstances had been such that He could have had a home of His own, we can fancy that it would have been the acme of the artist’s dream of simplicity, beauty, and reality; and we can feel certain that the fellowship in that home would have been so wholesome that poets would make it the favorite subject of their songs forever.

In our modern social order, however, even the Christian homes often are shamefully submerged under the superficiality of organizations and outside interests. Every conceivable agency is pulling fathers and mothers and children away from home. Every organization that is antagonistic or a hindrance to the home should be abolished. All agencies, like some theatres and clubs that habitually belittle the home and the family should be repudiated by all decent citizens. The central idea in all the work of the government, school and church should be the welfare of the home and the promotion of God’s Commonwealth. These secondary organizations should jealously safeguard the home to keep it free from interfering influences and to exalt it in the appreciation of the public to the place of sacred preeminence in society. There is yet one divine right on earth,—the right of the home, the divine right of the home, to live and function as God meant it should in the propagation and training of human life. No other right of society can be compared with this. To deny the right of the home altogether is to destroy civilization completely and to reduce the race to the law of the jungle once more. To exalt and enrich the home is the best possible way to promote human progress and happiness and to serve God.

It is needless to picture the ideal home; for, since more than half of the population of America is crowded into the cities, the ideal home for most of these transients is impossible. The city has become the great destroyer of home. The founders of our Nation had the good sense to build their homes in the country. George Washington established his home at Mount Vernon, three hours’ ride from the city. Thomas Jefferson built his home far out in the country, Monticello. Andrew Jackson practiced law in Nashville, but his home was twelve miles in the country and appropriately named “The Hermitage.” These wise leaders were familiar with the blighting evils of European cities. But instead of profiting by these object lessons, our people are now rushing headlong into the cities. And when they go to the city they are not satisfied simply to abandon the privacy and seclusion that they enjoyed in the country; but foolishly press just as far as possible to the other extreme. They choose the apartment house, and crowd together on the principle of “the more under one roof the merrier.” But the city flat has flattened the home; for in it children and play and music are not wanted. An appropriate name for a flat would be ” an institution for the aged and childless.” A true home is a place of poetry and romance. In the country home there is a whole vocabulary to portray the poetic imagery of life therein, such as “the hearth-stone,” “fireside,” “latch-string,” “guestroom.” These are words often found in poetry, but who ever wrote any poetry about a radiator? or refrigerator? or elevator? That is a moving sentiment expressed in the words, “Be it e’er so humble, there is no place like home.” But what becomes of the poetic beauty when you write it, “Be it e’er so humble, there is no place like my flat”? Often you will find in country homes the motto, “God bless our home.” But you may travel ten times around the world and you will never see the motto: “God bless our boarding house.”

Cities are built for industry and commerce, not for heart education and character. In the country character is the primary consideration and industry is a means to that end. In the country home there is much activity. There is work for all. The home is not cursed with servants. Character education is impossible apart from work In the city homes children are often robbed of their best chance for character development by parents who hire servants to do all the work. If the parents were wise they would often find it desirable to pay these same servants, if necessary, twice as much to stay away from their home so as to give the children the opportunity of character development by means of work. “In the sweat of man’s face he shall eat bread” is the law of God. In sympathetic fellowship in the work of home children learn the fundamental lessons of cooperation and fair dealing without which they can never become good citizens. Modern society presents a bewildering spectacle in this fact, that while the school has adopted as its guiding principle “learn to do by doing”; the family seems to have adopted as its aim “learn to live without work.” Here is one great movement towards work as a means of education, and another great movement in just the opposite direction, trying to find happiness in hiring people to do their work for them. One can no more grow in character by hiring others to do his work than he can get an education by hiring others to study his lessons for him. The great advantage of the country home over the city home is that the former has plenty of work for all, including the children, and thus each member of the family “learns to do by doing” and also learns to live by living.

There can be no real home without children. Home in the city is almost a failure for that reason. On most of these homes you could write: “Gone out of business”; and on others, “going out of business”; and on many, “bankrupt”; while on a few you might be able to write, “prospering.” Not prospering in money-making, but in home-making. Both wealth and poverty are dangers to the home. Avoid both. But children are essential to home and character growth.

Flowers do not grow well in the city; neither do children; and seldom does peace and real brotherly love dwell there; and in her streets reality is seldom seen. Even God seems to shun the city, for His hallowed presence is scarcely felt there, except where there are tears and broken hearts and sick people. The city is the great destroyer of character.

The country is the ideal place for a home. There is room in the country, and God is revealed everywhere in the country. The trees are His poems, the flowers are His paintings, the animals are His pets, the birds all belong to His choir, and the children are His angels in the country; and there the old men and women are His saints clothed in reverence and love; and there the pure stars tell of His glory. In the country there is quiet; the noises are either the cheerful voices of life or tire pathetic cries of death—both deepen sympathy and cultivate the heart of man. In the night there is a real darkness and a solemn wholesome stillness, in which parental love is always busy weaving the garments of hope for the little ones who are starting out on life’s rough way—a road so full of danger that memory has marked many a place of peril. In the country the soul can expand; there the heart has ears to hear the music of universal harmony; there the soul has eyes to see the invisible realities—a Heaven of immortals let down all about one’s life; there one realizes his citizenship in eternity and learns the meaning of his membership in the family of God. It becomes, therefore, a solemn duty for everyone to aspire to escape from the poisoned breath of city lungs, furnaces and money and go out to God’s open country to build a home, where it is not so difficult to keep it pure and sweet and to maintain it as a character school for God.

We have a vision that in some golden age ahead the city will disappear. As steam made the city, electricity will unmake it. Then all over this beautiful, wonderful earth all the people will be living in happy families; and every family will live in its own home on a small plot of ground that not only produces food and shade, but also affords many sacred memories of infinite worth to growing character. In that far-off good day coming, there will be no child-labor problem; war will have been forgotten with all its horror of blood and burden of taxation; and hate will have been cleansed from the soul of man, who has learned the glory of living by the law of love and cooperation instead of hate and competition. In that far-off good time the making of laws will have ceased forever. Governments will be composed of great teachers who interpret the laws of God as discovered by science—laws regarding health, justice and human relations. There will be but one nation—the Kingdom of God, and there will be but one Ruler—our Father in a heavenly world. Then will be fulfilled the prayer of Jesus that the will of God be done on earth as it is done in Heaven. That day, however, is far in the future; what is the present situation?

The issue of to-day is plainly this: America is at the parting of the ways; one is the steep, narrow road of home sanctity and moral training, and the other is the broad, easy-going highway of home disintegration and licentiousness. The former leads ever upward towards the fulfillment of the poet’s dream of the perfection of character and universal brotherhood; the latter descends towards barbarism and another “dark age.” Which way, America? That is the question. Well may the angels in Heaven pause for an answer. The welfare of every human life on this earth for a million years will be affected by that answer; for as goes America so goes the world for a long, long time.

If an impartial court were asked to pass judgment today and if the testimony were limited to visible evidence, the decision would unquestionably be: “America has rejected the home and chosen the downward way.” Our hope is in the things invisible. Above the horrors of greed, crime and war, God still lives. That fact is the most important evidence in this case. Also in the present bedlam of human folly and excess it is still true that the heart of man grows sick of things that perish and yearns for the things that endure. For a thousand years our ancestors labored and fought for the home as the great essential of civilization. The martyrs of that idea have sanctified every acre on earth. Though there are many profane hands of Mammon and Pleasure now pulling down the shrine of home, do not lose hope. God and the deeper yearnings of man for character and home will outweigh all evidence to the contrary. When all the evidence shall have been submitted there will be a unanimous verdict: “America chooses the way of home and character and brotherhood.” And there will be rejoicing in Heaven when that verdict is announced.

For such a glorious hour in America this book has been prepared. It is America’s guide to the way of home and character and brotherhood. It points out the indelible stamp of heredity on human life and shows that our sole hope for the present generation lies in training and environment, which includes God. It makes clear the impossibility of school and church to accomplish the task of the home in character training. It reminds us that Christianity is preeminently a religion of home, and appeals to the church to regard character education in the home as her supreme opportunity and mission field. It puts a danger signal before the gate of the city and warns the home builder to locate his character school in the country. It gives a definite method in the Home Council for moral and religious training. It provides daily lessons for use in the Home Council and many other helps for the exaltation and enrichment of home life.

America always has liked to do big things. Here is something bigger and harder than a world war. Here is a substitute for war. Let the Nation devote herself to a new crusade—a crusade not to destroy but to save, a crusade to make a Nation of ideal homes. May America be distinguished chiefly in history not for her vast expanse of territory, not for her industrial achievements, not for her colossal wealth, not for her inventive genius, but for that which is far more excellent for civilization than all of these. Let the homes of America be the glory of the world and the saviors of civilization.





PART TWO: Daily Readings for The Home Council


Daily Program


	To-day’s Reading.

	Discussion of the Daily Reading.

	To-day’s Review:

	Has anyone lost his self-control or wronged himself to-day?

	Has anyone mistreated others by word or act as to his person or property?

	What helpful service has anyone rendered others?

	What good thought or resolution has anyone had?

	Does each one feel that God is pleased with the record of his life to-day?




	Music (this should be optional).

	Prayer (this should be optional).




A Family Prayer

Our Father God,

May Thy name ever be hallowed in our home, and may Thy love keep our hearts reverent and thankful. This day has brought to us many blessings which were provided by Thy Providence through the labor of countless workers in the past. May we receive the sacrament of their service worthily. If we have misused any of Thy blessings, pardon our desecration. If we have mistreated any of Thy children, forgive us as we do now freely forgive all who have misunderstood or wronged us to-day. Enable us always to seek for the perfection of our character and for the welfare and happiness of all Thy children. May we grow more Christ-like daily by keeping our bodies clean and healthy and by safeguarding our minds from all evil and unkind thoughts and by using all that Thou givest us in service to the less fortunate. And may Thy Kingdom of Brotherhood grow in the hearts of men until everyone in all the earth shall enjoy health and justice and that abundant life which is befitting a child of God. We close the record of our lives to-day, our Father, praying that we may live better to-morrow and be of greater service to others. Amen.




December Twenty-Fifth


The Birth of Jesus

Among others Joseph went up from the town of Nazareth in Galilee to Bethlehem, the town of David, in Judea—because he belonged to the family and house of David—to be registered with Mary, his betrothed wife, who was about to become a mother… While they were there her time came, and she gave birth to her first child, a son. And because there was no room for them in the inn, she swathed him round and laid him in a manger.

In that same country-side were shepherds out in the open fields, watching their flocks that night, when an angel of the Lord suddenly stood by them, and the glory of the Lord shone around them; and they were seized with fear.

“Have no fear,” the angel said. “For I bring you good news of a great joy in store for all the nation. This day there has been born to you, in the town of David, a Savior, who is Christ and Lord. And this shall be the sign for you. You will find the infant swathed, and lying in a manger.” Then suddenly there appeared with the angel a multitude of the heavenly host, praising God, and singing—

“Glory to God on high, And on earth peace among men, in whom he delights.”

-Luke



Home, the House of God

I set out early to find God.

I found Him not on the hot sands of the desert,

Nor in the solitude of the wilderness,

Nor in the thronged market-place,

Nor in the confused halls of learning,

Nor in the temples of dogma and creed. Then, returning late, I found Him,

Waiting to supply all my soul’s need,

In the shrine of the heart—Home.




December Twenty-Sixth


Motherhood

Lord, who ordainest for mankind

Benignant toils and tender cares,

We thank Thee for the ties that bind

The mother to the child she bears.

All-Gracious! grant to those who bear

A mother’s charge, the strength and light

To guide the feet that own their care

In ways of Love, and Truth, and Right.

—William Cullen Bryant.

A mother is a mother still

The holiest thing alive.

—S. T. Colbridge.

Mother is the name for God in the lips and hearts of little children.

—W. M. Thackeray.

For the hand that rocks the cradle

Is the hand that rules the world.

—W. R. Wallace.

Womanliness means only motherhood:

All love begins and ends there,—roams enough,

But, having run the circle, rests at home.

—Robert Browning.

Youth fades; love droops; the leaves of friendship fall;

A mothers secret hope outlives them all.

—Oliver Wendell Holmes.

In the heavens above,

The angels, whispering to one another,

Can find, among the burning terms of love,

None so devotional as that of “Mother.”

—Edgar Allan Poe.

Alternate Reading: Luke 1: 46-55.




December Twenty-Seventh


Little Children with Jesus

Permit the little children to come unto me; forbid them not: for to such belongeth the kingdom of God. Verily I say unto you, whosoever shall not receive the kingdom of God as a little child, he shall in no wise enter therein. And He took them in His arms, and blessed them, laying His hands upon them.

—Jesus.



The Baby

Where did you come from, baby dear?

Out of the everywhere into here.

Where did you get those eyes so blue?

Out of the sky as I came through.

What makes the light in them sparkle and spin? Some of the starry spikes left in.

Where did you get that little tear?

I found it waiting when I got here.

What makes your forehead so smooth and high?

A soft hand stroked it as I went by.

What makes your cheek like a warm white rose?

I saw something better than anyone knows.

Whence that three-cornered smile of bliss?

Three angels gave me at once a kiss.

Where did you get this pearly ear?

God spoke, and it came out to hear.

Where did you get those arms and hands?

Love made itself into bonds and bands.

Feet, whence did you come, you darling things?

From the same box as the cherubs’ wings.

How did they all just come to be you?

God thought about me, and so I grew.

But how did you come to us, my dear?

God thought about you, and so I am here.

—George MacDonald.

Alternate Reading: Luke 1:68-79




December Twenty-Eighth


The Boyhood of Jesus

When the child’s parents had done everything enjoined by the Law of the Lord, they returned to Galilee to their own town of Nazareth.

The child grew and became strong and wise, and the blessing of God was upon him.

Every year the child’s parents used to go to Jerusalem at the Passover Festival. When Jesus was twelve years old, they went according to custom to Jerusalem, and had finished their visit; but, when they started to return, the boy Jesus remained behind in Jerusalem, without their knowing it. Thinking that he was with their fellow-travellers, they went one day’s journey before searching for him among their relations and acquaintances; and then, as they did not find him, they returned to Jerusalem, searching everywhere for him. It was not till the third day that they found him in the Temple Courts, sitting among the Teachers, now listening to them, now asking them questions. All who listened to him marvelled at his intelligence and his answers. His parents were amazed when they saw him, and his mother said to him:

“My child, why have you treated us like this? Your father and I have been searching for you in great distress.”

“What made you search for me?” he answered. “Did not you know that I must be in my Father’s House?”

—Luke.

Jesus devoted nine-tenths of His entire life on earth to His own home, thereby indicating in the most eloquent manner possible what God thinks of the supreme importance of the home.



Don’t Send My Boy Where Your Girl Can’t Go

Don’t send my boy where your girl can’t go

And say, there’s no danger for boys, you know,

Because they all have their wild oats to sow;

There is no more excuse for my boy to be low

Than your girl. Then please don’t tell him so.

Don’t send my boy where your girl can’t go;

For a boy or a girl, sin is sin, you know,

And my baby boy’s hands are as dean and white

And his heart as pure as your girt’s to-night.

—Anon.




December Twenty-Ninth


John, the Baptizer, and his Message

And John said to the crowds that wait to be baptized by him:

“You brood of vipers I who has prompted you to seek refuge from the coming judgment? Let your lives, then, prove your repentance; and do not begin to say among yourselves ‘Abraham is our ancestor,’ for I tell you that out of these very stones God is able to raise descendants for Abraham! Already, indeed, the axe is lying at the root of the trees. Therefore every tree that fails to bear good fruit will be cut down and thrown into the fire.”

“What are we to do then?” the people asked.

“Let the man who has two coats,” answered John, “share with him who has none; and the man who has food do the same.”

Even tax-gatherers came to be baptized, and said to John:

“Teacher, what are we to do?”

“Do not collect more than you have authority to demand,” John answered. And when some soldiers on active service asked “And we—what are we to do?” he said:

“Never use violence, or exact anything by false accusation; and be content with your pay.”

Then, while the people were in suspense, and were all debating with themselves whether John could be the Christ, John, addressing them all, said:

“I, indeed, baptize you with water; but there is coming one more powerful than I, and I am not fit even to unfasten his sandals. He will baptize you with the Holy Spirit and with fire. His winnowing-fan is in his hand, that he may clear his threshing-floor, and store the grain in his barn, but the chaff he will burn with inextinguishable fire.”

And so with many different exhortations John told his Good News to the people. But Prince Herod, being rebuked by John respecting Herodias, the wife of Herod’s brother, and for all the evil things that he had done, crowned them all by shutting John up in prison.

—Luke.




December Thirtieth


Destiny

The moving finger writes; and, having writ,

Moves on: nor all your piety nor wit

Shall lure it back to cancel half a line,

Nor all your tears wash out a word of it.

—Edward Fitzgerald.

Ere suns and moons could wax and wane,

Ere stars were thundergirt, or piled

The heavens, God thought on me His child: Ordained a life for me, arrayed

Its circumstances every one

To the minutest.

—Robert Browning.

Behold the rocky wall

That down its sloping sides

Pours the swift rain drops, blending, as they fall,

In rushing river tides!

Yon stream, whose sources run

Turned by a pebble’s edge,

Is Athabasca, rolling towards the sun

Through the cleft mountain-ledge.

The slender rill had strayed,

But for the slanting stone,

To evening’s ocean, with the tangled braid

Of foam-flecked Oregon.

So from the heights of will

Life’s parting stream descends,

And, as a moment turns its slender rill,

Each widening torrent bends—

From the same cradle’s side,

From the same mother’s knee—

One to long darkness and the frozen tide, One to the Peaceful Sea!

—Oliver Wendell Holmes.

Alternate Reading: Joshua 1: 5-9.




December Thirty-First


Youth at the Parting of the Way

In the lone stillness of the New-Year’s night

An old man at his window stood, and turned

His dim eyes to the firmament, where, bright

And pure, a million rolling planets burned,—

And then down on the earth all cold and white,

And felt that moment that of all who mourned

And groaned upon its bosom, none there were

With his deep wretchedness and great despair.

For near him lay his grave,—hidden from view

Not by the flowers of youth, but by the snows

Of age alone. In torturing thought he flew

Over the past, and on his memory rose

That picture of his life which conscience drew,

With all its fruits,—diseases, sins, and woes;

A ruined frame, a blighted soul, dark years

Of agony, remorse, and withering fears.

Like specters now his bright youth-days came back,

And that cross-road of life where, when a boy,

His father placed him first: its right-hand trade

Leads to a land of glory, peace, and joy,

Its left to wilderness waste and black,

Where snakes and plagues and poison-winds destroy.

Which had he trod? Alas! the serpents hung

Coiled round his heart, their venom on his tongue.

Sunk in unutterable grief, he cried,

“Restore my youth to me! O God, restore

My morn of life! O father! be my guide,

And let me, let me choose my path once more!”

But on the wide waste air his ravings died

Away, and all was silent as before.

His youth had glided by, fleet as the wave;

His father came not,—he was in his grave.

Amid these overboiling bursts of feeling,

Rich music, heralding the young year’s birth,

Rolled from a distant steeple, like the pealing

Of some celestial organ o’er the earth:

Milder emotions over him came stealing;

He felt the soul’s unpurchaseable worth.

“Return!” again he cried, imploringly;

“O my lost youth! return, return to me!”

And youth returned, and age withdrew its terrors;

Still was he young,—for he had dreamed the whole;

But faithful is the image conscience mirrors

When whirlwind passions darken not the soul.

Alas! too real were his sins and errors;

Too truly had he made the earth his goal;

He wept, and thanked his God that with the will,

He had the power, to choose the right path still.

—Jean Paul Richter.

Alternate Reading: Luke 3:1-20.




January First


Ring Out, Wild Bells

Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky,

The flying cloud, the frosty light;

The year is dying in the night;

Ring out, wild bells, and let him die.

Ring out the old, ring in the new,

Ring, happy bells, across the snow;

The year is going, let him go;

Ring out the false, ring in the true.

Ring out the grief that saps the mind,

For those that here we see no more;

Ring out the feud of rich and poor,

Ring in redress to all mankind.

Ring out a slowly dying cause,

And ancient forms of party strife;

Ring in the nobler modes of life,

With sweeter manners, purer laws.

Ring out the want, the care, the sin,

The faithless coldness of the time;

Ring out, ring out, my mournful rhymes.

But ring the fuller minstrel in.

Ring out false pride in place and blood,

The civic slander and the spite;

Ring in the love of truth and right,

Ring in the common love of good.

Ring out old shapes of foul disease;

Ring out the narrowing lust of gold;

Ring out the thousand wars of old,

Ring in the thousand years of peace.

Ring in the valiant man and free,

The larger heart, the kindlier hand;

Ring out the darkness of the land,

Ring in the Christ that is to be.

—Alfred Tennyson.

Alternate Reading: Exodus 20:1-17.




January Second


God Keeps Watch

We move about in God’s great world,

His garden of growing life and love,

And often strike the stinging thorn,

Or dread the darkening cloud above;

Yet Father God is always there,

O’er level plains or mountains steep,

And hears our every whispered prayer,

For over all His watch doth keep.

—Anon.



Thinking of God

I think about God.

Yet I talk of small matters.

Now isn’t it odd

How my idle tongue chatters!

Of quarrelsome neighbors,

Fine weather and rain,

Indifferent labors,

Indifferent pain,

Some trivial style

Fashion shifts with a nod.

And yet all the while

I am thinking of God.

—Gamaliel Bradford.

Alternate Reading: Luke 4:1-13.




January Third


The Value of Temptation

Why comes temptation, but for man to meet

And master and make crouch beneath his feet,

And so be pedestaled in triumph?

—Robert Browning.

As the Sandwich Islander believes that the strength and valor of the enemy he kills passes into himself so we gain the strength of the temptation we resist.

—Ralph Waldo Emerson.



The Crossways

It is supposed that among the hills of Iceland there are certain cross-roads, from the center of which you can see four churches, one at the end of each road.

If you sit at the crossing of these roads on New Year’s Eve, elves come from every direction and cluster round you, and ask you, with all sorts of blandishments and fair promises, to go with them; but you must continue silent. Then they bring to you rarities and delicacies of every description, gold, silver, and precious stones, meats and wines, of which they beg you to accept; but you must neither move a limb nor accept a single thing they offer you. If you get so far as this without speaking, elf women come to you in the likeness of your mother, your sister, or any other relation, and beg you to come with them, using every art and entreaty; but beware you neither move nor speak. And if you can continue to keep silent and motionless all the night, until you see the first streak of dawn, then start up and cry aloud, “Praise be to God! His daylight filleth the heavens!”

As soon as you have said this, the elves will leave you, and leave with you all the wealth that they have used to entice you, which will now be yours.

—Jon Arnason, of Iceland.

Alternate Reading: Numbers 6: 22-27.




January Fourth


Loyalty of Purpose

The shades of night were falling fast,

As through an Alpine village passed

A youth, who bore, ’mid snow and ice,

A banner with the strange device,

Excelsior!

His brow was sad; his eyes beneath,

Flashed like a falchion from its sheath,

And like a silver clarion rung

The accents of that unknown tongue,

Excelsior!

In happy homes he saw the light

Of household fires gleam warm and bright;

Above, the spectral glaciers shone,

And from his lips escaped a groan,

Excelsior!

“Try not the pass!” the old man said;

“Dark lowers the tempest overhead,

The roaring torrent is deep and wide!”

And loud that clarion voice replied,

Excelsior!

“Oh stay,” the maiden said, “and rest

Thy weary head upon this breast!”

A tear stood in his bright blue eye,

But still he answered, with a sigh,

Excelsior!

“Beware the pine-tree’s withered branch!

Beware the awful avalanche!

”This was the peasant’s last good-night,

A voice replied, far up the height,

Excelsior!

At break of day, as heavenward

The pious monks of Saint Bernard

Uttered the oft-repeated prayer,

A voice cried through the startled air,

Excelsior!

A traveller, by his faithful hound,

Half-buried in the snow was found,

Still grasping in his hand of ice,

That banner with the strange device,

Excelsior!

There in the twilight cold and gray,

Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay,

And from the sky, serene and far,

A voice fell, like a falling star,

Excelsior!

—Henry W. Longfellow.

Alternate Reading: Philippians 3: 7-14.




January Fifth


The Voice of the Sea-Shell

I have seen

A curious child, who dwelt upon a tract

Of inland ground, applying to his ear

The convolutions of a smooth-lipped shell;

To which, in silence hushed, his very soul

Listened intensely; and his countenance soon

Brightened with joy: for from within were heard

Murmurings, whereby the monitor expressed

Mysterious union with his native sea.

Even such a shell the universe itself

Is to the ear of faith; and there are times,

I doubt not, when to you it doth impart

Authentic tidings of invisible things;

Of ebb and flow, and ever-during power,

And central peace, subsisting at the heart

Of endless agitation.

—W. S. Landor.



The Heart of the Eternal

There’s a wideness in God’s mercy

Like the wideness of the sea;

There’s a kindness in His justice

Which is more than liberty.

For the love of God is broader

Than the measure of man’s mind,

And the heart of the Eternal

Is most wonderfully kind.

—F. W. Faber.

The highest perfection of human reason is to know that there is an infinity beyond its reason.

—Blaise Pascal.

Alternate Reading: Luke 4:14-30.




January Sixth


Saint Stephen’s Day; The Second Christian Martyr

“This man,” they said, “is incessantly saying things against this Holy Place and the Law; indeed we have heard him declare that this Jesus of Nazareth will destroy this Place, and change the customs handed down to us by Moses.”

All who composed the Council had fixed their eyes on Stephen, and they saw his face looking like the face of an angel.


Stephen’s Defense

Then the High Priest asked him if he admitted this, on which Stephen spoke as follows:

“Brothers and Fathers, listen. It is not in buildings made by hands that the Most High dwells. As the Prophet says—

“‘The sky is a throne for me

And the earth a stool for my feet.

What manner of House will you build me, saith the Lord,

Or what place is there where I may rest?

Was it not my hand that made all there things?’

“You obstinate race, heathen in heart and ears, you are always resisting the holy Spirit; your ancestors did it, and so do you. Which of the Prophets escaped persecution from your ancestors? They actually killed those who told long before of the coming of the Righteous One; of whom you, in your turn, have now become the betrayers and murderers—you who received the Law as transmitted by angels and yet failed to keep it”



Stephen’s Martyrdom

As they listened to this, the Council grew frantic with rage, and gnashed their teeth at Stephen. He, filled as he was with the holy Spirit, fixed his eyes intently on the sky, and saw the Glory of God and Jesus standing at God’s right hand.

“Look,” he said, “I see Heaven open and the Son of Man standing at God’s right hand.”

At this, with a loud shout, they stopped their ears and rushed all together upon him, forced him outside the city, and began to stone him, the witnesses laying their clothes at the feet of a young man called Saul. And they continued stoning Stephen, while he appealed to the Master.

“Jesus, Master,” he exclaimed, “receive my spirit.” Falling on his knees, he cried out loudly:

“Master, do not charge them with this sin”; and with these words he fell asleep.

Saul assented to his being put to death.

—Luke.





January Seventh


The First Disciples of Jesus

The next day, when John was standing with two of his disciples, he looked at Jesus as he passed and exclaimed:

“There is the Lamb of God!”

The two disciples heard him say this, and they followed Jesus. But Jesus turned round, and saw them following.

“What are you looking for?” he asked.

“Rabbi,” they answered (or, as we should say, Teacher), “where are you staying?”

“Come, and you shall see,” he replied.

So they went, and saw where he was staying, and spent that day with him. It was then about four in the afternoon. One of the two, who heard what John said and followed Jesus, was Andrew, Simon Peter’s brother. He first found his own brother Simon, and said to him: “We have found the Messiah!” (a word which means Christ, or Consecrated). Then he brought him to Jesus. Fixing his eyes on him, Jesus said:

“You are Simon, the son of John; you shall be called Kephas” (which means Peter, or rock).

The following day Jesus decided to leave for Galilee. He found Philip, and said to him: “Follow me.”

Philip was from Bethsaida, and a fellow-townsman of Andrew and Peter. He found Nathanael and said to him:

“We have found him of whom Moses wrote in the Law, and of whom the Prophets also wrote—Jesus of Nazareth, Joseph’s son!”

“Can anything good come out of Nazareth?” asked Nathanael.

“Come and see,” replied Philip.

When Jesus saw Nathanael coming towards him, he said:

“Here is a true Israelite, in whom there is no deceit!”

“I told you that I saw you under the fig tree? You shall see greater things than those! In truth I tell you,” he added, “you shall all see Heaven open, and ‘the angels of God ascending and descending’ upon the Son of Man.”

—John.




January Eighth


Jesus at a Wedding

There was a wedding at Cana in Galilee, and Jesus’ mother was there. Jesus himself, too, with his disciples, was invited to the wedding. And, when the wine ran short, his mother said to him: “They have no wine left.”

“What do you want with me?” answered Jesus. “My time has not come yet.”

His mother said to the servants: “Do whatever he tells you.”

There were standing there six stone water-jars, in accordance with the Jewish rule of “purification,” each holding twenty or thirty gallons.

Jesus said to the servants: “Fill the water-jars with water”; and, when they had filled them to the brim, he added:

“Now take some out, and carry it to the Master of the Feast.”

The servants did so. And, when the Master of the Feast had tasted the water which had now become wine, not knowing where it had come from—although the servants who had taken out the water knew—he called the bridegroom and said to him:

“Every one puts good wine on the table first, and inferior wine afterwards, when his guests have drunk freely; but you have kept back the good wine till now!”

This, the first sign of his mission, Jesus gave at Cana in Galilee, and by it revealed his glory; and his disciples believed in him.

After this, Jesus went down to Capernaum—he, his mother, his brothers, and his disciples; but they stayed there only a few days.



Jesus at the Temple in Jerusalem

Then, as the Jewish Passover was near, Jesus went up to Jerusalem. In the Temple Courts he found people who were selling bullocks, sheep, and pigeons, and the money-changers at their counters. So he made a whip of cords, and drove them all out of the Temple Courts, and the sheep and bullocks as well; he scattered the money of the money-changers, and overturned their tables, and said to the pigeon-dealers:

“Take these things away. Do not turn my Father’s House into a market-house.”

—John.




January Ninth


The Habit of Decision

Men who have left their mark upon the world have been men of great and prompt decision. They have been men who do something—and do it at once. Success rides upon the hour of decision.

—O. S. Marden.

Indecision brings its own delays,

And days are lost lamenting o’er lost days.

Are you in earnest? Seise this very minute:

What you can do, or dream you can, begin it.

Boldness has genius, power, and magic in it.

—William Shakespeare.



The Prayer of a Great Minister

Father, I will not ask for wealth or fame,

Though they once would have joyed my carnal sense:

I shudder not to bear a hated name,

Wanting all wealth, myself my sole defense.

But give me, Lord, eyes to behold the truth;

A seeing sense that knows the eternal right;

A heart with pity filled, and gentlest ruth;

A manly faith that makes all darkness light:

Give me the power to labor for mankind;

Make me the mouth of such as cannot speak;

Eyes let me be to groping men, and blind;

A conscience to the base; and to the weak

Let me be hands and feet; and to the foolish, mind;

And lead still further on such as Thy kingdom seek.

—Theodore Parker.

Alternate Reading: Ruth 1:1-18.




January Tenth


The Truth-Seeker Meets Truth

While Jesus was in Jerusalem, during the Passover Festival, many came to trust in him, when they saw the signs of his mission that he was giving. But Jesus did not trust himself to them, since he could read every heart and because he did not need that others should tell him what men were; for he could of himself read what was in men.

Now there was a Pharisee named Nicodemus, who was a leading man among the Jews. This man came to Jesus by night, and said to him:

“Rabbi, we know that you are a Teacher come from God; for no one could give such signs as you are giving, unless God were with him.”

“In truth I tell you,” exclaimed Jesus, “unless a man is re-born, he cannot see the Kingdom of God.”

“How can a man,” asked Nicodemus, “be born when he is old? Can he be born a second time?”

“In truth I tell you,” answered Jesus, “unless a man owes his birth to Water and Spirit, he cannot enter the Kingdom of God. All that owes its birth to human nature is human, and all that owes its birth to the Spirit is spiritual. Do not wonder at my telling you that you all need to be re-born. The wind blows where it wills, and you can hear the sound of it, but you do not know whence it comes, or where it goes; it is the same with every one that owes his birth to the Spirit.”

—John.



Live To-Day

Prepare to live by all means, but for heaven’s sake do not forget to live. You will never have a better chance than you have at present. You may think you will have, but you are mistaken.

—Arnold Bennett.




January Eleventh


Home

The beauty of the home is order,

The blessing of the home is contentment,

The glory of the home is hospitality,

The crown of the home is godliness.

—Anon.



If You Want A Thing Bad Enough

If you want a thing bad enough

To go out and fight for it,

Work day and night for it,

Give up your time and your peace and your sleep for it,

If only desire of it

Makes you quite mad enough

Never to tire of it,

Makes you hold all other things tawdry and cheap for it,

If life seems all empty and useless without it,

And all that you scheme and you dream is about it,

If gladly you’ll sweat for it,

Fret for it,

Plan for it,

Lose all your terror of God or man for it,

If you’ll simply go after that thing that you want,

With all your capacity,

Strength and sagacity,

Faith, hope and confidence, stern pertinacity,

If neither cold poverty, famished and gaunt,

Nor sickness nor pain

Of body or brain

Can turn you away from the thing that you want,

If dogged and grim you besiege and beset it,

You’ll get it!

—Berton Bealey.

Alternate Reading: John 4:1-42.




January Twelfth


Crossing the Delaware

Everything’s easy after it’s done;

Every battle’s a “cinch” that’s won;

Every problem is clear that’s solved—

The earth was round when it revolved!

But Washington stood amid grave doubt

With enemy forces camped about;

He could not know how he would fare

Till after he’d crossed the Delaware.

Though the river was full of ice

He did not think about it twice,

But started across in the dead of night,

The enemy waiting to open the fight.

Likely feeling pretty blue,

Being human, same as you,

But he was brave amid despair,

And Washington crossed the Delaware!

So when you’re with trouble beset,

And your spirits are soaking wet,

When all the sky with clouds is black

Don’t lie down upon your back

And look at them. Just do the thing;

Though you are choked, still try to sing.

If times are dark, believe them fair,

And you will cross the Delaware!

—Joseph Morris.

Alternate Reading: Job 29:11-25.




January Thirteenth


The Prayers of Nations

“Oh, World-God, give me Wealth!” the Egyptian cried.

His prayer was answered. High as heaven behold

Palace and Pyramid; the brimming tide

Of lavish Nile washed all his land with gold.

Annies of slaves toiled ant-wise at his feet;

World-circling traffic roared through mart and street;

His priests were gods; his spice-balmed kings, enshrined,

Set death at naught in rock-ribbed charnels deep.

Seek Pharaoh’s race to-day, and ye shall find

Rust and the moth, silence and dusty sleep.

“Oh, World-God, give me Beauty!” cried the Greek.

His prayer was granted. All the earth became

Plastic and vocal to his sense; each peak,

Each grove, each stream, quick with Promethean flame,

Peopled the world with imaged grace and light.

The lyre was his, and his the breathing might

Of the immortal marble; his the play

Of diamond-pointed thought and golden tongue.

Go seek the sunshine race; ye find to-day

A broken column and a lute unstrung.

“Oh, World-God, give me Power!” the Roman cried.

His prayer was granted. The vast world was chained

A captive to the chariot of his pride;

The blood of myriad provinces was drained

To feed that fierce, insatiable red heart.

Invulnerably bulwarked every part

With serried legions and with close meshed code;

Within, the burrowing worm had gnawed its home;

A roofless ruin stands where once abode

Th’ imperial race of everlasting Rome.

“Oh, Godhead, give me Truth!” the Hebrew cried.

His prayer was granted. He became the slave

Of the Idea, a pilgrim far and wide,

Cursed, hated, spurned, and scourged with none to save.

The Pharaohs knew him, and when Greeks beheld,

His wisdom wore the hoary crown of Eld.

Beauty he hath foresworn, and Wealth and Power.

Seek him to-day, and find in every land;

No fire consumes him, neither floods devour;

Immortal through the lamp within his hand.

-Emma Lazarus.

And Another:

Oh, Father God, give me love, the American cries.

May this prayer be granted! May he play the noble part

Of brother of man; and by pity for him who lies

In any human need, be known as the tender heart.

May his sympathies reach the farthest man of earth,

Whether rich or poor, of high or lowly birth;

Whose life is not a striving for selfish treasure,

Whose glory is not gold, nor power, nor narrow clan.

But abundant living without stint or measure,

And everywhere stands a true, brave American.

Alternate Reading: Proverbs 3.




January Fourteenth


Abou Ben Adhem

Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase!)

Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace.

And saw within the moonlight in his room,

Making it rich and like a lily in bloom,

An angel writing in a book of gold:

Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold,

And to the presence in the room he said,

“What writest thou?” The vision raised its head,

And, with a look made of all sweet accord,

Answered, “The names of those who love the Lord.”

“And is mine one?” said Abou. “Nay, not so,”

Replied the angel. Abou spoke more low,

But cheerly still; and said, “I pray thee then,

Write me as one that loves his fellow-men.”

The angel wrote, and vanished. The next night

It came again, with a great waking light,

And showed the names whom the love of God had blessed,—

And, Lo! Ben Adhem’s name led all the rest!

—Leigh Hunt.



The Gift Without the Giver

For the gift without the giver is bare;

Who gives himself with his alms feeds three,—

Himself, his hungering neighbor, and Me.

—James Russell Lowell.

Alternate Reading: Job 28:12-28.




January Fifteenth


The World Stage

All the world’s a stage,

And all the men and women merely players:

They have their exits and their entrances;

And one man in his time plays many parts.

—William Shakespeare.



Facing the Future Unafraid

One who never turned his breast, but marched breast forward,

Never doubted clouds would break,

Never dreamed, though right was worsted, wrong would triumph,

Held we fall to rise, are baffled to fight better, sleep to wake.

No, at noonday in the bustle of man’s work-time

Greet the unseen with a cheer!

Bid him forward, breast and back as either should be,

“Strive and thrive!” cry “speed—fight on, fare ever there as here.”

—Robert Browning.

Alternate Reading: Proverbs 8.




January Sixteenth


Jesus Befriends an Officer with a Sick Child

After these two days Jesus went on to Galilee; for he himself declared that “a prophet is not honoured in his own country.” When he entered Galilee, the Galileans welcomed him, for they had seen all that he did at Jerusalem during the Festival, at which they also had been present.

So Jesus came again to Cana in Galilee, where he had turned the water into wine. Now there was one of the King’s officers whose son was lying ill at Capernaum. When this man heard that Jesus had returned from Judea to Galilee, he went to him, and begged him to come down and cure his son; for he was at the point of death. Jesus answered:

“Unless you all see signs and wonders, you will not believe.”

“Sir,” said the officer, “come down before my child dies.”

And Jesus answered: “Go, your son is living.” The man believed what Jesus said to him, and went; and, while he was on his way down, his servants met him, and told him that his child was living. So he asked them at what time the boy began to get better.

“It was yesterday, about one o’clock,” they said, “that the fever left him.”

By this the father knew that it was at the very time when Jesus had said to him, “Your son is living”; and he himself, with all his household, believed in Jesus. This was the second occasion on which Jesus gave a sign of his mission on coming from Judea to Galilee.

—John.



Looking for a King

They were all looking for a king

To slay their foes and lift them high;

Thou earnest a little baby thing

That made a woman cry.

—George MacDonald.




January Seventeenth


Benjamin Franklin’s Birthday

“Here is my creed. I believe in one God, the Creator of the universe. That He governs it by His Providence. That He ought to be worshiped. That the most acceptable service we render to Him is doing good to His other children. That the soul of man is immortal, and will be treated with justice in another life respecting its conduct in this. These I take to be the fundamental points in all sound religion.”

—Benjamin Franklin.



Paragraph from Franklin’s Speech in the Federal Convention, in Favor of Opening its Sessions with Prayer

“I have lived, Sir, a long time; and the longer I live, the more convincing proofs I see of this truth, that God governs in the affairs of men. And if a sparrow cannot fall to the ground without His notice, is it probable that an empire can rise without His aid? We have been assured, Sir, in the sacred writings, that ‘except the Lord build the house, they labor in vain that build it.’ I firmly believe this; and I also believe that without His concurring aid, we shall succeed in this political building no better than the builders of Babel: we shall be divided by our little partial local interests, our projects will be confounded, and we ourselves shall become a reproach and a byword down to future ages. And what is worse, mankind may hereafter, from this unfortunate instance, despair of establishing government by human wisdom, and leave it to chance, war, and conquest

“I therefore beg leave to move,—

“That henceforth prayers, imploring the assistance of Heaven and its blessing on our deliberations, be held in this assembly every morning before we proceed to business.”



Franklin’s Morning Prayer

“O powerful Goodness! bountiful Father! merciful Guide! Increase in me that wisdom which discovers my truest interest. Strengthen my resolutions to perform what that wisdom dictates. Accept my kind offices to Thy other children as the only return in my power for Thy continual favors to me.”

Alternate Reading: Isaiah 42:1-21.




January Eighteenth


Jesus

Jesus spoke with the sublimest eloquence.

—Thomas Jefferson.

The best of men that e’er wore earth about him was a sufferer; a soft, meek, patient, humble, tranquil spirit, the first true gentleman that ever breathed.

—Thomas Dekker.

The one name above all glorious names—Jesus.

—Bishop Porteus.

If Jesus Christ is a man,—

And only a man,—I say

That of all mankind I cleave to Him,

And to Him will cleave alway.

If Jesus Christ is a God,—

And the only God,—I swear

I will follow Him through heaven and hell,

The earth, the sea, and the air.

—Richard Watson Gilder.

Jesus wrote no book; He formed no system; His words were jets of truth, and chose their own forms. The Empire was not in the consciousness of Jesus: His only point of contact with Rome was the cross. When His followers wished to make Him king, He shuddered and fled as from an insult. As for wealth, it seemed so dangerous that He laid poverty as a condition of discipleship, and Himself knew not where to lay His head. You cannot trace Jesus: you cannot analyze Jesus. His intense spirituality of soul, His simplicity of thought, His continual self-abnegation, and His unaffected huimility descended on a worn-out, hopeless world, like dew upon the dry grass.

—John Watson.

Alternate Reading: Acts 2:14-42.




January Nineteenth


Jesus at Work in his Home Town

Moved by the power of the Spirit, Jesus returned to Galilee. Reports about him spread through all that neighborhood; and he began to teach in their Synagogues, and was honored by every one.

Coming to Nazareth, where he had been brought up, Jesus, as was his custom, went on the Sabbath into the Synagogue, and stood up to read the Scriptures. The book given him was that of the Prophet Isaiah; and Jesus opened the book and found the place where it says—

“The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, For he has consecrated me to bring Good News to the poor, He has sent me to proclaim release to captives and restoration of sight to the blind, To set the oppressed at liberty, To proclaim the accepted year of the Lord.”

Then, closing the book and returning it to the attendant, he resumed his seat. All eyes in the Synagogue were fixed upon him, and Jesus began:

“This very day this passage has been fulfilled in your hearing.”

All who were present spoke well of him, and they were astonished at the beautiful words that fell from his lips.

“Is not he Joseph’s son?” they asked.

“No doubt,” Jesus said, “you will remind me of the saying— ‘Doctor, cure yourself,’ and tell me to do here in my own country all that you have heard took place at Capernaum. Believe me,” he continued, “no Prophet is acceptable in his own country. There were plenty of widows in Israel, I assure you, in Elijah’s days, when the sky was closed for three years and a half, and a severe famine prevailed throughout the country, and yet it was not to one of them that Elijah was sent, but to a widow at Sarephath in Sidonia. There were, too, plenty of lepers in Israel in the time of the Prophet Elisha, yet it was not one of them who was healed, but Naaman the Syrian.”

All the people in the Synagogue, as they listened to this, became exceedingly angry. Starting up, they drove Jesus out of the town, and then took him to the brow of the hill on which their town stood, intending to throw him down. But Jesus passed through the middle of them and went on his way.

—Luke.




January Twentieth


As You Go Through Life

Don’t look for the flaws as you go through life;

And even when you find them,

It is wise and kind to be somewhat blind

And look for the virtue behind them.

For the cloudiest night has a hint of light

Somewhere in its shadows hiding;

It is better by far to hunt for a star,

Than the spots on the sun abiding.

The current of life runs ever away

To the bosom of God’s great ocean.

Don’t set your force ’gainst the river’s course

And think to alter its motion.

Don’t waste a curse on the universe—

Remember it lived before you.

Don’t butt at the storm with your puny form,

But bend and let it go o’er you.

The world will never adjust itself

To suit your whims to the letter.

Some things must go wrong your whole life long,

And the sooner you know it the better.

It is folly to fight with the Infinite,

And go under at last in the wrestle;

The wiser man shapes into God’s plan

As water shapes into a vessel.

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

Alternate Reading: Micah 6:1-8.




January Twenty-First


The Man of Life Upright

The man of life upright,

Whose guiltless heart is free

From all dishonest deeds,

Or thought of vanity;

The man whose silent days

In harmless joys are spent,

Whom hopes cannot delude

Nor sorrow discontent;

That man needs neither towers

Nor armor for defense,

Nor secret vaults to fly

From thunder’s violence:

Thus scorning all the cares

That fate or fortune brings,

He makes the heaven his book,

His wisdom heavenly things,

Good thoughts his only friends,

His wealth a well-spent age,

The earth his sober inn

And quiet pilgrimage.

—Thomas Champion.

Alternate Reading: Leviticus 19: 33-37.




January Twenty-Second


Jesus with Babies

Some of the people were bringing even their babies to Jesus, for him to touch them; but, when the disciples saw it, they began to find fault with those who had brought them. Jesus, however, called the little children to him.

“Let the little children come to me,” he said, “and do not hinder them; for it is to the childlike that the Kingdom of God belongs. I tell you, unless a man receives the Kingdom of God like a child, he will not enter it at all.”

—Luke.



What Jesus Teaches About Babies

It is Jesus’ teaching concerning the child which helps us to understand clearly His teaching concerning the family. He makes the child the center of gravity in His system of concrete values not less clearly than does modern social science. So great is the value of the child, He tells His disciples, that an offense to a child is among the worst of sins, while the slightest service, even the giving of a cup of cold water, is a religious act of the highest significance. He tells His disciples further that whoever receives a little child in His name receives Him, and that to children belongs the Kingdom of God.

If humanity is to progress, the whole of human society has to be so organized as to maximize the number of normal homes in which children can be properly cared for and given a fair start in life.

—C. A. Ellwood.




January Twenty-Third


Be Careful with Your Own

If I had known, in the morning,

How wearily all the day

The words unkind would trouble my mind

I spoke when you went away,

I had been more careful, darling,

Nor given you needless pain;

But—we vex our own with look and tone

We might never take back again.

For though in the quiet evening,

You may give me the kiss of peace,

Yet it well might be that never for me

The pain of the heart should cease!

How many go forth at morning

Who never come home at night;

And hearts have broken for harsh words spoken

That sorrow can ne’er set right.

We have careful thought for the stranger,

And smiles for the sometime guest,

But oft for our own the bitter tone,

Though we love our own the best.

Ah, lip with the curve impatient,

Ah, brow with the shade of scorn,

’Twere a cruel fate were the night too late

To undo the work of the mom.

—Anon.

Alternate Reading: Proverbs 17: 1-10.




January Twenty-Fourth


A Child’s Thought of God

They say that God lives very high!

But if you look above the pines

You cannot see our God. And why?

And if you dig down in the mines,

You never see Him in the gold.

Though from Him all that’s glory shines.

God is so good, He wears a fold

Of Heaven and earth across His face—

Like secrets kept for love untold.

But still I feel that His embrace

Slides down by thrills, through all things made,

Through sight and sound of every place;

As if my tender mother laid

On my shut lids her kisses’ pressure,

Half waking me at night, and said, “Who kissed you through the dark, dear guesser?”

—Elizabeth B. Browning.

“Educate children without religion, and you make a race of clever devils.”

—Duke of Wellington.

Alternate Reading: Luke 4: 31-37.




January Twenty-Fifth


Jesus Praying Alone Before Daylight

In the morning, long before daylight, Jesus rose and went out, and, going to a lonely spot, there began to pray. But Simon and his companions hastened after him; and, when they found him, they exclaimed:

“Every one is looking for you!”

But Jesus said to them:

“Let us go somewhere else, into the country towns near, that I may make my proclamation in them also; for that was why I came.”

And he went about making his proclamation in their Synagogues all through Galilee, and driving out the demons.


Cure of a Leper

One day a leper came to Jesus and, falling on his knees, begged him for help.

“If only you are willing,” he said, “you are able to make me clean.”

Moved with compassion, Jesus stretched out bis hand and touched him, saying as he did so:

“I am willing; become clean.”

Instantly the leprosy left the man, and he became clean; and then Jesus, after sternly warning him, immediately sent him away, and said to him:

“Be careful not to say anything to any one; but go and show yourself to the Priest, and make the offerings for your cleansing directed by Moses as evidence of your cure.”

The man, however, went away, and began to speak about it publicly, and to spread the story so widely that Jesus could no longer go openly into a town, but stayed outside in lonely places; and people came to him from every direction.

—Mark.





January Twenty-Sixth


Letters from God Everywhere

And to glance with an eye or show a bean in its pod confounds the learning of all times,

And there is no trade or employment but the young man following it may become a hero,

And there is no object so soft but it makes a hub for the wheel’d universe.

And I say to any man or woman, “Let your soul stand cool and composed before a million universes.”

I see something of God each hour of the twenty-four, and each moment then,

In the faces of men and women I see God, and in my own face in the glass,

I find letters from God dropt in the street, and every one is sign’d by God’s name,

And I leave them where they are, for I know that whereso’er I go, Others will punctually come forever and ever.

—Walt Whitman.



Always Something Sings

Let me go where’er I will,

I hear a sky-born music still:

It sounds from all things old,

It sounds from all things young,

From all that’s fair, from all that’s foul,

Peals out a cheerful song.

It is not only in the rose,

It is not only in the bird,

Not only where the rainbow glows,

Nor in the song of woman heard,

But in the darkest, meanest things

There alway, alway something sings.

’Tis not in the high stars alone,

Nor in the cup of budding flowers,

Nor in the redbreast’s mellow tone,

Nor in the bow that smiles in showers,

But in the mud and scum of things

There alway, alway something sings.

—Ralph Waldo Emerson.

Alternate Reading: Luke 5:17-26.




January Twenty-Seventh


The New Law of Jesus

I now understand the words of Jesus: “Ye have heard that it hath been said, an eye for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth: but I say to you, that ye resist not evil.” Jesus’ meaning is: “You have thought that you were acting in a reasonable manner in defending yourselves by violence against evil, in tearing out an eye for an eye, by fighting against evil by criminal tribunals, guardians of the peace, armies; but I say unto you, renounce violence; have nothing to do with violence; do harm to no one, not even to your enemy.” In saying this Jesus formulated a new law whose effect would be to deliver humanity from its self-inflicted woes. His declaration was: “You believe that your laws reform criminals; as a matter of fact they only make more criminals. There is only one way to suppress evil, and that is to return good for evil, without respect of persons. For thousands of years you have tried the other method; now try mine, try the reverse.”—As fire cannot extinguish fire, so evil cannot suppress evil. Good alone, confronting evil and resisting its contagion, can overcome evil.

—Lyoff N. Tolstoi.

Alternate Reading: Psalm 1.




January Twenty-Eighth


Jesus at Work

At sunset, all who had friends suffering from various diseases took them to Jesus; and he placed his hands upon every one of them and cured them. And even demons came out from many people, screaming “You are the Son of God.” Jesus rebuked them, and would not allow them to speak, because they knew that he was the Christ.

At daybreak, Jesus went out and walked to a lonely spot. But crowds of people began to look for him; and they came to where he was and tried to detain him and prevent his leaving them. Jesus, however, said to them:

“I must take the Good News of the Kingdom of God to the other towns also, for that was why I was sent.”

And he continued to make his proclamation in the Synagogues of Judaea.

—Luke.



We May Not Climb the Heavenly Steeps

We may not climb the heavenly steeps

To bring the Lord Christ down;

In vain we search the lowest deeps,

For Him no depths can drown.

But warm, sweet, tender, even yet

A present help is He;

And faith has still its Olivet,

And love its Galilee.

The healing of the seamless dress

Is by our beds of pain;

We touch Him in life’s throng and press,

And we are whole again.

O Lord and Master of us all,

Whate’er our name or sign,

We own Thy sway, we hear

Thy call, We test our lives by Thine.

—John G. Whittier.




January Twenty-Ninth


The Blindness of Riches

Is there no hope? the sick man said.

The silent doctor shook his head.

Thus said the man with gasping breath:—

I feel the chilling wound of death;

Since I must bid the world adieu,

Let me my former life review.

I grant, my bargains well were made,

But all men overreach in trade;

’Tis self-defense in each profession;

Sure, self-defense is no transgression.

The little portion in my hands,

By good security on lands,

Is well increased. If unawares,

My justice to myself and heirs

Hath let my debtor rot in jail,

For want of good sufficient bail;

If I by writ, or bond, or deed,

Reduced a family to need,—

My will hath made the world amends;

My hope on charity depends.

When I am numbered with the dead,

And all my pious gifts are read,

By heaven and earth ’twill then be known,

My charities were amply shown.

An angel came. Ah, friend! he cried,

No more in flattering hope confide.

Can thy good deeds in former times

Outweigh the balance of thy crimes?

What widow or what orphan prays

To crown thy life with length of days?

A pious action’s in thy power;

Embrace with joy the happy hour.

Now, while you draw the vital air,

Prove your intention is sincere:

This instant give a hundred pound;

Your neighbors want, and you abound.

But why such haste? the sick man whines:

Who knows as yet what heaven designs?

Perhaps I may recover still;

That sum and more are in my will.

Fool, says the vision, now ’tis plain,

Your life, your soul, your heaven was gain;

From every side with all your might,

You scraped, and scraped beyond your right;

And after death would fain atone,

By giving what is not your own.

Where there is life there is hope, he cried;

Then why such haste?—so groaned and died.

—John Gay.

Alternate Reading: Mark 10:1-12.




January Thirtieth


Jesus the Supreme Authority on Human Life

Did Jesus not teach, while carrying the Cross, that we stood to God as children to a Father, and must do His will; that for no sin was there, or could there be, forgiveness till it was abandoned; that the state of the soul, and not the mere outside life, was everything; that the sacrifice of self, and not self-aggrandisement, was His method of salvation; that love was life? and when He said,— “Believe in me”; “Carry my cross,” was He not calling men to fulfil His Gospel?

If anyone had come to Christ at Capernaum or Jerusalem, and said, “Master, there is nothing I so desire as to keep Thy sayings. Wilt Thou have me, weak and ignorant although I be, as Thy disciple?” can you imagine Christ then, or now, or at any time interposing with a series of doctrinal tests regarding either the being of God or the history of man? It is impossible, because it would be incongruous. Indeed if Christ did revise and improve the conditions of discipleship, we should learn that from His last address in the upper room. But what was the obligation He then laid on the disciples’ conscience, as with His dying breath? “This is my commandment, that ye love one another as I have loved you.” It is the Sermon on the Mount in brief.

—John Watson.



God Reigneth

Jehovah reigneth; let the earth rejoice;

Let the multitude of isles be glad.

Clouds and darkness are round about him:

Righteousness and justice are the foundation of his throne.

—The Psalms.




January Thirty-First


An Ethical Creed

No church since the early centuries has had the courage to formulate an ethical creed, for even those bodies of Christians which have no written theological creed, yet have implicit affirmations or denials of doctrine as their basis. Imagine a body of Christians who should take their stand on the Sermon of Jesus, and conceive their creed on its lines. Imagine how it would read, “I believe in the Fatherhood of God; I believe in the words of Jesus; I believe in the clean heart; I believe in the service of love; I believe in the unworldly life; I believe in the Beatitudes; I promise to trust God and follow Christ, to forgive my enemies and to seek after the righteousness of God.” Could any form of words be more elevated, more persuasive, more alluring? Do they not thrill the heart and strengthen the conscience? Liberty of thought is allowed; liberty of sinning is alone denied.

Who would refuse to sign this creed? They would come from the east and the west, and the north and the south, to its call, and even they who would hesitate to bind themselves to a crusade so arduous would admire it, and long to be worthy. Does one say this is too ideal, too impractical, too quixotic? That no church could stand and work on such a basis? For three short, glorious years the church of Christ had none else, and it was by holy living alone, and not by any metaphysical subtleties, the Primitive Church lived, and suffered, and conquered.

—John Watson.

Alternate Reading: Acts 4:1-20.




February First


The Sultan’s Lesson

A Sultan placed before his throne one day

Three vases—one of gold, one amber, and one clay;

And when his seal was set upon each urn,

His three sons, at his bidding, chose in turn.

Upon the golden vase “Empire” was writ;

Resplendent jewels all around it stood;

The eldest grasped that vase and opened it,

But shrank to find it brimming full of blood.

“Glory” upon the amber vase shone bright;

Fresh wreaths of laurel twined the letters o’er;

The second seized it quick; but ah, sad sight!

’Twas filled with dust of heroes known no more.

No word was written on the vase of earth;

But still the youngest son advanced his claim;

He oped the urn amid the courtiers’ mirth,

And naught was in it save God’s holy name.

The Sultan to the throng of courtiers turned,

And asked which of the vases weighed the most.

Various the thoughts which in their bosoms burned,

And came to speech among the glittering host.

The warriors said, “The golden vase of Might”;

The poets said, “The amber vase of Fame”;

The sages said, “The vase emblem of Right,—

The globe is lighter than God’s written name.”

Then said the Sultan, “Sons, remember well

The meaning of the lesson read to-day;

When the scales tremble betwixt good and ill.

The name of God will all the rest outweigh.

—W. R. Alger

Alternate Reading: Acts 5:12-16.




February Second


Jesus at Work in the Sabbath

Sometime after this there was a Jewish Festival; and Jesus went up to Jerusalem, near the Sheep-gate, a Bath with five colonnades round it. It is called in Hebrew Bethesda. In these colonnades a large number of afflicted people were lying—blind, lame, and crippled. One man who was there had been afflicted for thirty-eight years. Jesus saw the man lying there, and, finding that he had been in this state a long time, said to him:

“Do you wish to be cured?”

“I have no one, Sir,” the afflicted man answered, “to put me into the Bath when there is a troubling of the water, and, while I am getting to it, some one else steps down before me.”

“Stand up,” said Jesus, “take up your mat, and walk about.”

The man was cured immediately, and took up his mat and began to walk about.

Now it was the Sabbath. So the Jews said to the man who had been cured:

“This is the Sabbath; you must not carry your mat.”

“The man who cured me,” he answered, “said to me, ‘Take up your mat and walk about.’”

“Who was it,” they asked, “that said to you ‘Take up your mat and walk about’?”

But the man who had been restored did not know who it was; for Jesus had moved away, because there was a crowd there. Afterwards Jesus found the man in the Temple Courts, and said to him:

“You are cured now; do not sin again, for fear that something worse may befall you.”

The man went away, and told the Jews that it was Jesus who had cured him. And that was why the Jews began to persecute Jesus—because be did things of this kind on the Sabbath. But Jesus replied:

“My Father works to this very hour, and I work also.”

This made the Jews all the more eager to kill him, because not only was he doing away with the Sabbath, but he actually called God his own Father—putting himself on an equality with God.

—John.




February Third


Live Your Best Today

Be not therefore anxious for the morrow; for the morrow will be anxious for itself. Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof.

—Jesus.



Live the Present Hour

Do not act as if you were going to live ten thousand years. Death hangs over you. While you live,—be good! You cannot live the past; you cannot live the future. Your life is compressed into the present. The present is the same to all. It is all that anyone really has. You cannot lose either the past or the future, for you do not possess either. The present hour is your sole possession. Then make the most of what you have. Reverence that which is best in the universe and also reverence that which is best in thyself. Let not future things disturb you; for you will come to them, or will not come to them, as God may appoint. At any rate you cannot carry into the future more than you have in the present.

—Marcus Aurelius Antonius.



For Tomorrow and Its Needs

Lord, for to-morrow and its needs I do not pray;

Keep me, my God, from stain of sin just for to-day.

Help me to labor earnestly, and duly pray;

Let me be kind in word and deed, Father, to-day.

Let me no wrong or idle word unthinking say;

Set Thou a seal upon my lips through all to-day.

Let me in season, Lord, be grave, in season gay;

Let me be faithful to Thy grace, Dear Lord, to-day.

And if, to-day, this life of mine should ebb away,

Give me Thy sacrament divine, Father, to-day.

So for to-morrow and its needs I do not pray;

Still keep me, guide me, love me, Lord, through each to-day.

—E. R. Wilberforce.

Alternate Reading: Acts 5:17-42.




February Fourth


The Joy of a Pure Life

Happy are the pure in heart, for it is they who will see God.

—Jesus.



The Key to a New Earth and Heaven

O lady! we receive but what we give,

And in our life alone does Nature live;

Ours is her wedding garment, ours her shroud!

And would we ought behold of higher worth

Than that inanimate cold world allowed

To the poor loveless, ever-anxious crowd—

Ah! from the soul itself must issue forth

A light, a glory, a fair luminous cloud

Enveloping the earth;

And from the soul itself must there be sent

A sweet and potent voice of its own birth,

Of all sweet sounds the life and element!

O pure of heart! thou need’st not ask of me

What this strong music in the soul may be,

What and wherein it doth exist.

This light, this glory, this fair luminous mist,

This beautiful and beauty-making power:

Joy, virtuous lady! Joy that ne’er was given

Save to the pure, and in their purest hour,

Life, and life’s effluence, cloud at once and shower—

Joy, lady, is the spirit and power

Which wedding nature to us, gives in dower

A new Earth and Heaven,

Undreamt-of by the sensual and the proud;

Joy is the sweet voice, joy the luminous cloud—

We in ourselves rejoice!

And thence flows all that charms or ear or sight,

All melodies the echoes of that voice,

All colors a suffusion from that light.

—S. T. Colbridge.

Alternate Reading: Acts 8:14-25.




February Fifth


Jesus Puts Human Need Above Sabbath Law

About the same time Jesus walked through the cornfields one Sabbath. His disciples were hungry, and began to pick some ears of wheat and eat them. But, when the Pharisees saw this, they said:

“Look! your disciples are doing what it is not allowable to do on a Sabbath!”

“Have not you read,” replied Jesus, “what David did when he and his companions were hungry—how he went into the House of God, and how they ate the consecrated bread, though it was not allowable for him or his companions to eat it, but only for the priests? And have not you read in the Law that, on the Sabbath, the priests in the Temple break the Sabbath and yet are not guilty? Here, however, I tell you, there is something greater than the Temple! And had you learnt the meaning of the words—

‘I desire mercy, and not sacrifice,’

you would not have condemned those who are not guilty. For the Son of Man is lord of the Sabbath.”

Passing on, Jesus went into their Synagogue, and there he saw a man with a withered hand. Some people asked Jesus whether it was allowable to work a cure on the Sabbath—so that they might have a charge to bring against him. But Jesus said to them:

“Which of you, if he had only one sheep, and that sheep fell into a pit on the Sabbath, would not lay hold of it and pull it out? And how much more precious a man is than a sheep! Therefore it is allowable to do good on the Sabbath.” Then he said to the man:

“Stretch out your hand.”

The man stretched it out; and it had become as sound as the other. On coming out, the Pharisees plotted against Jesus, to put him to death.

Jesus, however, became aware of it, and went away from that place. A number of people followed him, and he cured them all.

—Matthew.




February Sixth


Prayer

Oft have I seen at some cathedral door

A laborer, pausing in the dust and heat,

Lay down his burden, and with reverent feet

Enter, and cross himself, and on the floor

Kneel to repeat his paternoster o’er:

Far off the noises of the world retreat;

The loud vociferations of the street

Become an undistinguishable roar.

So, as I enter here from day to day,

And lay my burden at this minster gate,

Kneeling in prayer, and not ashamed to pray,

The tumult of the time disconsolate

To inarticulate murmurs dies away,

While the eternal ages watch and wait.

—Henry W. Longfellow.

“For what are men better than sheep or goats

That nourish a blind life within the brain,

If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer

Both for themselves and those who call them friend?

For so the whole round earth is every way

Bound by gold chains about the feet of God.”

—Alfred Tennyson.

Farewell, farewell! I but this I tell

To thee, thou Wedding-Guest!

He prayeth well who loveth well

Both man and bird and beast.

He prayeth best who loveth best

All things, both great and small:

For the dear God who loveth us,

He made and loveth all.

—S. T. Colbridge.

The man that never prays for his home has a heart of stone.

Alternate Reading: Acts 9:1-19.




February Seventh


Christ, our Savior

If you take a cluster of flowers just as they are, with the dew upon them, how exquisite they are! But you tarnish them by just so much as you meddle with them. Every one who dissects a flower must make up his mind to lose it.

That sweetest flower of heaven, from which exhales perfume forever and forever; that dearest and noblest conception that the human imagination ever gathered out of father and mother, out of leader and benefactor, out of shepherd and protector, out of companion and brother and friend; all that ever was gracious in government—these various elements rising together, are an interpretation, in a kind of large and vague way, to the imagination, and through the imagination to the heart, that there is, at the center of universal authority toward which we are going, One who cares for us; One who bears our burdens; One who guides our career; One who hears our cry; and One, though He does not interpret Himself to us, who will at last make it plain that all things work together for the good of those that have trusted in Him.

Oh, my brothers, we are not far from the end of our journey. It matters very little what this world and time have for us. The other world is near to us, and it matters everything how we shall land there. We have our burdens, our crosses, our poignant sorrows, sickness, and death, embarrassments, bankruptcy, trials, and if not outward scourgings yet inward scourgings. We are not exempt from the great lot of mankind; and we go crying often with prone heads. Is it a comfort for you to know that there is a God who thinks of you? to know that there is One who is crying out in the silence, if you could only by your spiritual hearing listen, saying, “Come boldly to the throne of grace, and obtain mercy and help in time of need”?

O throne of iron, from which have been launched terrible lightnings and thunders that have daunted men! O throne of crystal, that has coldly thrown out beams upon the intellect of mankind! O throne of mystery, around about which have been clouds and darkness! O throne of Grace, where He sits regnant who was my brother, who has tasted of my lot, who knows my trouble, my sorrow, my yearning and longing for immortality! O Jesus, crowned, not for Thine own glory, but with power of love for the emancipation of all struggling spirits!—Thou are my God—my God!

—Henry Ward Beecher.

Alternate Reading: Acts 10: 23-43.




February Eighth


Making a Home

To make a complete home you need a complete set of human relations, as per the following list prepared by Nature and endorsed by the best traditions: Husband and father, wife and mother, children, including babies and adolescents; sisters and brothers, grandfather, grandmother, guests, and a dash of neighbors and friends.

If you lack any one of these items you miss something—the home is not perfect. If there is one of these relationships you have never known, your life is by so much maimed. It is the fashion to speak disparagingly of relatives, but they art a part of the environment of Nature, and if you get nothing but annoyance from them something ails you. You might as well curse the sun and stars as hate relatives.

Blessed is the man, and thrice blessed the woman, that loves the people that ought to be loved. There are grandmother and grandfather, for example. The child that has them not has missed one of the sweetest elements that make memory happy. They understand children better than parents, for they have learned that so many things that worry parents are not much matter.

And plenty of brothers and sisters. A solitary child in a house is a lame soul. He can never get that sound view of the world that comes to the member of a full family. As for babies, it is only a sort of imitation family where there are none. The very best ingredients of our character come from dealing with babies.

And I love a houseful of young folks, of the courting age. The only wholesome, delightful, and cheering disease in or out of the medicine books is lovesickness. When we grow past its agonizing stages we still ought to see it in others around us.

Most cranks and dried-up folks and pessimists and disagreeable people are victims of small families. They have been deprived of that wholesome flow of humanities that comes from a full set of relations.

—Frank Crane.

Alternate Reading: Acts 13:1-12.




February Ninth


Sometime

Sometime when all life’s lessons have been learned.

And sun and stars forevermore have set,

The things which our weak judgments here have spurned,

The things o’er which we grieved with lashes wet

Will flash before us out of life’s dark night,

As stars shine most in deeper tints of blue;

And we shall see how all God’s plans were right,

And how what seemed reproof was love most true.

And we shall see how, while we frown and sigh,

God’s plans go on as best for you and me;

How, when we called, He heeded not our cry,

Because His wisdom to the end could see,

And ev’n as prudent parents disallow

Too much of sweet to craving babyhood,

So God, perhaps, is keeping from us now

Some wanted things because it seemeth good.

And if, sometimes, commingled with life’s wine,

We find the wormwood, and rebel and shrink,

Be sure a wiser hand than yours or mine

Pours out this potion for our lips to drink;

And if someone we love is lying low,

Where human kisses cannot reach the face,

O do not blame the loving Father so,

But wear your sorrow with obedient grace!

And you will shortly know that lengthened breath

Is not the sweetest gift God gives His friend;

And that sometimes the sable pall of death

Conceals the fairest boon His love can send.

If we could push ajar the gates of life

And stand within, and all God’s workings see,

We could interpret all this doubt and strife,

And for each mystery could find a key.

But not today. Then be content, poor heart!

God’s plans, like lilies pure and white, unfold;

We must not tear the close-shut leaves apart,

Time will reveal the calyxes of gold.

And if, through patient toil, we reach the land

Where tired feet with sandals loosed may rest,

When we shall clearly know and understand,

I think that we shall say, “God knew the best.”

—May W. Smith.

Alternate Reading: Acts 14: 8-17.




February Tenth


Jesus’ Sermon on the Mountain

On seeing the crowds of people, Jesus went up the hill; and, when he had taken his seat, his disciples came up to him; and he began to teach them as follows:


The Happy

“Blessed are the pure in spirit, for theirs is the Kingdom of Heaven.

“Blessed are the mourners, for they shall be comforted.

“Blessed are the gentle, for they shall inherit the earth.

“Blessed are those who hunger and thirst for righteousness, for they shall be satisfied.

“Blessed are the merciful, for they shall find mercy.

“Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God.

“Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall be called sons of God.

“Blessed are those who have been persecuted in the cause of righteousness, for theirs is the Kingdom of Heaven.

“Blessed are you when people taunt you, and persecute you, and say everything evil about you—untruly, and on my account. Be glad and rejoice, because your reward in Heaven will be great; for so men persecuted the prophets who lived before you.”



A Real Disciple of Jesus

“It is you who are the salt of the earth; but, if the salt should lose its strength, what will you use to restore its saltness? It is no longer good for anything, but is thrown away, and trampled underfoot. It is you who are the light of the world.



Lesson from a Lamp

“A town that stands on a hill cannot be hidden. Men do not light a lamp and put it under a corn-measure, but on the lamp-stand, where it gives light to every one in the house. Let your light so shine before the eyes of your fellowmen, that, seeing your good actions, they may praise your Father who is in Heaven.”

—Matthew.





February Eleventh


Words from a Great Heart

Let us stand by our duty fearlessly and effectively. I am not bound to win, but I am bound to be true. I am not bound to succeed, but I am bound to live up to the light that I have.

With malice towards none, with charity for all, with firmness in the right as God gives us to see the right, let us strive on to finish the work we are in; to bind up the nation’s wounds,—to do all which may achieve and cherish a just and lasting peace among ourselves and with all nations.

We are not enemies, but friends. We must not be enemies. Though passion may have strained, it must not break our bonds of affection. The mystic cords of memory, stretching from every battle-field and patriot grave to every living heart and hearthstone all over this broad land, will yet swell the chorus of the Union, when again touched, as they surely will be, by the better angels of our nature.

—Abraham Lincoln.

Alternate Reading: Acts 17:16-31.




February Twelfth


Abraham Lincoln

Such was he, our Martyr-Chief,

Whom late the Nation he had led,

With ashes on her head,

Wept with the passion of an angry grief:

Forgive me, if from present things I turn

To speak what in my heart will beat and burn,

And hang my wreath on his world-honored urn.

Nature, they say, doth dote,

And cannot make a man

Save on some worn-out plan,

Repeating us by rote:

For him our Old-World moulds aside she threw,

And, choosing sweet clay from the breast

Of the unexhausted West,

With stuff untainted shaped a hero new,

Wise, steadfast in the strength of God, and true.

How beautiful to see

Once more a shepherd of mankind indeed,

Who loved his charge, but never loved to lead;

One whose meek flock the people joyed to be,

Not lured by any cheat of birth,

But by his clear-grained human worth.

And brave old wisdom of sincerity!

They knew that outward grace is dust;

They could not choose but trust

In that sure-footed mind’s unfaltering skill,

And supple-tempered will

That bent like perfect steel to spring again and thrust.

His was no lonely mountain-peak of mind,

Thrusting to thin air o’er our cloudy bars,

A sea-mark, now lost in vapors blind;

Broad prairie rather, genial level-lined,

Fruitful and friendly for all human kind,

Yet also nigh to heaven and loved of loftiest stars.

Nothing of Europe here,

Or, then, of Europe fronting mornward still,

Ere any names of Serf and Peer

Could Nature’s equal scheme deface

And thwart her genial will;

Here was a type of the true elder race,

And one of Plutarch’s men talking with us face to face.

I praise him not; it were too late;

And some innative weakness there must be

In him who condescends to victory

Such as the present gives, and cannot wait,

Safe in himself as in a fate.

So always firmly he:

He knew to bide his time

And can his fame abide,

Still patient in his simple faith sublime,

Till the wise years decide.

Great captains, with their guns and drums,

Disturb our judgment for the hour,

But at last silence comes;

These all are gone, and, standing like a tower,

Our children shall behold his fame,

The kindly earnest, brave, foreseeing man,

Sagacious, patient, dreading praise, not blame,

New birth of our new soil, the first American.

—James Russell Lowell.

Alternate Reading: Acts 20:17-38.




February Thirteenth


From Jesus’ Sermon on the Mountain

“Do not think that I have come to do away with the Law or the Prophets; I have not come to do away with them, but to complete them. For I tell you, until the heavens and the earth disappear, not even the smallest letter, nor one stroke of a letter, shall disappear from the Law until all is done. Whoever, therefore, breaks one of these commandments, even the least of them, and teaches others to do so, will be the least-esteemed in the Kingdom of Heaven; but whoever keeps them, and teaches others to do so, will be esteemed great in the Kingdom of Heaven. Indeed I tell you that, unless your religion is above that of the Teachers of the Law, and Pharisees, you will never enter the Kingdom of Heaven.



On Anger

“You have heard that to our ancestors it was said—

‘Thou shalt not commit murder,’

and

‘Whoever commits murder shall be liable to answer for it to the Court.’

I, however, say to you that any one who cherishes anger against his brother shall be liable to answer for it to the Court; and whoever pours contempt upon his brother shall be liable to answer for it to the High Council, while whoever calls down curses upon him shall be liable to answer for it in the fiery Pit. Therefore, when presenting your gift at the altar, if even there you remember that your brother has some grievance against you, leave your gift there, before the altar, go and be reconciled to your brother first, then come and present your gift. Be ready to make friends with your opponent, even when you meet him on your way to the court: for fear that he should hand you over to the judge, and the judge to his officer, and you should be thrown into prison. I tell you, you will not come out until you have paid the last penny.”

—Matthew.

A soft answer turneth away wrath: but a grievous word stirreth up anger.

—Proverbs.

I was angry with my friend:

I told my wrath, my wrath did end.

I was angry with my foe,

I told it not, my wrath did grow.

—William Blake.




February Fourteenth


Real Love

Which alters when alteration finds,

Or bends with the remover to remove:

O not it is an ever fixed mark,

That looks on tempests, and is never shaken;

It is the star to every wandering bark,

Whose worth’s unknown, although his height be taken.

—William Shakespeare.



He that Shuts Love Out

And he that shuts Love out, in turn shall be

Shut out from Love, and on her threshold lie

Howling in outer darkness. Not for this

Was common clay taken from the common earth,

Moulded by God, and tempered with the tears

Of angels to the perfect shape of man.

—Alfred Tennyson.



God Buried in a Woman’s Soul

God buried in a woman’s soul

A treasure rare

For His safe keeping, till the day

That he to whom it was bequeathed

Should, by some look, or whisper breathed,

Beseech his birthright hid away.

She kept it long, for safety locked

Deep in her heart,

And there it grew more fair, more bright;

But no one brought the magic key

That claimed the treasure held in fee:

So, deeper still, she buried it from sight.

At last the Donor spoke and said:

“Give lavishly

To all you meet from out your store;

A heart of love, like purse of gold,

Unspent, but curses those who hold.”

Yet as she gave, the hoard but grew the more!

—Eva Dean.

Alternate Reading: Acts 22:1-22.




February Fifteenth


From Jesus’ Sermon on the Mountain


On Impurity

“You have heard that it was said—

‘Thou shalt not commit adultery.’

I, however, say to you that any one who looks at a woman with an impure intention has already committed adultery with her in his heart. If your right eye is a snare to you, take it out and throw it away. It would be best for you to lose one part of your body, and not to have the whole of it thrown into the Pit. And, if your right hand is a snare to you, cut it off and throw it away. It would be best for you to lose one part of your body, and not to have the whole of it go down to the Pit.



On Divorce

“It was also said—

‘Let any one who divorces his wife serve her with a notice of separation.’

I, however, say to you that any one who divorces his wife, except on the ground of her unchastity, leads to her committing adultery; while any one who marries her after her divorce is guilty of adultery.



On Oaths

“Again, you have heard that to our ancestors it was said—

‘Thou shalt not break an oath, but thou shalt keep thins oaths as a debt due to the Lord.’

I, however, say to you that you must not swear at all, either by Heaven, since that is God’s throne, or by the earth, since that is his footstool, or by Jerusalem, since that is the city of the Great King. Nor should you swear by your head, since you cannot make a single hair either white or black. Let your words be simply “Yes” or “No”; anything beyond this comes from what is wrong.



On Revenge

“You have heard that it was said—

‘An eye for an eye and a tooth for a tooth.’

I, however, say to you that you must not resist wrong; but, if any one strikes you on the right cheek, turn the other to him also; and, when any one wants to go to law with you, to take your coat, let him have your cloak as well; and, if any one compels you to go one mile, go two miles with him. Give to him who asks of you, and, from him who wants to borrow from you, do not turn away.”

—Matthew.

Who shall ascend into the hill of the Lord? or who shall stand in his holy place?

He that hath clean hands and a pure heart.

—Psalms.





February Sixteenth


The Sermon on the Mount

The Sermon on the Mount remains the manifesto of Jesus’ religion, and carries in spirit. His own irresistible charm—the freshness of new revelation. “Blessed,” said Jesus, opening His mouth with intention, and no one could have guessed what would follow. The world had its own idea of blessedness. Blessed is the man who is always right. Blessed is the man who is satisfied with himself. Blessed is the man who is strong. Blessed is the man who rules. Blessed is the man who is rich. Blessed is the man who is popular. Blessed is the man who enjoys life. These are the beatitudes of sight and this present world.

It comes as a shock and opens a new realm of thought, that not one of these men entered Jesus’ mind when he treated of blessedness. “Blessed,” said Jesus, “is the man who thinks lowly of himself; who has passed through great trials; who gives in and endures; who longs for perfection; who carries a tender heart; who has a passion for holiness; who sweetens human life; who dares to be true to conscience.” What a conception of character! Blessed are the humble, the penitents, the victims, the mystics, the philanthropists, the saints, the mediators, the confessors. For the first time a halo rests on gentleness, patience, kindness, and sanctity, and the eight men of the beatitudes divide the kingdom of God.

Jesus was an absolute and unreserved believer in character, and was never weary of insisting that a man’s soul was more than his environment, and must be judged not by what he held and had, but by what he was and did. Jesus’ demand was to do the “will of my Father which is in heaven,” and all of this kind made one family. He only has founded a kingdom on the basis of character; He only has dared to believe that character will be omnipotent. No weapon in Jesus’ view would be so winsome, so irresistible, as the beatitudes in action. His disciples were to use no kind of force, neither tradition, nor miracles, nor the sword, nor money. They were to live as He lived, and influence would conquer the world. Jesus elected twelve men—one was a failure—and trained them till they thought with Him, and saw with Him. Each disciple became a center himself, and so the Kingdom grew by multiplying and widening circles of influence.

—John Watson.

Have you doubted your immortality? have you been asking where Heaven is? Then go and live the Sermon on the Mount in your home and you will find the answer to both questions.

Alternate Reading: Acts 24:1-22.




February Seventeenth


From Jesus’ Sermon on the Mountain


On Love

“You have heard that it was said—

‘Thou shalt love thy neighbor and hate thy enemy.’

I, however, say to you—Love your enemies, and pray for those who persecute you that you may become sons of your Father who is in Heaven; for he causes his sun to rise upon bad and good alike, and sends rain upon the righteous and upon the unrighteous. For, if you love only those who love you, what reward will you have? Even the tax-gatherers do this! And, if you show courtesy to your brothers only, what are you doing more than others? Even the Gentiles do this! You, then, must become perfect—as your heavenly Father is perfect.



About Giving

“Take care not to perform your religious duties in public in order to be seen by others; if you do, your Father who is in Heaven has no reward for you.

“Therefore, when you do acts of charity, do not have a trumpet blown in front of you, as hypocrites do in the Synagogues and in the streets, that they may be praised by others. There, I tell you, is their reward! But, when you do acts of charity, do not let your left hand know what your right hand is doing, so that your charity may be secret; and your Father, who sees what is in secret, will recompense you.”

—Matthew.




Possessions Shared Become Blessings

Thyself and thy belongings

Are not thine own so proper as to waste

Thyself upon thy virtues, they on thee.

Heaven does with us as we with torches do,

Not light them for themselves; for if our virtues

Did not go forth of us, ’twere all alike

As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely touched

But to fine issues.

—William Shakespeare.




February Eighteenth


Living a Christian

My children, I am to be with you but a little while longer. I give you a new commandment—love one another; love one another just as I have loved you. It is by this that every one will recognize you as my disciples—by the love you bear one another.

—Jesus.



Every Good Deed is Charity

Every good deed is charity. Giving water to the thirsty is charity; putting a wanderer in the right path is charity; removing stones and thorns from the road is charity. Our true wealth is the good we do. When one dies, men ask what property he left behind him, but angels ask what good deeds he sent before him.

—Anon.

Home is God’s garden of character; the soul may grow elsewhere, but it grows to perfection there.



Martin Luther

(Death Feb. 18, 1546. Lines written at Luther’s grave in Wittenburg.)

Here rests the heart whose throbbing shook the earth!

High soul of courage, we do owe thee much;

Thee and thy warrior comrades, who the worth

Of freedom proved and put it to the touch!

Because, O Luther, thou the truth didst love,

And spake the truth out, faced the sceptered lie,

E’en we, thy unforgetting heirs, may move

Fearless, erect, unshackled, ’neath the sky.

—Richard Watson Gilder.




February Nineteenth


From Jesus’ Sermon on the Mountain


About Praying

“And, when you pray, you are not to behave as hypocrites do. They like to pray standing in the Synagogues and at the corners of the streets, that they may be seen by men. There, I tell you, is their reward! But, when one of you prays, let him go into his own room, shut the door, and pray to his Father who dwells in secret; and his Father, who sees what is secret, will recompense him. When praying, do not repeat the same words over and over again, as is done by the Gentiles, who think that by using many words they will obtain a hearing. Do not imitate them; for God, your Father, knows what you need before you ask him.

“You, therefore, should pray thus—



The ‘Lord’s Prayer’

‘Our Father, who art in Heaven, may thy name be held holy, thy Kingdom come, thy will be done—on earth, as in Heaven. Give us to-day the bread that we shall need; and forgive us our wrong-doings, as we have forgiven those who have wronged us; and take us not into temptation, but deliver us from Evil.’

“For, if you forgive others their offences, your heavenly Father will forgive you also; but, if you do not forgive others their offences, not even your Father will forgive your offences.



About Fasting

“And, when you fast, do not put on gloomy looks, as hypocrites do who disfigure their faces that they may be seen by men to be fasting. That, I tell you, is their reward! But, when one of you fasts, let him anoint his head and wash his face, that he may not be seen by men to be fasting, but by his Father who dwells in secret; and his Father, who sees what is secret, will recompense him.”

—Matthew.




A Noble Deed

I hold this thing to be grandly true,

That a noble deed is a step towards God—

Lifting the soul from the common clod

To a purer air and a broader view.

—J. G. Holland.




February Twentieth


The Soul Destroyed by Worry

There was once a mother, to whom the good God had given a son, but she was so poor and lonely that she had nobody who could stand godmother to him. And she sighed, and said, “Where shall I get a godmother?” Then one evening there came a woman to her house who was dressed in gray and had a gray veil over her head. She said, “I will be your son’s godmother, and I will take care that he grows up a good man and does not let you starve; but you must give me his soul.”

Then his mother trembled, and said, “Who are you?”

“I am Dame Care,” answered the gray woman; and the mother wept; but as she suffered much from hunger, she gave the woman her son’s soul and she was his godmother.

And her son grew up and worked to procure her bread.

But as he had no soul, he had no joy and no youth, and he often looked at his mother with reproachful eyes, as if he would ask, “Mother, where is my soul?”

Then the mother grew sad and went out to find him a soul. She asked the stars in the sky, “Will you give me a soul for my son?” But they said, “He is too low for that.” And she asked the flowers on the heath; they said, “He is too ugly.” And she asked the birds in the trees; and they said, “He is too sad.” And she asked the high trees; they said, “He is too humble.” And she asked the clever serpents, but they said, “He is too stupid.”

Then she went away, weeping. And in the woods she met a young and beautiful princess surrounded by her court. When the Princess saw the mother weeping, she descended from her horse and took her to the castle, which was all built of gold and precious stones.

There she asked the mother, “Tell me why you weep?” And the mother told the Princess of her grief that she could not procure her son a soul, nor joy, nor youth.

Then said the Princess, whose name was “Love-of-Man,” “I cannot see anybody weep; I will tell you something—I will give him my soul.”

Then the mother fell down before the Princess and kissed her hands. “But,” said the Princess, “I cannot do it unless he asks me for it.” Then the mother went to her son, but Dame Care had laid her gray veil over his head, so that he was blind and could not see the Princess.

The mother pleaded, “Dear Dame Care, set him free.” But Dame Care smiled—and whoever saw her smile was forced to weep—and she said, “He must free himself.”

“How can he do that?” asked the mother.

“He must sacrifice to me all that he loves,” said Dame Care.

Then the mother grieved very much, and lay down and died. But the Princess waits for her suitor to this very day.

—Hermann Sudermann.

Alternate Reading: 1 Thessalonians 5:12-24.




February Twenty-First


Love is Religious Life

Most men know love but as a part of life:

They hide it in some corner of the breast,

Even from themselves; and only when they rest

In the brief pauses of that daily strife,—

Wherewith the world might else be not quite so rife,—

They draw it forth (as one draws forth a toy),

And hold it up to sister, child, or wife.

Ah me! Why may not love and life be one?

Why walk we thus alone, when by our side,

Love, like a visible God, might be our guide?

How would the marts grow noble I and the street,

Worn like a dungeon floor by weary feet,

Seem then a golden court-way of the Sun!

—Henry Timrod.



Under a Canopy of Love

I say to thee, do thou repeat

To the first man that thou mayest meet

In lane, highway, or open street—

That he, and we, and all men, move

Under a canopy of love,

As broad as the blue sky above:

That weary deserts we may tread,

A dreary labyrinth may thread,

Through dark ways under ground be led:

Yet, if we will one Guide obey,

The dreariest path, the darkest way,

Shall issue out in heavenly day.

And we, on divers shores now cast,

Shall meet, our perilous voyage past,

All in our Father’s house at last.

—Richard C. Trench.

Alternate Reading: Romans 5:1-11.




February Twenty-Second


Washington’s Birthday

’Tis splendid to live so grandly,

That long after you are gone,

The things you did are remembered,

And recounted under the sun;

To live so bravely and purely,

That a nation stops on its way,

And once a year, with banner and drum,

Keeps its thoughts of your natal day.

’Tis splendid to have a record

So white and free from stain,

That, held to the light, it shows no blot,

Though tested and tried amain;

That age to age forever

Repeats its story of love,

And your birthday lives in a nation’s heart

All other days above.

And this is Washington’s glory,

A steadfast soul and true,

Who stood for his country’s honor

When his country’s days were few; And now, when its days are many,

And its flag of stars is flung

To the breeze in defiant challenge,

His name is on every tongue.

Yes, it’s splendid to live so bravely,

To be so great and strong,

That your memory is ever a tocsin

To rally the foes of the wrong;

To live so proudly and purely,

That your people pause in their way,

And year by year, with banner and drum,

Keep the thoughts of your natal day.

—Margaret E. Sangster.

Washington’s Home at Mt. Vernon is a finer testimony to the greatness of his character than all the monuments of stone that can ever be built.

Alternate Reading: Luke 6: 37-49.




February Twenty-Third



From Jesus’ Sermon on the Mountain

“Do not store up treasures for yourselves on earth, where moth and rust destroy, and where thieves break in and steal. But store up treasures for yourselves in Heaven, where neither moth nor rust destroys, and where thieves do not break in or steal. For where your treasure is, there will your heart be also. The lamp of the body is the eye. If your eye is unclouded, your whole body will be lit up; but, if your eye is diseased, your whole body will be darkened. And, if the inner light is darkness, how intense must that darkness be!

“No one can serve two masters, for either he will hate one and love the other, or else he will attach himself to one and despise the other. You cannot serve both God and Money.

“That is why I say to you, Do not be anxious about your life here—what you can get to eat or drink; nor yet about your body—what you can get to wear. Is not life more than food, and the body than its clothing? Look at the wild birds—they neither sow, nor reap nor gather into barns; and yet your heavenly Father feeds them! And are not you more precious than they? But which of you, by being anxious, can prolong his life a single moment? And why be anxious about clothing? Study the wild lilies, and how they grow. They neither toil nor spin; yet I tell you that even Solomon in all his splendor was not robed like one of these. If God so clothes even the grass of the field, which is living to-day and tomorrow will be thrown into the oven, will not he much more clothe you, O men of little faith? Do not then ask anxiously”What can we get to eat?” or “What can we get to drink?” or “What can we get to wear?” All these are the things for which the nations are seeking, and your heavenly Father knows that you need them all. But first seek his Kingdom and the righteousness that he requires, and then all these things shall be added for you. Therefore do not be anxious about tomorrow, for tomorrow will bring its own anxieties. Every day has trouble enough of its own.”

—Matthew.

Let them fear bondage who are slaves to fear, the sweetest freedom is an honest heart.

—John Ford.



February Twenty-Fourth


Christianity is a New Kind of Life

What must strike every person about Jesus’ Sermon on the Mount is that it is not metaphysical, but ethical. What He lays stress upon are such points as these: the Fatherhood of God over the human family; His perpetual and beneficent providence for all His children; the excellence of simple trust in God over the earthly care of this world; the obligation of God’s children to be like their Father in heaven; the paramount importance of true and holy motives; the worthlessness of a merely formal righteousness; the inestimable value of heart righteousness; forgiveness of sins dependent on our forgiving our neighbor; the fulfilling of the law, and the play of the tender and passive virtues.

Upon the man who desired to be His disciple and a member of God’s Kingdom were laid the conditions of a pure heart, of a forgiving spirit, of a helpful hand, of a heavenly purpose, of an unworldly mind. Christ did not ground His Christianity in thinking, or in doing, but, first of all, in being. It consisted in a certain type of soul—a spiritual shape of the inner self. Was a man satisfied with this type, and would he aim at it in his own life? Would he put his name to the Sermon on the Mount, and place himself under Jesus’ charge for its accomplishment? Then he was a Christian according to the conditions laid down by Jesus in the fresh daybreak of His religion.

When one turns to the creeds, the situation has changed, and he finds himself in another world. They have nothing to do with character; they do not afford even an idea of character; they do not ask pledges of character; they have no place in their construction for character From their first word to the last they are physical or metaphysical, not ethical.

—John Watson.

Uniformity of thought and belief is impossible; uniformity of good feeling alone is essential. That is the mission of Christianity, not to make people think and believe alike.

Alternate Reading: Proverbs 28.




February Twenty-Fifth


From Jesus’ Sermon on the Mountain

“Do not judge, that you may not be judged. For, just as you judge others, you will yourselves be judged, and the measure that you mete will be meted out to you. And why do you look at the straw in your brother’s eye, while you pay no attention at all to the beam in yours? How will you say to your brother”Let me take out the straw from your eye,” when all the time there is a beam in your own? Hypocrite! Take out the beam from your own eye first, and then you will see clearly how to take out the straw from your brother’s. Do not give what is sacred to dogs; nor yet throw your pearls before pigs, lest they should trample them under their feet, and then turn and attack you.


Encouragement to Prayer

“Ask, and your prayer shall be granted; search, and you shall find; knock, and the door shall be opened to you. For he that asks receives, he that searches finds, and to him that knocks the door shall be opened. Who among you, when his son asks him for a loaf, will give him a stone, or when he asks for a fish, will give him a snake? If you, then, wicked though you are, know how to give good gifts to your children, how much more will your Father who is in Heaven give what is good to those that ask him!



The Golden Rule

“Do to others whatever you would wish them to do to you; for that is the teaching of both the Law and the Prophets.



The Two Roads

“Go in by the small gate. Broad and spacious is the road that leads to destruction, and those that go in by it are many; for small is the gate, and narrow the road, that leads to Life, and those that find it are few.”

—Matthew.

And I smiled to think God’s greatness flowed around our incompleteness,

Round our restlessness His rest.

—Elizabeth B. Browning.





February Twenty-Sixth


The Soul Wherein God Dwells

The Soul wherein God dwells,—

What church could holier be?—

Becomes a walking tent

Of heavenly majesty.

How far from here to Heaven?

Not very far, my friend,

A single, hearty step

Will all the journey end.

Though Christ a thousand times

In Bethlehem be born,

If He’s not born in thee,

Thy soul is still forlorn.

The cross on Golgotha

Will never save thy soul,

The cross in thine own heart

Alone can make thee whole.

Wait thou! where runnest thou?

Know heaven is in thee—

Seekest thou for God elsewhere,

His face thou’lt never see.

O, would thy heart but be

A manger for His birth;

God would once more become

A child upon the earth.

Go out, God will go in,

Die thou—and let Him live,

Be not—and He will be.

Wait and He’ll all things give.

O, shame a silk-worm works

And spins till it can fly,

And thou, my soul, wilt still

On thine own earth-clod lie.

—Anonymous

Alternate Reading: Romans 8:12-28.




February Twenty-Seventh


Be Strong to Achieve

Be strong!

We are not here to play, to dream, to drift,

We have hard work to do, and loads to lift.

Shun not the struggle; face it. ’Tis God’s gift.

Be strong!

Say not the days are evil,—Who’s to blame?

And fold the hands and acquiesce,—O shame!

Stand up, speak out, and bravely, in God’s name.

Be strong!

It matters not how deep entrenched the wrong,

How hard the battle goes, the day, how long.

Faint not, fight on! To-morrow comes the song.

—M. D. Babcock.



Earnestness

Are you in earnest? Seize this very minute

What you can do, or dream you can; begin it;

Boldness has genius, power, magic in it.

Only engage, and then the mind grows heated;

Begin and then the work will be completed.

—Johann W. Von Goethe.



Kinship to God

Poor vaunt of life indeed,

Were man but formed to feed

On joy, to solely seek and find and feast;

Such feasting ended, then

As sure an end to me;

Irks care the crop-full bird? Frets doubt the maw-crammed beast?

Rejoice we are allied

To That which doth provide

And not partake, effect and not receive!

A spark disturbs our clod;

Nearer we hold to God

Who give, than of His tribes that take, I must believe.

—Robert Browning

Alternate Reading: Romans 12:1-21.




February Twenty-Eighth


From Jesus’ Sermon on the Mountain


True and False Teachers

“Beware of false Teachers—men who come to you in the guise of sheep, but at heart they are ravenous wolves. By the fruit of their lives you will know them. Do people gather grapes from thorn-bushes, or figs from thistles? So, too, every sound tree bears good fruit, while a worthless tree bears bad fruit. A sound tree cannot produce bad fruit, nor can a worthless tree bear good fruit. Every tree that fails to bear good fruit is cut down and thrown into the fire. Hence it is by the fruit of their lives that you will know such men. Not every one who says to me ‘Master! Master!’ will enter the Kingdom of Heaven, but only he who does the will of my Father who is in Heaven. On that Day many will say to me ‘Master, Master, was not it in your name that we taught, and in your name that we drove out demons, and in your name that we did many miracles?’ And then I shall say to them plainly ’I never knew you. Go from my presence, you who live in sin.*



The Two Foundations

“Every one, therefore, that listens to this teaching of mine and acts upon it may be compared to a prudent man, who built his house upon the rock. The rain poured down, the rivers rose, the winds blew and beat upon that house, but it did not fall, for its foundations were upon the rock. And every one that listens to this teaching of mine and does not act upon it may be compared to a foolish man, who built his house on the sand. The rain poured down, the rivers rose, the winds blew and struck against that house, and it fell; and great was its downfall.”

By the time that Jesus had finished speaking, the crowd was filled with amazement at his teaching. For he taught them like one who had authority, and not like their Teachers of the Law.

—Matthew.




The Last Act Crowns the Play

My soul, sit thou a patient looker on;

Judge not the Play before the Play is done:

Her Plot has many changes; Every day

Speaks a new Scene; the last act crowns the Play.

—Francis Quarles.




February Twenty-Ninth


Womanhood’s Infinite Worth

I am the poet of the woman the same as the man,

And I say it is as great to be a woman as to be a man,

And I say there is nothing greater than the mother of men.

—Walt Whitman.



Woman’s Mission

Woman’s mission is always the same; it is summed up in one word,—Love. It is the only work in which there can never be too many workers; it grows by cooperation; it has nothing to fear from competition. Women are charged with the education of sympathy, the source of real human unity; and their highest happiness is reached when they have the full consciousness of their vocation and are free to follow it. It is the admirable feature of their social mission, that it invites them to cultivate qualities which are natural to them, it calls into exercise emotions which all allow to be the most pleasurable. All that is required of them in a better organization of society is a better adaptation of their circumstances to their vocation, and improvements in their internal condition. They must be relieved from outdoor labor, and other means must be taken to secure due weight to their moral influence. … As men become more and more grateful for the blessing of the moral influence of women they will give expression to their chivalry in a systematic form. It will be a kind of worship of womanhood; an exaltation of mother-love to universal and thankful reverence.

—Auguste Comte.



Three Roses

Three roses, wan as moonlight, and weighed down

Each with its loveliness as with a crown,

Drooped in a florist’s window in a town.

The first a lover bought. It lay at rest,

Like flower on flower, that night, on Beauty’s breast.

The second rose, as virginal and fair,

Shrunk in the tangles of a harlot’s hair.

The third, a widow, with new grief made wild,

Shut in the icy palm of her dead child.

—Thomas B. Aldrich.

Alternate Reading: 1 Corinthians 10:1-13.




March First


Jesus Befriends a Roman Soldier

After Jesus had entered Capernaum a captain of the Roman army came up to him, entreating his help.

“Sir,” he said, “my manservant is lying ill at my house with a stroke of paralysis, and is suffering terribly.”

“I will come and cure him,” answered Jesus.

“Sir,” the captain went on, “I am unworthy to receive you under my roof; but only speak, and my manservant will be cured. For I myself am a man under the orders of others, with soldiers under me; and, if I say to one of them ‘Go,’ he goes, and to another ‘Come,’ he comes, and to my slave ‘Do this,’ he does it.”

Jesus was surprised to hear this, and said to those who were following him:

“Never, I tell you, in any Israelite have I met with such faith as this! Yes, and many will come in from East and West and take their places beside Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, in the Kingdom of Heaven; while the heirs to the Kingdom will be ‘banished into the darkness’ outside; there, there, will be weeping and grinding of teeth.”

Then Jesus said to the captain:

“Go now, and it shall be according to your faith.” And the man was cured that very hour.

—Matthew.



Skill of Christlike Touch

Ask God to give thee skull

In comfort’s art,

That thou may’st consecrated be

And set apart,

Unto a life of sympathy;

For heavy is the weight of ill

In every heart;

And comforters are needed much

Of Christlike touch.

—Alexander Hamilton.




March Second


The Perfect Man

Love one another as I have loved you. No one can give greater proof of love than by laying down his life for his friends. And you are my friends, if you do what I command you.

—Jesus.



The Universality of Jesus

This is the universality of the nature of Jesus. There was in Him no national peculiarity or individual idiosyncrasy. He was not the son of the Jew, nor the son of the carpenter, nor the offspring of the modes of living and thinking of that particular century. He was the son of Man. Once in the world’s history was born a Man. Once in the roll of ages, out of innumerable failures, from the stock of human nature one bud developed itself into a faultless flower. One perfect specimen of humanity has God exhibited on earth.

The idea of a universal Manlike sympathy was not new when Christ was born. The reality was new. But before this in the Roman theatre, deafening applause was called forth by this sentence:—” I am a man: nothing that can affect man is indifferent to me.” A fine sentiment—that was all. Every pretense of realizing that sentiment, except one, has been a failure. One, and but one, has succeeded in loving man—and that by loving men. No sublime high-sounding language in his lips about educating the masses, or elevating the people. The charlatanry of our modern sentiment had not appeared then; it is but the parody of His love.

What was His mode of sympathy with men? He did not sit down to philosophize about the progress of the species, or dream about a millenium. He gathered round Him twelve men. He formed one friendship, special, concentrated, deep. He did not give Himself out as the leader of the publican’s cause or the champion of the rights of the dangerous classes: but He associated with Himself Matthew, a publican called from the detested receipt of custom; He went into the house of Zaccheus, and treated him like a fellow-creature, a brother, and a son of Abraham. His catholicity, or philanthropy, was not an abstraction, but an aggregate of personal attachments.

—F. W. Robertson.




March Third


How Happy is he Born and Taught

How happy is he born and taught

Who serveth not another’s will;

Whose armor is his honest thought,

And simple truth his utmost skill;

Whose passions not his masters are;

Whose soul is still prepared for death,

Untied unto the world by care

Of public fame or private breath;

Who envies none that chance doth raise,

Nor vice; who never understood

How deepest wounds are given by praise,

Nor rules of state, but rules of good;

Who hath his life from rumors freed;

Whose conscience is his strong retreat;

Whose state can neither flatterers feed,

Nor ruin make oppressors great;

Who God doth late and early pray

More of His grace than gifts to lend;

And entertains the harmless day

With a religious book or friend.

This man is freed from servile bands

Of hope to rise, of fear to fall;

Lord of himself, though not of lands,

And having nothing, yet hath all.

—Henry Wotton.

Alternate Reading: I Corinthians 12:28 to 13:1-13.




March Fourth


Jesus Befriends the Widow of Nain

Shortly after, Jesus went to a town called Nain, his disciples and a great crowd going with him. Just as he approached the gate of the town, there was a dead man being carried out for burial—an only son, and his mother was a widow. A large number of the people of the town were with her. When he saw her, the Master was moved with compassion for her, and he said to her: “Do not weep.” Then he went up and touched the bier, and the bearers stopped; and Jesus said:

“Young man, I am speaking to you—Rise!”

The dead man sat up and began to talk, and Jesus restored him to his mother. Every one was awe-struck and began praising God.

“A great prophet has arisen among us,” they said; “and God has visited his people.”

And this story about Jesus spread all through Judea, and in the neighboring countries as well.



The Baptist’s Message to Jesus

All these events were reported to John by his disciples. So he summoned two of them, and sent them to the Master to ask—

“Are you ‘The One Coming,’ or are we to look for some one else?”

When these men found Jesus, they said:

“John the Baptist has sent us to you to ask—‘Are you “The One Coming,” or are we to look for somebody else?’”

At that very time Jesus had cured many people of diseases, afflictions, and wicked spirits, and had given many blind people their sight. So his answer to the question was:

“Go and report to John what you have witnessed and heard—the blind recover their sight, the lame walk, the lepers are made clean, and the deaf hear, the dead are raised to life, the Good News is told to the poor. And blessed is the man who finds no hindrance in me.”

— Luke.

Jesus and John the Baptizer were educated in the same school—the home.




March Fifth


God in All Things

For I have learned

To look on nature, not as in the hour

Of thoughtless youth, but hearing oftentimes

The still, sad music of humanity,—

Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power

To chasten and subdue. And I have felt

A presence that disturbs me with the joy

Of elevated thought; a sense sublime

Of something far more deeply interfused,

Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,

And the round ocean, and the living air,

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man;

A motion and a spirit that impels

All thinking things, all objects of all thoughts,

And rolls through all things.

—William Wordsworth.



I will Find God

I said, “I will find God!” and forth I went

To seek Him in the clearness of the sky,

But before me stood unendurably

Only a pitiless sapphire firmament

Ringing the world,—blank splendor; yet intent

Still to find God, “I will go seek,” said I,

“His way upon the waters,” and drew nigh

An ocean marge weed-strewn and foam-besprent;

And the waves dashed on idle sand and stone,

And very vacant was the long, blue sea;

But in the evening as I sat alone,

My window open to the vanishing day,

Dear God! my own dear God!

I could not choose but kneel and pray,

And it sufficed that I was found of Thee.

—Edward Dowden.

I had rather believe all the fables in the Legend and the Talmud and the Alcoran, than that this universal frame is without a mind.

—Francis Bacon.

Alternate Reading: II Corinthians 11: 19-33.




March Sixth


Do the Best You Can

Suppose, my little lady.

Your doll should break her head;

Could you make it whole by crying

Till your eyes and nose were red?

And wouldn’t it be pleasanter

To treat it as a joke,

And say you’re glad ’twas Dolly’s,

And not your head, that broke?

Suppose your task, my little man,

Is very hard to get,

Will it make it any easier

For you to sit and fret?

And wouldn’t it be wiser

Than waiting like a dunce,

To go to work in earnest,

And learn the thing at once?

Suppose that some boys have a horse,

And some a coach and pair,

Will it tire you less while walking

To say it isn’t fair?

And wouldn’t it be nobler

To keep your temper sweet,

And in your heart be thankful

You can walk upon your feet?

And suppose the world don’t please you,

Nor the way some people do,

Do you think the whole creation

Will be altered just for you?

And isn’t it, my boy or girl,

The wisest, bravest plan,

Whatever comes or doesn’t come,

To do the best you can?

—Phoebe Cary.

Be good, sweet maid, and let who will be clever;

Do noble things, not dream them all day long:

And so make life, death and that vast forever

One grand, sweet song.

—Charles Kingsley.

Alternate Reading: Galatians 5:13-24.




March Seventh


Jesus Testifies to John, The Baptizer

When John’s messengers had left, Jesus, speaking to the crowds, began to say with reference to John:

“What did you go out into the Wilderness to look at? A reed waving in the wind? If not, what did you go out to see? A man dressed in rich clothing? Why, those who are accustomed to fine clothes and luxury live in royal palaces. What then did you go to see? A prophet? Yes, I tell you, and far more than a prophet. This is the very man of whom Scripture says—

“‘Behold, I am sending my Messenger before thy face, And he shall prepare thy way before thee.’

There is, I tell you, no one born of a woman who is greater than John; and yet the lowliest in the Kingdom of God is greater than he.”

(All the people, when they heard this, and even the tax-gatherers, having accepted John’s baptism, acknowledged the justice of God. But the Pharisees and the Students of the Law, having rejected John’s baptism, frustrated God’s purpose in regard to them.)

“To what then,” Jesus continued, “shall I compare the people of the present generation? What are they like? They are like some little children who are sitting in the market-place and calling out to one another—

“’We have played the flute for you, but you have not danced;

“‘We have wailed, but you have not wept!’

“For now that John the Baptist has come, not eating bread or drinking wine, you are saying ‘He has a demon in him’; and now that the Son of Man has come, eating and drinking, you are saying ‘Here is a glutton and a wine-drinker, a friend of tax-gatherers and outcasts.’ And yet Wisdom is vindicated by all her children.”

— Luke.

“Only what thou art in thyself determines thy value.”




March Eighth


Jesus, the Carpenter

If I could hold within my hand

The hammer Jesus swung,

Not all the gold in all the land.

Nor jewels countless as the sand,

All in the balance flung

Could weigh the value of that thing

Round which His fingers once did cling.

If I could have the table

He Once made in Nazareth,

Not all the pearls in all the sea,

Nor crowns of kings or kings to be,

Could buy that thing of wood He made—

The Lord of Lords who learned a trade.

Yea, but His hammer still is shown

By honest hands that toil,

And round His table men sit down;

And all are equals with a crown

Nor gold nor pearls can soil;

The shop of Nazareth was bare,

But Brotherhood was builded there.

—C. M. Shildon.



The Living Word

The word were but a blank, a hollow sound,

If he that spake it were not speaking still,

If all the light and all the shade around

Were aught but issues of Almighty Will.

So, then, believe that every bird that sings,

And every flower that stars the elastic sod,

And every thought the happy summer brings,

To the pure spirit is a word of God.

—S. T. Colbridge.

Alternate Reading: Ephesians 4: 25-32.




March Ninth


The Death of John, the Baptizer

Herod himself had sent and arrested John, and put him in prison, in chains, to please Herodias, the wife of his brother Philip, because Herod had married her. For John had said to Herod—“You have no right to be living with your brother’s wife.” So Herodias was incensed against John, and wanted to put him to death, but was unable to do so, because Herod stood in fear of John, knowing him to be an upright and holy man, and protected him. He had listened to John, but still remained much perplexed, and yet he found pleasure in listening to him. A suitable opportunity, however, occurred when Herod, on his birthday, gave a dinner to his high officials, and his commanding officers, and the foremost men in Galilee. And when his daughter—that is, the daughter of Herodias—came in and danced, she delighted Herod and those who were dining with him. “Ask me for whatever you like,” the king said to the girl, “and I will give it to you”; and he swore to her that he would give her whatever she asked him—up to half his kingdom. The girl went out, and said to her mother “What must I ask for?” “The head of John the Baptizer,” answered her mother. So she went in as quickly as possible to the king, and made her request. “I want you,” she said, “to give me at once, on a dish, the head of John the Baptist.” The king was much distressed; yet, on account of his oath and of the guests at his table, he did not like to refuse her. He immediately despatched one of his bodyguard, with orders to bring John’s head. The man went and beheaded John in the prison, and, bringing his head on a dish, gave it to the girl, and the girl gave it to her mother. When John’s disciples heard of it, they came and took his body away, and laid it in a tomb.

—Mark.

The first martyr in Christendom was put to death by Herod for his preaching loyalty to the sanctity of the home.




March Tenth


Jesus at a Pharisee’s Banquet is Anointed by a Sinful Woman

One of the Pharisees asked Jesus to dine with him, so Jesus went to his house and took his place at table. Just then a woman, who was an outcast in the town, having ascertained that Jesus was at table in the Pharisee’s house, brought an alabaster jar of perfume, and placed herself behind Jesus, near his feet, weeping. Then she began to make his feet wet with her tears, and she dried them with the hair of her head, repeatedly kissing his feet and anointing them with the perfume. When the Pharisee who had invited Jesus saw this, he said to himself:

“Had this man been The Prophet, he would have known who, and what sort of woman, this is who is touching him, and that she is an outcast.”

But, addressing him, Jesus said:

“Simon, I have something to say to you.”

“Pray, do so, Teacher,” Simon answered; and Jesus began:

“There were two people who were in debt to a moneylender; one owed fifty pounds, and the other five. As they were unable to pay, he forgave them both. Which of them, do you think, will love him the more?”

“I suppose,” answered Simon, “it will be the man to whom he forgave the greater debt.”

“You are right,” said Jesus, and then, turning to the woman, he said to Simon:

“Do you see this woman? I came into your house— you gave me no water for my feet, but she has made my feet wet with tears and dried them with her hair. You did not give me one kiss, but she, from the moment I came in, has not ceased to kiss my feet. You did not anoint even my head with oil, but she has anointed my feet with perfume. And for this, I tell you, her sins, many as they are, have been pardoned, because she has loved greatly; but one who has little pardoned him, loves but little.”

Then he said to the woman: “Your sins have been pardoned.” On this, those at table began to say to one another:

“Who is this man who even pardons sins?”

But Jesus said to the woman:

“Your faith has delivered you; go, and peace be with you.”

—Luke.




March Eleventh


The Value of Character Training

A boy has been likened to a hundredweight of good iron, which, in its ordinary form, may not be worth more than a dollar; but when carbonised into steel it is worth twice as much; when made into inch screws, a hundred dollars; if drawn into fine wire, five hundred dollars; if changed into fine needles, a thousand dollars; if into small fish-hooks, twenty-five hundred dollars; if into small watch-screws, three hundred thousand dollars; if into finest hair springs, one million and five hundred thousand dollars. The higher the development, the more hammering, beating, rolling, pounding, and polishing, the more valuable the iron becomes.

—O. S. Marden.



Thou Canst Not Then Be False to Any Man

Give thy thoughts no tongue,

Nor any unproportion’d thought his act.

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar:

The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried,

Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel;

But do not dull thy palm with entertainment

Of each new-hatch’d, unfledg’d comrade. Beware

Of entrance to a quarrel; but, being in,

Bear’t that th’ opposed may beware of thee.

Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice:

Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy judgment.

Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy,

But not express’d in fancy; rich, not gaudy:

For the apparel oft proclaims the man.

Neither a borrower nor a lender be;

For loan oft loses both itself and friend,

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.

This above all: to thine own self be true;

And it must follow, as the night the day,

Thou canst not then be false to any man.

—William Shakespeare.

One who is false to his home is unsafe in every relation in life.

Alternate Reading: Philippians 1: 8-11.




March Twelfth


If You Can’t Go Over or Under, Go Round

A baby mole got to feeling big,

And wanted to show how he could dig;

So he plowed along in the soft, warm dirt

Till he hit something hard, and it surely hurt!

A dozen stars flew out of his snout;

He sat on his haunches, began to pout;

Then rammed the thing again with his head—

His grandpap picked him up half dead.

“Young man,” he said, “though your pate is bone,

You can’t butt your way through solid stone.

This bit of advice is good, I’ve found:

If you can’t go over or under, go round.”

A traveler came to a stream one day,

And because it presumed to cross his way,

And wouldn’t turn round to suit his whim

And change its course to go with him,

His anger rose far more than it should,

And he vowed he’d cross right where he stood.

A man said there was a bridge below,

But not a step would he budge or go.

The current was swift and the bank was steep,

But he jumped right in with a violent leap.

A fisherman dragged him out half-drowned:

“When you can’t go over or under, go round.”

If you come to a place that you can’t get through,

Or over or under, the thing to do

Is to find a way round the impassable wall,

Not to say you’ll go your way or not at all.

You can always get to the place you are going,

If you’ll set your sails as the wind is blowing.

If the mountains are high, go round the valley;

If the streets are blocked, go up some alley;

If the parlor-car’s filled, don’t scorn a freight;

If the front door’s closed, go in the side gate. To reach your goal this advice is sound:

If you can’t go over or under, go round!

—Joseph Morris.

Alternate Reading: Philippians 2:1-18.




March Thirteenth


Jesus Misunderstood by His Kinfolk and the Theologians

Jesus went into a house; and again a crowd collected, so that they were not able even to eat their food. When his relations heard of it, they went to take charge of him, for they said that he was out of his mind. And the Teachers of the Law, who had come down from Jerusalem, said:

“He has Baal-zebub in him, and he drives the demons out by the help of Baal-zebub, their chief.”

So Jesus called them to him, and answered them in parables:

“How can Satan drive out Satan? When a kingdom is divided against itself, it cannot last; and when a household is divided against itself, it will not be able to last. So, if Satan is in revolt against himself and is divided, he cannot last—his end has come! No man who has got into a strong man’s house can carry off bis goods, without first securing him; and not till then will he plunder his house. I tell you that men will be forgiven everything—their sins, and all the slanders that they utter; but whoever slanders the Holy Spirit remains unforgiven to the end; he has to answer for an enduring sin.” This was said in reply to the charge that he had a foul spirit in him.


The True Brotherhood

And his mother and his brothers came, and stood outside, and sent to ask him to come to them. There was a crowd sitting round Jesus, and some of them said to him:

“Look, your mother and your brothers are outside, asking for you.”

“Who is my mother? and my brothers?” was his reply. Then he looked around on the people sitting in a circle round him, and said:

“Here are my mother and my brothers! Whoever does the will of God is my brother and sister and mother.”

—Matthew.




The Inclusiveness of Home

If you wanted to gather up all tender memories, all lights and shadows of the heart, all reunions, all filial, fraternal, paternal and conjugal affections, and had only just four letters with which to spell out the height and depth and length and breadth and magnitude and eternity of meaning, you would write it all out with these four capital letters: H O M E.

—T. D. Talmage.




March Fourteenth


Moral Equipoise

It is true that many pious men in ages gone by have broken the universal rule to select the just mean in all actions of life; at times they went to extremes. Thus they fasted often, watched through the nights, abstained from flesh and wine, wore sackcloth, lived among the rocks, and wandered in the deserts. They did this, however, only when they considered it necessary to restore their disturbed moral equipoise; or to avoid, in the midst of men, temptations which at times were too strong for them. These abnegations were for them means to an end, and they forsook them as soon as that end was obtained.

Thoughtless men, however, regarded castigations as holy in themselves, and imitated them without thinking of the intentions of their examples. They thought thereby to reach perfection and to approach to God. The fools! as if God hated the body and took pleasure in its destruction. They did not consider how many sicknesses of soul their actions caused. They are to be compared to such as take dangerous medicines because they have seen that experienced physicians have saved many a one from death with them; so they ruin themselves. This is the meaning of the cry of the Prophet Jeremiah: “Oh that I had in the wilderness a lodgingplace of wayfaring men, that I might leave my people and go from them.”

—Moses Maimonides.



Temperance

Temperance, in the nobler sense, does not mean a subdued and imperfect energy; it does not mean a stopping short in any good thing, as love or in faith; but it means the power which governs the most intense energy, and prevents its acting in any way but as it ought.

—John Ruskin.



The Penalty of Untruth

We cannot command veracity at will; the power of seeing and reporting truly is a form of health that has to be distinctly guarded, and as an ancient rabbi has solemnly said, “The penalty of untruth is untruth.”

—George Eliot.

Alternate Reading: Philippians 3: 5-14.




March Fifteenth


Re-Birth into Personality

Before birth a child is dependent entirely on his mother for all that makes up his life. At birth he becomes an individual human being, physically liberated from his mother. But he is still unborn mentally; for his soul, during childhood, is entirely dependent on others for his impulses; he is still in the spiritual womb of environment. A day comes when he awakes to become an independent free personality, to think for himself, to will for himself, to direct his own destiny, and to consciously relate himself to God and his fellows.

There is a beautiful, and very old, custom among the American Indians which illustrates this experience. When a boy comes to manhood, he is sent into the wilderness alone to fast for four days. Arriving in the solitude of the mountain, he begins singing this song: “O God! here, poor and needy, I stand.” He continues to sing this appealing heart cry in the hope that he may find himself in fellowship with God, that be may rightly face the mystery of life and destiny, that he may discover himself as an independent, free personality, responsible to God for all his future career.



The Eternal Solitude of the Soul

If there be any truth which Christianity has brought out into marvelous clearness before the human soul, it is this, that each soul really lives in awful solitude beneath the eye of God; that in the soul within us we possess a principle of imperishable life, which, moreover, is capable of infinite bliss and of unspeakable agony. Now the world endeavors in its literature, in its modes of language and thought, to lower this master truth by suggesting to us, what indeed is true, but what does not include that other truth, that we are members of a family, of a town, of a nation. It would fain make us forget that we live and that we shall die—alone.

—Henry P. Liddon.




March Sixteenth


God’s Lovingkindness

Thy lovingkindness, O God, is in the heavens;

Thy faithfulness reacheth unto the skies.

Thy righteousness is like the mountains of God;

Thy judgments are a great deep:

O God, thou preservest man and beast.

How precious is thy lovingkindness, O God I

And the children of men take refuge under the shadow of thy wings.

They shall be abundantly satisfied with the fatness of thy house;

And thou wilt make them drink of tire river of thy pleasures.

For with thee is the fountain of life:

In thy light shall we see light.

Oh continue thy lovingkindness unto them that know thee.

And thy righteousness to the upright in heart.

—Psalms.



Love Indespensable

So long as we love we serve; so long as we are loved by others I would almost say that we are indispensable; and no man is useless while he has a friend.

—Robert L. Stevenson.

From beginning to end, God’s law teaches kindness.

—The Talmud.

Hate and anger are poisons that are more dangerous to a home than vipers.

“Home—a world of strife shut out, a world of love shut in.”




March Seventeenth

St. Patrick’s Day


The Shamrock

Scattered all over the face of creation,

From the green mountain tops to the great ocean sprays;

The militant sons of a marvelous nation,

Are wearing the tender green shamrock to-day.

Working men, thinking men, lawyer men, writing men,

With muscles like iron and intellect keen;

Gentlemen, husbandmen, family men, fighting men.

And every one gallantly wearing the green.

Some till the soil by the beautiful Shannon,

While some through the billowy seas plow their way;

And some face the shells from the thundering cannon,

Some rear their sons in the good U. S. A.

But when the spring wakes the year from its slumber,

Which time comes along about March seventeen,

The sons of old Erin, a grand goodly number,

Are decked with the shamrock so tender and green.

—Agnes C. Quinlan.



Mother Machree

There’s a spot in me heart which no colleen may own.

There’s a depth in me soul never sounded or known;

There’s a place in my mem’ry, my life, that you fill,

No other can take it, no one ever will.

Sure I love the dear silver that shines in your hair,

And the brow that’s all furrowed, and wrinkled with care.

I kiss the dear fingers, so toil-worn for me,

Oh, God bless you and keep you, Mother Machree!

Ev’ry sorrow or care in the dear days gone by,

Was made bright by the light of the smile in your eye;

Like a candle that’s set in a window at night,

Your fond love has cheered me, and guided me right.

—Rida J. Young.

Alternate Reading: Colossians 3: 5-17.




March Eighteenth


Parable of the Tares

Another parable which Jesus told them was this—

“The Kingdom of Heaven is compared to a man who sowed good seed in his field. But, while every one was asleep, his enemy came and sowed tares among the wheat, and then went away. So, when the blades of corn shot up, and came into ear, the tares made their appearance also. On this the owner’s servants came to him, and said ‘Was not it good seed that you sowed in your field? Where, then, do the tares in it come from?’

“‘An enemy has done this,’ was his answer.

“‘Do you wish us, then,’ they asked, ‘to go and gather them together?’

“‘No,’ he said, ‘for fear that, while you are gathering the tares, you should root up the wheat as well. Let both grow side by side till harvest; and then I shall say to the reapers, Gather the tares together first, and tie them in bundles for burning; but bring all the wheat into my barn.’”

—Matthew.



Sowing and Reaping

Sow an act and you reap a habit;

Sow a habit and you reap a character;

Sow a character and you reap a destiny.

—Anon.

So teach us to number our days that we may apply our hearts unto wisdom.

—Psalms.



Training Character

Teach the child self-respect; train it in self-respect, just as you train a plant in better ways. No self-respecting man was ever a grafter. Above all, bear in mind repetition, repetition, the use of an influence over and over again. Keeping everlastingly at it, this is what fixes traits in plants—the constant repetition of an influence until at last it is irrevocably fixed and will not change. You cannot afford to get discouraged. You are dealing with something far more precious than any plant —the precious life of a child.

—Luther Burbank.




March Nineteenth


Napoleon’s Greatness and Failure

And what care we for war and wrack,

How kings and heroes rise and fall?

Look yonder, in his coffin black

There lies the greatest of them all!

To pluck him down, and keep him up,

Died many million human souls;—

’Tis twelve o’clock and time to sup:

Bid Mary heap the fire with coals.

He captured many thousand guns;

He wrote “The Great” before his name:

And dying, only left his sons

The recollection of his shame.

Though more than half the world was his,

He died without a rood his own;

And borrowed from his enemies

Six foot of ground to lie upon.

He fought a thousand glorious wars,

And more than half the world was his;

And somewhere now, in yonder stars,

Can tell, mayhap, what greatness is.

—W. M. Thackeray.



Four Essentials

Four things a man must learn to do

If he would make his record true:

To think without confusion clearly;

To love his fellow-men sincerely;

To act from honest motives purely;

To trust in God and Heaven securely.

—Henry Van Dyke.




March Twentieth


Living in Eternity

Fool! All that is, at all,

Lasts ever, past recall;

Earth changes, but thy soul and God stand sure:

What entered into thee,

That was, is, and shall be:

Time’s wheel runs back or stops; Potter and clay endure.

—Robert Browning.



Death and All Good

I wish I could translate the hints about the dead young men and women,

And the hints about old men and mothers, and the offspring taken soon out of their laps.

They are alive and well somewhere,

The smallest sprout shows there is really no death,

And if ever there was, it led forward life, and does not wait at the end to arrest it,

And ceased the moment life appeared.

All goes onward and outward—nothing collapses,

And to die is different from what any one supposed, and luckier.

Has any one supposed it lucky to be born?

I hasten to inform him or her, it is just as lucky to die, and I know it.

I pass death with the dying, and birth with the new-washed babe, and I am not contained between my hat and boots,

And peruse manifold objects, no two alike, and every one good,

The earth good, the stars good, and their adjuncts all good.

—Walt Whitman.

Life, as we call it, is nothing but the edge of the boundless ocean of existence where it comes on soundings.

—Oliver Wendell Holmes.

Alternate Reading: I Timothy 6: 5-14.




March Twenty-First


Jesus Befriends the President of the Synagogue and a Diseased Woman

On his return, Jesus was welcomed by the people; for every one was looking out for him. And a man named Jaeirus, who was a President of the Synagogue, came to Jesus, and threw himself at Jesus’ feet, with entreaties that he would come to his house, because his only daughter, who was about twelve years old, was dying.

As Jesus was going, the people were pressing closely round him. And a woman, who had suffered from hemorrhage for twelve years, and whom no one could cure, came up behind and touched the tassel of his cloak. Instantly the hemorrhage ceased.

“Who was it that touched me?” Jesus asked; and, while every one was denying having done so, Peter exclaimed:

“Why, Sir, the people are crowding round you and pressing upon you!”

“Somebody touched me,” said Jesus; “for I felt that power had gone out from me.”

Then the woman, when she saw that she was discovered, came forward trembling, and threw herself down before him; and, in presence of all the people, she told him her reason for touching him, and that she had been cured instantly.

“Daughter,” he said, “your faith has delivered you. Go, and peace be with you.”

Before he had finished speaking, some one came from the house of the President of the Synagogue and said:

“Your daughter is dead! Do not trouble the Teacher further.”

But Jesus, hearing this, spoke to the President:

“Do not be afraid; only have faith, and she shall yet be delivered.”

When he reached the house, he did not allow any one to go in with him, except Peter, John, and James, and the child’s father and mother. And every one was weeping and mourning for her.

“Do not weep,” Jesus said, “she is not dead; she is asleep.”

They began to laugh at him, for they knew that she was dead. But, taking her by the hand, Jesus said in a loud voice:

“Child, rise!”

The child’s spirit returned to her, and she instantly stood up; and Jesus ordered them to give her something to eat. Her parents were amazed, but Jesus impressed on them that they were not to tell any one what had happened.

—Luke.




March Twenty-Second


Beauty in Duty

Help the weak, if you are strong;

Love the old, if you are young;

Own a fault, if you are wrong;

If you’re angry, hold your tongue.

In each duty

Lies a beauty

If your eyes you do not shut,

Just as surely

And securely

As a kernel in a nut.

—Anon.



Helpfulness

The most solid comfort one can fall back upon is the thought that the business of one’s life is to help in some small way to reduce the sum of ignorance, degradation, and misery on the face of God’s beautiful earth.

—George Eliot.



The Civilizing Citizens

Not all men are of equal value. Not many Platos: only one, to whom a thousand lesser minds look up and learn to think. Not many Dantes: one, and a thousand poets tune their harps to his and repeat his notes. Not many Raphaels: one, and no second. But a thousand lesser artists looking up to him are lifted to his level. Not many royal hearts—great magazines of kindness. Happy the town blessed with a few great minds and a few great hearts. One such citizen will civilize an entire community.

—Newell Dwight Hillis.

Alternate Reading: II Timothy 3: 1-17.




March Twenty-Third


I Shall Not Pass Again This Way

(The author of this poem was proprietor and editor of The Youth’s Companion, and after his death, the poem, much worn, was found in his desk.)

The bread that giveth strength I want to give;

The water pure that bids the thirsty live;

I want to help the fainting day by day—

I’m sure I shall not pass again this way.

I want to give the oil of joy for tears,

The faith to conquer cruel doubts and fears.

Beauty for ashes may I give alway—

I’m sure I shall not pass again this way.

I want to give good measure running o’er,

And into angry hearts I want to pour

The answer soft that turneth wrath away—

I’m sure I shall not pass again this way.

I want to give to others hope and faith;

I want to do all that* the Master saith;

I want to live aright from day to day—

I’m sure I shall not pass again this way.

—Daniel S. Ford.



The Need for Workers

Jesus went round all the towns and the villages, teaching in their Synagogues, proclaiming the Good News of the Kingdom, and curing every kind of disease and every kind of sickness.

But, when he saw the crowds, his heart was moved with compassion for them, because they were distressed and harassed, “like sheep without a shepherd”; and he said to his disciples:

“The harvest is abundant, but the laborers are few. Therefore pray to the Owner of the harvest to send laborers to gather in his harvest.”

—Luke.




March Twenty-Fourth


Jesus Befriends the Blind and Dumb

As Jesus was passing on from there, he was followed by two blind men, who kept calling out:

“Take pity on us, Son of David!”

When he had gone indoors, the blind men came up to him; and Jesus asked them:

“Do you believe that I am able to do this?”

“Yes, Master!” they answered.

Upon that he touched their eyes, and said:

“It shall be according to your faith.”

Then their eyes were opened. Jesus sternly cautioned them. “See that no one knows of it,” he said. But the men went out, and spread the news about him through all that part of the country.


Cure of a Dumb Man

Just as they were going out, some people brought up to Jesus a dumb man who was possessed by a demon; and, as soon as the demon had been driven out, the dumb man spoke. The people were astonished at this, and exclaimed:

“Nothing like this has ever been seen in Israel!” But the Pharisees said:

“He drives out the demons by the help of the chief of demons.”

—Matthew.




The Supreme Art

The supreme art life above all other arts is the art of living together justly and charitably. There is no other thing that is so taxing, requiring so much education, so much wisdom, so much practice, as the how to live with our fellow-men. In importance this art exceeds all productive industries which we teach our children. All skill and knowledge aside from that is as nothing. The real education of life is to learn bow to live brotherly and the real business of life is to help our fellow-men to be brotherly.

—Henry Ward Beecher.




March Twenty-Fifth


A Letter from a Brother of Jesus

My Brothers, whatever may be the temptations that beset you from time to time, always regard them as a reason for rejoicing, knowing, as you do, that the testing of your faith develops endurance. And let endurance do its work perfectly, so that you may be altogether perfect, and in no respect deficient.

If one of you is deficient in wisdom, let him ask wisdom from the God who gives freely to every one without reproaches, and it will be given to him. But let him ask with confidence, never doubting; for the man who doubts is like a wave of the sea driven hither and thither at the mercy of the wind—such a man must not expect that he will receive anything from the Lord, vacillating as he is, irresolute at every turn. Let a Brother in humble circumstances be proud of his exalted position, but a rich Brother of his humiliation; for the rich man will pass away “like the flower of the grass.” As the sun rises, and the hot wind blows, “the grass withers, its flower fades,” and all its beauty is gone. So it is with the rich man. In the midst of his pursuits he will come to an untimely end.

Blessed is the man who remains firm under temptation, for, when he has stood the test, he will receive the crown of Life, which the Lord has promised to those who love him. Let no one say, when he is tempted, “It is God who is tempting me!” For God, who cannot be tempted to do wrong, does not himself tempt any one. A man is in every case tempted by his own passions— allured and enticed by them. Then Passion conceives and gives birth to Sin, and Sin, on reaching maturity, brings forth Death. Do not be deceived, my dear Brothers. Every good thing given us, and every perfect gift, is from above, and comes down to us from the Maker of the lights in the heavens, who is himself never subject to change or to eclipse. Because he so willed, he gave us Life, through the Message of the Truth, so that we should be, as it were, an earnest of still further creations.

—James, a Brother of Jesus.

Bother not with dogma and doubt, but ever cherish the one essential thing in God’s universe for you—a clean, sweet soul.




March Twenty-Sixth


Jesus Again Preaches in His Home Town

On leaving that place, Jesus, followed by his disciples, went to his own part of the country. When the Sabbath came, he began to teach in the Synagogue; and the people, as they listened, were deeply impressed.

“Where did he get this?” they said, “and what is this wisdom that has been given him? and these miracles which he is doing? Is not he the carpenter, the son of Mary, and the brother of James, and Joses, and Judas, and Simon? And are not his sisters, too, living here among us?”

This proved a hindrance to their believing in him; on which Jesus said:

“A prophet is not without honor, except in his own country, and among his own relations, and in his own home.”

And he could not work any miracle there, beyond placing his hands upon a few infirm persons, and curing them; and he wondered at the want of faith shown by the people.



The Mission of the Twelve Apostles

Jesus went round the villages, one after another, teaching. He called the Twelve to him, and began to send them out as his Messengers, two and two, and gave them authority over foul spirits. He instructed them to take nothing but a staff for the journey—not even bread, or a bag, or pence in their purse; but they were to wear sandals, and not to put on a second coat.

“Whenever you go to stay at a house,” he said, “remain there till you leave that place; and if a place does not welcome you, or listen to you, as you go out of it shake off the dust that is on the soles of your feet, as a protest against them.” So they set out, and proclaimed the need of repentance. They drove out many demons, and anointed with oil many who were infirm, and cured them.

—Mark.

Nothing of worth or weight can be achieved with half a mind, with a faint heart, and with a lame endeavor.

—Isaac Barrow.




March Twenty-Seventh


The Good Time Coming

For God will be thy everlasting light. And the days of thy mourning shall be ended.

—Isaiah.

There’s a good time coming, boys,

A good time coming:

We may not live to see the day,

But earth shall glisten in the ray

Of the good time coming.

Cannon-balls may aid the truth,

But thought’s a weapon stronger;

Well win our battle by its aid;

— Wait a little longer.

There’s a good time coming, boys,

A good time coming:

War in all men’s eyes shall be

A monster of iniquity

In the good time coming:

Nations shall not quarrel then

To prove which is the stronger;

Nor slaughter men for glory’s sake;

— Wait a little longer.

There’s a good time coming, boys,

A good time coming:

Hateful rivalries of creed

Shall not make their martyrs bleed

In the good time coming.

Religion shall be shorn of pride,

And flourish all the stronger;

And charity shall trim her lamp;

— Wait a little longer.

There’s a good time coming, boys,

A good time coming:

Let us aid it all we can,

Every woman, every man,

The good time coming.

Smallest helps, if rightly given,

Make the impulse stronger;

Twill be strong enough one day;—

Wait a little longer.

—Charles Mackay.

Alternate Reading: II Timothy 4: 1-8.




March Twenty-Eighth


The Meaning of Pain

A sower went forth to sow,

His eyes were wild with woe;

He crushed the flowers beneath his feet,

Nor smelt the perfume warm and sweet,

That prayed for pity everywhere.

He came to a field that was harried

By iron, and to heaven laid bare:

He shook the seed that he carried

O’er that brown and bladeless place.

He shook it as God shakes hail

Over a doomed land.

When lightnings interlace

The sky and earth, and His wand

Of love is a thunder-flail.

Thus did that sower sow;

His seed was human blood,

And tears of women and men.

And I, who near him stood,

Said: When the crop comes, then

There will be sobbing and sighing,

Weeping and wailing and crying,

And a woe that is worse than woe.

It was an autumn day

When next I went that way.

And what, think you, did I see?

What was it that I heard?

The song of a sweet-voiced bird?

Nay—but the songs of many,

Thrilled through with praising prayer.

Of all those voices not any

Were sad of memory:

And a sea of sunlight flowed,

And a golden harvest glowed.

On my face I fell down there;

- I hid my weeping eyes,

I said: O God, Thou art wise!

And I thank Thee, again and again,

For the sower whose name is Pain.

—Richard Watson Gilder.



Business with God

We and God have business with each other; and in opening ourselves to His influence our deepest destiny is fulfilled.

—William James.

Alternate Reading: Hebrews 4: 11-16.




March Twenty-Ninth


Jesus at Work

Jesus went round all the towns and the villages, teaching in their Synagogues, proclaiming the Good News of the Kingdom, and curing every kind of disease and every kind of sickness.

But, when he saw the crowds, his heart was moved with compassion for them, because they were distressed and harassed, “like sheep without a shepherd”; and he said to his disciples:

“The harvest is abundant, but the laborers are few. Therefore pray to the Owner of the harvest to send laborers to gather in his harvest.”

Calling his twelve Disciples to him, Jesus gave them authority over foul spirits, so that they could drive them out, as well as the power of curing every kind of disease and every kind of sickness.

—Matthew.



Finding Life and God

That low man seeks a little thing to do,

Sees it and does it:

This high man, with a great thing to pursue,

Dies ere he knows it.

That low man goes on adding one to one,

His hundreds soon hit:

This high man, aiming at a million,

Misses an unit.

That, has the world here—should he need the next,

Let the world mind him!

This, throws himself on God, and unperplexed

Seeking shall find Him.

—Robert Browning.



Fellowship with Christ in Service

O Master, let me walk with Thee

In lowly paths of service free;

Tell me Thy secret, help me bear

The strain of toil, the fret of care.

Teach me Thy patience; still with

Thee In closer, dearer company,

In work that keeps faith sweet and strong,

In trust that triumphs over wrong.

—Washington Gladden.




March Thirtieth


What is God’s Purpose for You?

Each of us has some intended niche to occupy, some one particular work to do. It may be a task of many years. It may be a single action, a single witness to truth, a single act of duty, done in one particular day, at one hour—nay, in the compass of a few minutes, yet carrying in it all the moral power of a lifetime—and exhausting, by being done, the reasons for which, in the Eternal Mind, life was given to the agent. A martyr may compress into a few minutes of agony all the moral and spiritual work on which a philanthropist expends his time during his fourscore years. A mother may, by bringing up a child in the fear of God, do as much in the eyes of Providence as a great teacher or statesman. The question is, What are we each of us meant to do? And this question can only be answered by a survey of our capacities and our circumstances, which do practically interpret the will of God to each of us.

—Henry P. Liddon.



The Need of Men

God give us men! The time demands

Strong minds, great hearts, true faith and willing hands.

Men whom the lust of office does not kill;

Men whom the spoils of office cannot buy;

Men who possess opinions and a will;

Men who have honor; men who will not lie;

Men who can stand before a demagogue

And damn his treacherous flatteries without winking;

Tall men, sun-crowned, who live above the fog

In public duty and in private thinking.

For while the rabble with their thumb-worn creeds,

Their large professions and their little deeds,

Mingle in selfish strife, Lo! Freedom weeps!

Wrong rules the land, and waiting justice sleeps!

—J. G. Holland.

Alternate Reading: Hebrews 12: 1-13.




March Thirty-First


Invincible Truth

Get the truth once uttered, and ’tis like

A star newborn that drops into its place,

And which, once circling in its placid round,

Not all the tumult of the earth can shake.

—James Russell Lowell.



The Swan’s Song

You think that upon the score of foreknowledge and divining I am infinitely inferior to the swans. When they perceive approaching death they sing more merrily than before, because of the joy they have in going to the God they serve.

—Socrates.



The Way to be Happy

How pleasant it is, at the end of the day,

No follies to have to repent,

But reflect on the past, and be able to say:

My time has been properly spent!

When I’ve finished my task with all patience and care,

And been good, and obliging, and kind,

I lie on my pillow and sleep away there

With a happy and peaceable mind.

Instead of all this, if it must be confest

That I careless and idle have been,

I lie down as usual, and go to my rest,

But feel discontented within.

Then, as I dislike all the trouble I’ve had,

In future I’ll try to prevent it,

For I never am naughty without being sad,

Or good without being contented.

—Jane Taylor.

Alternate Reading: James 1: 2-18.




April First


The Apostles Make Report

When the Apostles came back to Jesus, they told him all that they had done and all that they had taught.

“Come by yourselves privately to some lonely spot,” he said, “and rest for a while”—for there were so many people coming and going that they had not time even to eat. So they set off privately in their boat for a lonely spot. And many people saw them going, and recognized them, and from all the towns they flocked together to the place on foot, and got there before them. On getting out of the boat, Jesus saw a great crowd, and his heart was moved at the sight of them, because they were “like sheep without a shepherd”; and he began to teach them many things.


Jesus Feeds Five Thousand by the Lake of Galilee

When it grew late, his disciples came up to him, and said:

“This is a lonely spot, and it is already late. Send the people away, so that they may go to the farms and villages around and buy themselves something to eat.”

But Jesus answered: “It is for you to give them something to eat.”

“Are we to go and buy twenty pounds’ worth of bread,” they asked, “to give them to eat?”

“How many loaves have you?” he asked; “go and see.” When they had found out, they told him: “Five, and two fishes.” Jesus directed them to make all the people take their seats on the green grass, in parties; and they sat down in groups—in hundreds, and in fifties. Taking the five loaves and the two fishes, Jesus looked up to Heaven, and said the blessing; he broke the loaves into pieces, and gave them to his disciples for them to serve out to the people, and he divided the two fishes also among them all. Every one had sufficient to eat; and they picked up enough broken pieces to fill twelve baskets, as well as some of the fish. The men who ate the bread were five thousand in number.

—Mark.




The Bread of Life

Break Thou the bread of life, dear Lord, to me,

As Thou didst break the loaves beside the sea,

Beyond the sacred page I seek Thee, Lord;

My spirit pants for Thee, O living Word!

—Mary A. Lathbury.




April Second


The Heart-Life

Who dwelleth in that secret place,

Where tumult enters not,

Is never cold with terror base,

Never with anger hot:

For if an evil host should dare

His very heart invest,

God is his deeper heart, and there

He enters in to rest.

When mighty sea-winds madly blow,

And tear the scattered waves,

Peaceful as summer woods, below

Lie darkling ocean caves:

The wind of words may toss my heart,

But what is that to met

’Tis but a surface storm—Thou art

My deep, still, resting sea.

—George MacDonald.



Character Builders

We are building, every day,

In a good or evil way;

And the structure, as it grows,

Will our inmost self disclose.

All are architects of fate,

Working in these walls of time;

Some with massive deeds and great,

Some with ornaments of rhyme;

For the structure that we raise,

Time is with materials filled;

Our to-days and yesterdays

Are the blocks with which we build.

—Henry W. Longfellow.

Alternate Reading: James 5: 7-12.




April Third


True Religion

Mark this, my dear Brothers:—Let every one be quick to listen, slow to speak, and slow to get angry; for the anger of man does not forward the righteous purpose of God. Therefore, have done with all filthiness and whatever wickedness still remains, and in a humble spirit receive that Message which has been planted in your hearts and is able to save your souls. Put that Message into practice, and do not merely listen to it—deceiving yourselves. For, when any one listens to it and does not practise it, he is like a man looking at his own face in a mirror. He looks at himself, then goes on his way, and immediately forgets what he is like. But he who looks carefully into the perfect Law, the Law of Freedom, and continues to do so, not listening to it and then forgetting it, but putting it into practice—that man will be blessed in what he does. When a man appears to be religious, yet does not bridle his tongue, but imposes upon his own conscience, that man’s religious observances are valueless. That religious observance which is pure and spotless in the eyes of God our Father is this—to visit orphans and widows in their trouble, and to keep oneself uncontaminated by the world.

—James, a Brother of Jesus.



A Monument of Good Deeds

Do good, and leave behind you a monument of virtue that the storms of time can never destroy. Write your name in kindness, love, and mercy on the hearts of the thousands you come in contact with year by year; you will never be forgotten. No, your name, your deeds, will be as legible on the hearts you leave behind as the stars on the brow of the evening.

—Thomas Chalmers.




April Fourth


Sorrow Understood

Upon my lips she laid her touch divine.

And merry speech and careless laughter died;

She fixed her melancholy eyes on mine,

And would not be denied.

I saw the West Wind loose his cloudlets white

In flocks, careering through the April sky;

I could not sing, though joy was at its height,

For she stood silent by.

I watched the lovely evening fade away;

A mist was lightly drawn across the stars:

She broke my quiet dream,—I heard her say,

“Behold your prison bars!

“Earth’s gladness shall not satisfy your soul;

This beauty of the world in which you live,

The crowning grace that sanctifies the whole,—

That, I alone can give.”

I heard, and shrank away from her afraid:

But still she held me, and would still abide;

Youth’s bounding pulses slackened and obeyed,

With slowly ebbing tide.

“Look thou beyond the evening star,” she said,

“Beyond the changing splendors of the day;

Accept the pain, the weariness, the dread,—

Accept, and bid me stay!”

I turned and clasped her close with sudden strength;

And slowly, sweetly, I became aware

Within my arms God’s angel stood at length,

White-robed and calm and fair.

And now I look beyond the evening star;

Beyond the changing splendors of the day,—

Knowing the pain He sends more precious far,

More beautiful than they.

—Celia Thaxter.

Alternate Reading: I John 1: 5-10.




April Fifth


Jesus Preaching at Capernaum

So, on the next day, when the people saw that Jesus was not there, or his disciples either, they themselves got into the boats, and went to Capernaum to look for him. And, when they found him on the other side of the Sea, they said:

“When did you get here, Rabbi?”

“In truth I tell you,” answered Jesus, “it is not on account of the signs which you saw that you are looking for me, but because you had the bread to eat and were satisfied. Work, not for the food that perishes, but for the food that lasts for Immortal Life, which the Son of Man will give you; for upon him the Father—God himself—has set the seal of his approval.”

“How,” they asked, “are we to do the work that God would have us do?”

“The work that God would have you do,” answered Jesus, “is to believe in him whom God sent as his Messenger.”

“What sign, then,” they asked, “are you giving, which we may see, and so believe you? What is the work that you are doing? Our ancestors had the manna to eat in the Wilderness; as Scripture says—

‘He gave them bread from Heaven to eat.’”

“In truth I tell you,” replied Jesus, “Moses did not give you the Bread from Heaven, but my Father does give you the true Bread from Heaven; for the Bread that God gives is that which comes down from Heaven, and gives Life to the world.”

“Master,” they exclaimed, “give us that Bread always!”

“I am the Life-giving Bread,” Jesus said to them; “he that comes to me shall never he hungry, and he that believes in me shall never thirst again. But, as I have said already, you have seen me, and yet you do not believe in me. All those whom the Father gives me will come to me; and no one who comes to me will I ever turn away. For I have come down from Heaven, to do, not my own will, but the will of him who sent me; and his will is this—that I should not lose one of all those whom he has given me, but should raise them up at the Last Day. For it is the will of my Father that every one who sees the Son, and believes in him, should have Immortal Life; and I myself will raise him up at the Last Day.”

—John.




April Sixth


True to God

He’s true to God who’s true to man;

Wherever wrong is done

To the humblest and the weakest

’Neath the all-beholding sun,

That wrong is also done to us,

And they are slaves most base,

Whose love of right is for themselves,

And not for all the race.

—James Russell Lowell.



The Perversion of Pity

The practical weakness of the vast mass of modern pity for the poor and the oppressed is precisely that it is merely pity; the pity is pitiful but not respectful. Men feel that the cruelty to the poor is a kind of cruelty to animals. They never feel that it is injustice to equals; nay, it is treachery to comrades.

—G. K. Chesterton.

It is our duty to relieve the poor and the needy, to visit the sick and bury the dead without distinction of race or creed.

—The Talmud.

“Home—the place where the great are small, and the small are great.”

Alternate Reading: I John 2: 1-11.




April Seventh


True Democracy

My Brothers, are you really trying to combine faith in Jesus Christ, our glorified Lord, with the worship of rank? Suppose a man should enter your Synagogue, with gold rings and in grand clothes, and suppose a poor man should come in also, in shabby clothes, and you are deferential to the man who is wearing grand clothes, and say—” There is a good seat for you here,” but to the poor man— “You must stand; or sit down there by my footstool,” is not that to make distinctions among yourselves, and to show yourselves prejudiced judges? Listen, my dear Brothers. Has not God chosen those who are poor in the things of this world to be rich through their faith, and to possess the Kingdom which he has promised to those who love him? But you—you insult the poor man! Is not it the rich who oppress you? Is not it they who drag you into law-courts? Is not it they who malign that honorable Name which has been bestowed upon you? Yet, if you keep the royal law which runs—” Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thou dost thyself,” you are doing right; but, if you worship rank, you commit a sin, and stand convicted by that same law of being offenders against it. For a man who has laid the Law, as a whole, to heart, but has failed in one particular, is liable for breaking all its provisions. He who said “Thou shalt not commit adultery” also said “Thou shalt not murder.” If, then, you commit murder but not adultery, you are still an offender against the Law. Therefore, speak and act as men who are to be judged by the Law of Freedom. For there will be justice without mercy for him who has not acted mercifully. Mercy triumphs over Justice.

—James, a Brother of Jesus.



The Value of Noble Souls

Beyond all wealth, honor, or even health, is the attachment we form to noble souls, because to become one with the good, generous, and true is to become, in a measure, good, generous, and true ourselves.

—Thomas Arnold.




April Eighth


The Value of Time

I shall pass through this world but once. Any good thing, therefore, that I can do, or any kindness that I can show any human being, let me do it now. Let me not defer or neglect it, for I shall not pass this way again.

—Henry Drummond.



The Eternal Consequences of Choice

(The Road not Taken)

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,

And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could

To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim

Because it was grassy and wanted wear;

Though as for that, the passing there

Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.

Oh, I marked the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way

I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh

Somewhere ages and ages hence:

Two roads diverged in a wood, and I,

I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

—Robert Frost.

Alternate Reading: I John 2:12-17.




April Ninth


Living the Eternal Life

Upon this the Jews began murmuring against Jesus for saying—“I am the Bread which came down from Heaven.”

“Is not this Jesus, Joseph’s son,” they asked, “whose father and mother we know? How is it that he now says that he has come down from Heaven?”

“Do not murmur among yourselves,” said Jesus in reply. “No one can come to me, unless the Father who sent me draws him to me; and I will raise him up at the Last Day. It is said in the Prophets—

“‘And they shall all be taught by God.’

“Every one who is taught by the Father and learns from him comes to me. Not that any one has seen the Father, except him who is from God—he has seen the Father. In truth I tell you, he who believes in me has Immortal Life. I am the Life-giving Bread. Your ancestors ate the manna in the Wilderness, and yet died. The Bread that comes down from Heaven is such that whoever eats of it will never die. I am the Living Bread that has come down from Heaven. If any one eats of this Bread, he will live for ever; and the Bread that I shall give is my flesh, which I will give for the Life of the world.”

Upon this the Jews began disputing with one another:

“How is it possible for this man to give us his flesh to eat?”

“In truth I tell you,” answered Jesus, “unless you eat the flesh of the Son of Man, and drink his blood, you have not Life within you. He who takes my flesh for his food, and drinks my blood, has Immortal Life; and I will raise him up at the Last Day. For my flesh is true food, and my blood true drink. He who takes my flesh for his food, and drinks my blood, remains united to me, and I to him. As the Living Father sent me as his Messenger, and as I live because the Father lives, so he who takes me for his food shall live because I live. That is the Bread which has come down from Heaven—not such as your ancestors ate, and yet died; he who takes this Bread for his food shall live for ever.”

All this Jesus said in a Synagogue, when he was teaching in Capernaum.

—John.




April Tenth


Safeguard Growing Childhood

Respect childhood, and do not hastily judge of it either for good or for evil. Allow a long time for the exceptions to be manifested, proved, and confirmed, before adopting special methods for them. Allow Nature to act in her place, for fear of thwarting her operations. You know, you say, the value of time, and do not wish to waste it. You do not see that to make a bad use of time is much more wasteful than to do nothing with it; and that a poorly taught child is further from wisdom than one who has not been taught at all.

You are alarmed at seeing him consume his early years in doing nothing! Really! Is it nothing to be happy? Is it nothing to jump, play, and run, all day long? In no other part of his life will he be so busy. Plato, in his ” Republic,” which is deemed so austere, brings up children only in festivals, games, songs, and pastimes. It might be said that he has done all when he has taught them how to enjoy themselves; and Seneca, speaking of the ancient Roman youth, says they were always on their feet, and were never taught anything which they could learn while seated. Were they of less value for this when they reached the age of manhood? Be not at all frightened, therefore, at this so-called idleness.

What would you think of a man, in order to turn his whole life to profitable account, would never take time to sleep? You will say that he is a man out of his senses: that he does not make use of his time but deprives himself of it; and that to fly from sleep is to run toward death. Reflect, therefore, that this is the same thing, and that childhood is the slumber of reason.

—Jean Jacques Rousseau.



Life’s Measure

It is not growing like a tree

In bulk doth make Man better be;

Or standing long an oak, three hundred years,

To fall a log at last, dry, bald, and sere:

A lily of a day

Is fairer in May,

Although it fall and die that night,—

It was the plant and flower of light:

In small proportions we just beauties see,

And in short measure life may perfect be.

—Ben Jonson.

Alternate Reading: I John 3: 13-24.




April Eleventh


How Old Are You?

Nineteen years old? Have you reckoned the number of minutes that have elapsed since your birth? The number is startling: nine million, three hundred and thirty-three thousand, two hundred. Each of those minutes has flown to God; and He has examined them, and weighed them, and for them you must give account. Each minute bears its own impress (as a coin bears the impress of the sovereign) and only those marked with the image of God will avail you for eternity.

—Anon.



The Infinite Value of Time in Childhood

I will protect childhood, that it may not, as in earlier generations, be pinioned, as in a strait-jacket, in garments of custom and ancient prescription that have become too narrow for the new time. I shall show the way and shape the means, that every human soul may grow of itself, out of its own individuality…

From each object of nature and of life, there goes a path toward God…

The first groundwork of religious life is love—love to God and man—in the bosom of the family.

Childhood is the most important stage of the total development of man and of humanity.

Without religious preparation in childhood, no true religion and no union with God is possible for men.

The lovingly cared for, and thereby steadily and strongly developed human life, also the cloudless child life, is of itself a Christ-like one.

—Friedrick Froebel.

Alternate Reading: I John 3: 1-8.




April Twelfth


The Religion Of Common-Sense

My Brothers, what is the good of a man’s saying that he has faith, if he does not prove it by actions? Can such faith save him? Suppose some Brother or Sister should be in want of clothes and of daily bread, and one of you were to say to them—” Go, and peace be with you; find warmth and food for yourselves,” and yet you were not to give them the necessaries of life, what good would it be to them? In just the same way faith, if not followed by actions, is, by itself, a lifeless thing. Some one, indeed, may say—” You are a man of faith, and I am a man of action.” “Then show me your faith,” I reply, “apart from any actions, and I will show you my faith by my actions.” It is a part of your Faith, is it not, that there is one God? Good; yet even the demons have faith, and tremble at the thought. Now do you really want to understand, you foolish man, how it is that faith without actions leads to nothing? Look at our ancestor, Abraham. Was not it the result of his actions that he was pronounced righteous after he had offered his son, Isaac, on the altar? You see how, in his case, faith and actions went together; that his faith was perfected as the result of his actions; and that in this way the words of Scripture came true.—“Abraham believed God, and that was regarded by God as righteousness,” and “He was called the friend of God.” You see, then, that it is as the result of his actions that a man is pronounced righteous, and not of his faith only. Was not it the same with the prostitute, Rahab? Was not it as the result of her actions that she was pronounced righteous, after she had welcomed the messengers and hastened them away by a different road? Exactly as a body is dead without a spirit, so faith is dead without actions.

—James, a Brother of Jesus.

Charity is the salt of riches.

—The Talmud.



Who is the Honest Man?

He that doth still and strongly good pursue,

To God, his neighbor, and himself most true;

Whom neither force nor fawning can

Unpin, or wrench from giving all their due.

—George Herbert.




April Thirteenth


The Real Life

So the Pharisees and the Teachers of the Law asked Jesus this question—

“How is it that your disciples do not follow the traditions of our ancestors, but eat their food with defiled hands?”

His answer was:

“It was well said by Isaiah when he prophesied about you hypocrites in the words—

“‘This is a people that honor me with their lips. While their hearts are far removed from me; But vainly do they worship me, For they teach but the precepts of men.’

“You neglect God’s commandments and hold to the traditions of men. Wisely do you set aside God’s commandments,” he exclaimed, “to keep your own traditions! For while Moses said

“‘Honor thy father and thy mother,’

and

“‘Let him who reviles his father or mother suffer death,’

you say ‘If a man says to his father or mother “Whatever of mine might have been of service to you is Korban”’ (which means “Given to God”)—why, then you do not allow him to do anything further for his father or mother! In this way you nullify the words of God by your traditions, which you hand down; and you do many similar things.”

—Mark.



The Wealth of the Heart

There is nothing that makes men rich and strong but that which they carry inside of them. Wealth is of the heart, not of the hand.

—John Milton.

Home—the father’s kingdom, the mother’s university, the child’s paradise.




April Fourteenth


Contentment

Whichever way the wind doth blow,

Some heart is glad to have it so;

Then blow it east or blow it west,

The wind that blows, that wind is best.

My little craft sails not alone;

A thousand fleets from every zone

Are out upon a thousand seas;

And what for me were favoring breeze

Might dash another with the shock

Of doom upon some hidden rock.

And so I do not dare to pray

For winds to waft me on my way,

But leave it to a Higher Will

To stay or speed me, trusting still

That all is well, and sure that He

Who launched my bark will sail with me

Through storm and calm, and will not fail,

Whatever breezes may prevail,

To land me, every peril past,

Within His sheltering heaven at last.

Then, whatsoever wind doth blow,

My heart is glad to have it so;

And blow it east or blow it west,

The wind that blows, that wind is best.

—Caroline A. Mason.



Happy in the Inevitable

I met a little Elf-man once,

Down where the lilies blow.

I asked him why he was so small

And why he didn’t grow.

He slightly frowned, and with his eye

He looked me through and through.

“I’m quite as big for me,” said he,

“As you are big for you.”

—John Kendrick Bangs.

Alternate Reading: I John 4: 7-21.




April Fifteenth


The Control of the Tongue

I do not want many of you, my Brothers, to become teachers, knowing, as you do, that we who teach shall be judged by a more severe standard than others. We often make mistakes, every one of us. Any one who does not make mistakes when speaking is indeed a perfect man, able to bridle his whole body as well. When we put bits into horses’ mouths, to make them obey us, we control the rest of their bodies also. Again, think of ships. Large as they are, and even when driven by fierce winds, they are controlled by a very small rudder and steered in whatever direction the man at the helm may determine. So is it with the tongue. Small as it is, it is a great boaster. Think how tiny a spark may set the largest forest ablaze! And the tongue is like a spark. Among the members of our body it proves itself a very world of mischief; it contaminates the whole body; it sets the wheels of life on fire, and is itself set on fire by the flames of the Pit. For while all sorts of beasts and birds, and of reptiles and creatures in the sea, are tameable, and actually have been tamed by man, no human being can tame the tongue. It is a restless plague! It is charged with deadly poison! With it we bless our Lord and Father, and with it we curse men who are made “in God’s likeness.” From the very same mouth come blessings and curses! My Brothers, it is not right that this should be so. Does a spring give both good and bad water from the same source? Can a fig tree, my Brothers, bear olives? or a vine bear figs? No, nor can a brackish well give good water.

—James, a Brother of Jesus.



The Great Lesson of History

One lesson, and only one, history may be said to repeat with distinctness; that the world is built somehow on moral foundations; that in the long run, it is well with the good; in the long run, it is ill with the wicked.

—J. A. Froude.

“Home—the place where we grumble the most and are loved the best.”




April Sixteenth


Two Roads: One to Gain, The Other to Give

“How much can I get?” a young man said:

The morning of life was fair,

And the things to have and the things to hoard

Were glittering everywhere.

“It’s every man for himself,” said he,

“And I’m going to have my share.”

“How much can I give?” a young man said:

The morning of life was fair,

And the things to do and the things to be

Were beckoning everywhere.

“It’s every man for his brother,” said he,

“And I’m going to do my share.”



At last, as the evening shadows fell,

A millionaire lay ill,

Served and tended by hireling hands,

Unerring and deft and chill;

There were those who knew him and loved him not—

But they want his money so!

And they waited and fretted and sighed and said:

“Why doesn’t he hurry and go?”

At last as the evening shadows fell,

A penniless man lay ill,

Watched and tended by loving hands,

And their voices were hushed and still;

And pale and saddened, they wept and said

“We cannot let him go!

If God would but spare him a few years more—

Because we need him so!”

—Ruby Elizabeth Hines.




April Seventeenth


Jesus Befriends a Strange Woman from Syria

On leaving that place, Jesus went to the district of Tyre and Sidon.

And he went into a house, and did not wish any one to know it, but could not escape notice. For a woman, whose little daughter had a foul spirit in her, heard of him immediately, and came and threw herself at his feet—the woman was a foreigner, a native of Syrian Phoenicia—and she begged him to drive the demon out of her daughter.

“Let the children be satisfied first,” answered Jesus. “For it is not fair to take the children’s food, and throw it to dogs.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied; “even the dogs under the table do feed on the children’s crumbs.”

“For saying that,” he answered, “you may go. The demon has gone out of your daughter.”

The woman went home, and found the child lying on her bed, and the demon gone.


Cure of a Deaf Mute

On returning from the district of Tyre, Jesus went, by way of Sidon, to the Sea of Galilee, across the district of the Ten Towns. Some people brought to him a man who was deaf and almost dumb, and they begged Jesus to place bis hand on him. Jesus took him aside from the crowd quietly, put his fingers into the man’s ears, and touched his tongue with saliva. Then, looking up to Heaven, he sighed, and said to the man:

“Ephphatha!” which means “Be opened.”

The man’s ears were opened, the string of his tongue was freed, and he began to talk plainly. Jesus insisted upon their not telling any one; but the more he insisted, the more perseveringly they made it known, and a profound impression was made upon the people.

“He has done everything well!” they exclaimed. “He makes even the deaf hear and the dumb speak!”

—Mark.





April Eighteenth


Already Immortal

My eternity is not to come, it is here, it is now. The life eternal is not merely the life beyond the grave, but the life on this side the grave. I am now in eternity, I am breathing the very air of those who have passed the gates. I am already immortal; death can no more destroy my life than it can destroy God’s life.

—George Matheson.



Three Great Hearts

There are some hearts like wells, green-mossed and deep

As ever summer saw;

And cool their water is,—yea, cool and sweet;—

But you must come to draw.

They hoard not, yet they rest in calm content,

And not unsought will give;

They can be quiet with their wealth unspent,

So self-contained they live.

And there are some like springs, that bubbling burst

To follow dusty ways,

And run with offered cup to quench his thirst

Where the tired traveler strays;

That never ask the meadows if they want

What is their joy to give;

Unasked, their lives to other life they grant,

So self-bestowed they live!

And One is like the ocean, deep and wide,

Wherein all waters fall;

That girdles the broad earth, and draws the tide,

Feeding and bearing all;

That breathes the mists, that sends the clouds abroad,

That takes, again to give;—

Even the great and loving heart of God,

Whereby all love doth live.

—Caroline Spencer.

Alternate Reading: Revelation 21: 3-4 and 22: 5.




April Nineteenth


Sham Versus Reality

Who among you claims to be wise and intelligent? Let him show that his actions are the outcome of a good life lived in the humility of true wisdom. But, while you harbor envy and bitterness and a spirit of rivalry in your hearts, do not boast or lie to the detriment of the Truth. That is not the wisdom which comes from above; no, it is earthly, animal, devilish. For, where envy and rivalry exist, there you will also find disorder and all kinds of base actions. But the wisdom from above is, before every thing else, pure; then peace-loving, gentle, open to conviction, rich in compassion and good deeds, and free from partiality and insincerity. And righteousness, its fruit, is sown in peace by those who work for peace.

What is the cause of the fighting and quarreling that goes on among you? Is not it to be found in the desires which are always at war within you? You crave, yet do not obtain. You murder and rage, yet cannot gain your end. You quarrel and fight. You do not obtain, because you do not ask. You ask, yet do not receive, because you ask for a wrong purpose—to spend what you get upon your pleasures. Unfaithful people! Do not you know that to be friends with the world means to be at enmity with God?

—James, a Brother of Jesus.



Life Abundant Daily

In taking the account of your life, do not reckon by great distances, and by the periods of pleasure, or the satisfaction of your hopes, or the sating your desires; but let every intermedial day and hour pass with observation. He that reckons he has lived but so many harvests, thinks they come not often enough, and that they go away too soon. Some lose the day with longing for the night, and the night in waiting for the day. Hope and fantastic expectations spend much of our lives; and while with passion we look for a coronation, or a day of joy, passing from fancy to possession without any intermedial notices, we throw away a precious year, and use it but as the burden of our time,—fit to be pared off and thrown away, that we may come at those little pleasures which first steal our hearts, and then steal our lives.

—Jeremy Taylor.




April Twentieth


Jesus, the Grand Reality

Reality, reality.

Lord Jesus Christ Thou art to me!

From the spectral mist and the driving clouds,

From the shifting shadows and phantom crowds,

From unreal words and unreal lives,

Where truth with falsehood feebly strives;

From the passings away, the chance and change,

Flickerings, vanishings, swift and strange,

I turn to my glorious rest in Thee,

Who art the grand reality!

Reality, reality.

Lord Jesus Christ Thou art to me!

Thy name is sweeter than songs of old,

Thy words are better than “most fine gold,”

Thy deeds are greater than hero-glory,

Thy life is grander than poet story;

But Thou, Thyself for aye the same

Art more than words and life and name!

Thyself Thou hast revealed to me,

In glorious reality.

Reality, reality,

Lord Jesus Christ, is crowned in Thee.

In Thee is every type fulfilled,

In Thee is every yearning stilled

For perfect beauty, truth and love;

For Thou art always far above

The grandest glimpse of our ideal,

Yet more and more we know Thee real,

And marvel more and more to see

Thine infinite Reality.

—Frances R. Havergal.

Brother, make your home a miniature Kingdom of God and you will be greater than any king that ever wore a crown.

If there is aught surpassing human deed or word or thought, it is a mother’s love.

—M. D. Spadoro.




April Twenty-First


Jesus Befriends a Blind Man

They came to Bethsaida.

There some people brought a blind man to Jesus, and begged him to touch him. Taking the blind man’s hand, Jesus led him to the outskirts of the village, and, when he had put saliva on the man’s eyes, he placed his hands on him, and asked him: “Do you see anything?” The man looked up, and said:

“I see the people, for, as they walk about, they look to me like trees.”

Then Jesus again placed his hands on the man’s eyes; and the man saw clearly, his sight was restored, and he saw everything with perfect distinctness. Jesus sent him to his home, and said: “Do not go even into the village.”

—Mark.



What we are in Ourselves

That awful and blessed gift of life,—we only take its measure in the presence of death. Then only do we perceive that, whatever may be its length, it is but the moment upon which there hangs an eternity. What we are outwardly in this world, what men think or say of us, of our titles, of our incomes, or of the absence of them, all this matters but little; all these are leveled by death. But what we are in ourselves, in our consciences, our hopes, our affections and wills, before God our Father, this is a matter of importance that is simply unspeakable, fraught to each one of us with consequences more lasting and momentous than the mind of men can conceive.

—Henry P. Liddon.

A beautiful home is the garden of beautiful characters.

The man who defiles a home wrongs all the future.

Recollect that trifles make perfection, and that perfection is no trifle.

—Michel Angelo.




April Twenty-Second


The Two Armies

As life’s unending column pours,

Two marshalled hosts are seen,—

Two armies on the trampled shores

That death flows black between.

One marches to the drumbeat’s roll,

The wide-mouthed clarion’s bray,

And bears, upon a crimson scroll,

“Our glory is to slay.”

One moves in silence by the stream,

With sad, yet watchful eyes,

Calm as the patient planet’s gleam

That walks the clouded skies.

Along its front no sabers shine,

No blood-red pennons wave;

Its banner bears the single line,

“Our duty is to save.”

—Oliver Wendell Holmes.



The Achievement of Health

Finally, I have one advice which is of very great importance. You are to consider that health is a thing to be attended to continually, as the very highest of all temporal things. There is no kind of an achievement equal to perfect health. What to it are nuggets or millions?

—Thomas Carlyle.

Alternate Reading: I Samuel 3.




April Twenty-Third


The Power of Religion

It is not so much resolution as renunciation, not so much courage as resignation, that we need. He that has once yielded thoroughly to God will yield to nothing but God.

—John Ruskin.



Religious Conceit Versus God’s Mercy

And every one went home except Jesus, who went to the Mount of Olives. But he went again into the Temple Courts early in the morning, and all the people came to him; and he sat down and taught them. Presently, however, the Teachers of the Law and the Pharisees brought a woman who had been caught in adultery, and placed her in the middle of the Court, and said to Jesus:

“Teacher, this woman was found in the very act of adultery. Now Moses, in the Law, commanded us to stone such women to death; what do you say?”

They said this to test him, in order to have a charge to bring against him. But Jesus stooped down and wrote on the ground with his finger. However, as they continued asking him, he raised himself, and said:

“Let the man among you who has never done wrong throw the first stone at her.”

And again he stooped down, and wrote on the ground. When they heard that, they went out one by one, beginning with the eldest; and Jesus was left alone with the woman in the middle of the Court. Raising himself, Jesus said to her:

“Woman, where are they? Did no one condemn you?”

“No one, Sir,” she answered.

“Neither do I condemn you,” said Jesus; “go, and do not sin again.”

—John.



Follow Your Star

Follow your star that lights a desert pathway, yours or mine,

Forward, till you learn the highest human nature is divine.

Follow light and do the right—for man can half control his doom—

Till you see the deathless Angel seated in the vacant tomb.

—Alfred Tennyson.

Alternate Reading: I Samuel 25:1-38.




April Twenty-Fourth


Educated and Rich Fools

Listen to me, you who say “To-day or to-morrow we will go to such and such a town, spend a year there, and trade, and make money,” and yet you do not know what your life will be like to-morrow! For you are but a mist appearing for a little while and then disappearing. You ought, rather, to say “If the Lord wills, we shall live and do this or that.” But, ah it is, you are constantly boasting presumptuously! All such boasting is wicked. He, then, who knows what is right but fails to do it—that is sin in him.

Listen to me, you rich men, weep and wail for the miseries that are coming upon you! Your riches have wasted away, and your clothes have become moth-eaten. Your gold and silver are rusted; and the rust on them shall be evidence against you, and shall eat into your very flesh. It was fire, so to speak, that you stored up for yourselves in these last days. I tell you, the wages of the laborers who mowed your fields, which you have been fraudulently keeping back, are crying out against you, and the outcries of your reapers have reached the ears of the Lord of Hosts! You have lived on earth a life of extravagance and luxury; you have indulged your fancies in a time of bloodshed. You have condemned, you have murdered, the Righteous One! Must not God be opposed to you?

—James, a Brother of Jesus.



Life’s Record

Life is a sheet of paper white

Whereon each one of us may write

His word or two, and then comes night.

Greatly begin! though thou hast time

But for a line, be that sublime.

Not failure, but low aim is crime.

—James Russell Lowell.

He who raises a hand against a fellow-man, even if he injure him not, is wicked.

—The Talmud.




April Twenty-Fifth


Peter’s Confession of the Christ

Afterwards Jesus and his disciples went into the villages round Caesarea Philippi; and on the way he asked his disciples this question—

“Who do people say that I am?”

“John the Baptist,” they answered, “but others say Elijah, while others say one of the Prophets.”

“But you,” he asked, “who do you say that I am?”

To this Peter replied:

“You are the Christ.”

On which Jesus charged them not to say this about him to any one.


Jesus Foretells his Death

Then he began to teach them that the Son of Man must undergo much suffering, and that he must be rejected by the Councillors, and the Chief Priests, and the Teachers of the Law, and be put to death, and rise again after three days. This statement he made openly. But Peter took Jesus aside, and began to rebuke him. Jesus, however, turning round and seeing his disciples, rebuked Peter.

“Out of my sight, Satan!” he exclaimed. “For you look at things, not as God does, but as man does.”



A Call to Renounce Self

Calling the people and his disciples to him, Jesus said:

“If any man wishes to walk in my steps, let him renounce self, take up his cross, and follow me. For whoever wishes to save his life will lose it, and whoever, for my sake and for the sake of the Good News, will lose his life shall save it. What good is it to a man to gain the whole world and forfeit his life? For what could a man give that is of equal value with his life? Whoever is ashamed of me and of my teaching, in this unfaithful and wicked generation, of him will the Son of Man be ashamed, when he comes in his Father’s glory with the holy angels. I tell you,” he added, “that some of those who are standing here will not know death, till they have seen the Kingdom of God come in power.”

—Mark.





April Twenty-Sixth


Life Triumphant

To suffer woes which hope thinks infinite;

To forgive wrongs darker than death or night;

To defy power, which seems omnipotent;

To love, and bear; to hope till hope creates

From its own wreck the thing it contemplates;

Neither to change, nor falter, nor repent;

This, like thy glory, Titan, is to be

Good, great and joyous, beautiful and free;

This is alone life, joy, empire, and victory!

—Percy B. Shelley.



Complaint

How seldom, Friend! a good great man inherits

Honor or wealth, with all his worth and pains!

It sounds like stories from the land of spirits,

If any man obtain that which he merits,

Or any merit that which he obtains.

—S. T. Colbridge.



Reproof

For shame, dear Friend; renounce this canting strain!

What would you have a good great man obtain?

Place—titles—salary—a gilded chain—

Or throne of corses which his sword has slain?

Greatness and goodness are not means, but ends!

Hath he not always treasures, always friends,

The good great man? three treasures,—love and light,

And calm thoughts, regular as infant’s breath;

And three firm friends, more sure than day and night—

Himself, his Maker, and the angel Death.

—S. T. Colbridge.

Alternate Reading: Romans 13:1-14.




April Twenty-Seventh


The Value of Genius

There are but few persons, in comparison with the whole of mankind, whose experiments, if adopted by others, would be likely to be an improvement on established practice. But these few are the salt of the earth; without them human life would become a stagnant pool. Not only is it they who introduce good things which did not before exist; it is they who keep the life in those which already exist. If there were nothing new to be done, would human intellect cease to be necessary? Would it be a reason why those who do the old things should forget why they are done, and do them like cattle, not like human beings? There is only too great a tendency in the best beliefs and practices to degenerate into the mechanical; and unless there were a succession of persons whose ever-recurring originality prevents the grounds of those beliefs and practices from becoming merely traditional, such dead matter would not resist the smallest shock from any thing really alive, and there would be no reason why civilization should not die out, as in the Byzantine Empire.

Persons of genius, it is true, are, and are always likely to be, a small minority, but in order to have them, it is necessary to preserve the soil in which they grow. Genius can only breathe freely in an atmosphere of freedom. Persons of genius are more individual than any other people—less capable, consequently, of fitting themselves, without hurtful compression, into any of the small numbers of moulds which society provides in order to save its members the trouble of forming their own characters. If from timidity they consent to be forced into one of these moulds, and to let all that part of themselves which cannot expand under the pressure remain unexpanded, society will be little the better for their genius. If they are of a strong character, and break their fetters, they become a mark for the society which has not succeeded in reducing them to commonplace to point at with solemn warning as “wild,” “erratic,” and the like; much as if one should complain of the Niagara River for not flowing smoothly between its banks like a Dutch canal.

I insist thus emphatically on the importance of genius, and the necessity of allowing it to unfold itself freely both in thought and in practice, being well aware that no one will deny the position in theory, but knowing also that almost everyone, in reality, is totally indifferent to it. People think genius a fine thing if it enables a man to write an exciting poem, or paint a picture. But in its true sense, that of originality in thought and action, though no one says that it is not a thing to be admired, nearly all, at heart, think they can do very well without it. Unhappily this is too natural to be wondered at. Originality is the one thing which unoriginal minds cannot feel the use of. They cannot see what it is to do for them. How should they? The first service which originality has to render them is that of opening their eyes; which being once fully done, they would have a chance of being themselves original.

—John Stuart Mill.

Alternate Reading: Romans 14:13-23.




Twenty-Eighth


Jesus’ Brother Advising Christians

Above all things, my Brothers, never take an oath, either by heaven, or by earth, or by anything else. With you let “Yes” suffice for yes, and “No” for no, so that you may escape condemnation.

If any one of you is in trouble, let him pray; if any one is happy, let him sing hymns. If any one of you is ill, let him send for the Officers of the Church, and let them pray over him, after anointing him with oil in the name of the Lord. The prayer offered in faith will save the man who is sick, and the Lord will raise him from his bed; and if he has committed sins, he will be forgiven. Therefore, confess your sins to one another and pray for one another, that you may be cured. Great is the power of a good man’s fervent prayer. Elijah was only a man like ourselves, but, when he prayed fervently that it might not rain, no rain fell upon the land for three years and a half. And, when he prayed again, the clouds brought rain, and the land bore crops. My Brothers, should one of you be led astray from the Truth, and some one bring him back again, be sure that he who brings a sinner back from bis mistaken ways will save that man’s soul from Death, and throw a veil over countless sins.

—James, a Brother or Jesus.



Nothing Walks with Aimless Feet

That nothing walks with aimless feet;

That not one life shall be destroyed,

Or cast as rubbish to the void.

When God hath made the pile complete.

Behold, we know not anything:

I can but trust that good shall fall

At last—far off—at last, to all,

And every winter change to spring.

—Alfred Tennyson.




April Twenty-Ninth


The Transfiguration of Jesus

About eight days after speaking these words, Jesus went up the mountain to pray, taking with him, Peter, John, and James. As he was praying, the aspect of his face was changed, and his clothing became of a glittering whiteness. And all at once two men were talking with Jesus; they were Moses and Elijah, who appeared in a glorified state, and spoke of his departure, which was destined to take place at Jerusalem. Peter and his companions had been overpowered by sleep but, suddenly becoming wide awake, they saw Jesus glorified and the two men who were standing beside him. And, as Moses and Elijah were passing away from Jesus, Peter exclaimed:

“Sir, it is good to be here; let us make three tents, one for you, and one for Moses, and one for Elijah.”

He did not know what he was saying; and, while he was speaking, a cloud came down and enveloped them; and they were afraid, as they passed into the cloud; and from the cloud came a voice which said—

“This is my Son, the Chosen One; him you must hear.”

And, as the voice ceased, Jesus was found alone. The Apostles kept silence, and told no one about any of the things that they had seen.


Jesus Befriends a Man with an Epileptic Boy

The next day, when they had come down from the mountain, a great crowd met Jesus. And just then a man in the crowd shouted out:

“Teacher, I entreat you to look at my son, for he is my only child; all at once a spirit will seize him, suddenly shriek out, and throw him into convulsions till he foams, and will leave him only when he is utterly exhausted. I entreated your disciples to drive the spirit out, but they could not.”

“O faithless and perverse generation?” Jesus exclaimed; “how long must I be with you and have patience with you? Lead your son here.”

While the boy was coming up to Jesus, the demon dashed him down and threw him into convulsions. But Jesus rebuked the foul spirit, and cured the boy, and gave him back to his father. And all present were struck with awe at the majesty of God.

—Luke.

When you find a youth sowing wild oats, go back to his home and you will find he got the seed there.





April Thirtieth


Of Such Is The Kingdom Of Heaven

“Of such is the kingdom of heaven”:

No glory that ever was shed

From the crowning star of the seven

That crown the north world’s head,

No word that ever was spoken

Of human or godlike tongue,

Gave ever such godlike token

Since human harps were strung.

No sign that ever was given

To faithful or faithless eyes,

Showed ever beyond clouds riven

So clear a Paradise.

Earth’s creeds may be seventy times seven,

And blood have defiled each creed:

If of such be the kingdom of heaven,

It must be heaven indeed.

—A. C. Swinburne.



The Here And The Hereafter

O yet we trust that somehow good

Will be the final goal of ill,

To pangs of nature, sins of will,

Defects of doubt, and taints of blood;

That nothing walks with aimless feet,

That not one life shall be destroy’d,

Or cast as rubbish to the void,

When God hath made the pile complete;

That not a worm is cloven in vain;

That not a moth with vain desire

Is shrivell’d in a fruitless fire,

Or but subserves another’s gain.

Behold, we know not anything.

I can but trust that good shall fall

At last—far off—at last to all,

And every Winter change to Spring.

Alfred Tennyson.

Alternate Reading: I Kings 19:1-14.




May First


Mother


A Mothers’ Day Letter From A College Boy To His Mother

Mother dear, my heart is thinking

Of your love this Sabbath day,

Of the things that you are doing

In that “home” so far away.

Things don’t seem the same this Sabbath,

Church bells have a sweeter tone;

And the flowers by the wayside

Speak a language all your own.

I’ve been thinking of the fortunes

That have fallen in my way,

Of the great and many blessings

That are mine from day to day,

But there’s one among all others

That before me I can see,

And it tells me of my Mother’s

Tender care and love for me.

When I think of how you helped me

When I met with trials hard,

How you sacrificed your pleasures,

How for me your hands were scarred;

Then to me there comes the feeling

That from me is honor due,

And the one to whom I owe it

Is to Mother dear— to you.

I’ve been bad at times and trying,

And other things that I’ll not name;

But in trial, joy, or friendship

You have always been the same.

You have guided me and taught me;

You have left out not one thing;

You’ve presented me with riches

That excel those of a king.

So to-day these things confront me,

And I gladly here confess

That from you, my dearest Mother,

Comes my joy and happiness.

But I know I cannot pay you—

Gold and silver wont suffice,

But I’ll live a life that’s worthy

Of your loving sacrifice.

—Monteith Harper.

Alternate Reading: I Timothy 4: 6-16.





May Second


Jesus Preaching At Capernaum

They came to Capernaum.

When Jesus had gone into the house, he asked them:

“What were you discussing on the way?”

But they were silent; for on the way they had been arguing with one another which was the greatest. Sitting down, Jesus called the Twelve and said:

“If any one wishes to be first, he must be last of all, and servant of all.”

Then Jesus took a little child, and placed it in the middle of them. Folding it in his arms, he said to them:

“Any one who, for the sake of my Name, welcomes even a little child like this is welcoming me, and any one who welcomes me is welcoming not me, but him who sent me as his Messenger.”

“Teacher,” said John, “we saw a man driving out demons by using your name, and we tried to prevent him, because he did not follow us.”

“None of you must prevent the man,” answered Jesus, “for no one will use my name in working a miracle, and yet find it easy to speak evil of me. He who is not against us is for us. If any one gives you a cup of water because you belong to Christ, I tell you, he shall assuredly not lose his reward. And, if any one puts a snare in the way of one of these lowly ones who believe in me, it would be far better for him if he had been thrown into the sea with a great millstone round his neck

“If your hand proves a snare to you, cut it off. It would be better for you to enter the Life maimed, than to have both your hands and go into the Pit, into the inextinguishable fire.”

—Mark.

When the homes of the people become immoral the nation’s grave is already dug.




May Third


Childhood’s Universal Fraternity


Seeing An Egyptian Mummy

When the four quarters of the globe shall rise,—

Men, women, children, at the judgment-time,—

Perchance this Memphian girl, dead ere her prime,

Shall drop her mask, and with dark, new-born eyes

Salute our English Mary, loved and lost:

The Father knows her little scroll of prayer,

And life as pure as His Egyptian air;—

For though she knew not Jesus, nor the cost

At which He won the world, she learned to pray;

And though our own sweet babe on Christ’s good name

Spent her last breath, premonished and advised

Of Him, and in His glorious church baptised,—

She will not spurn this old world child away,

Nor put her poor embalmed heart to shame.

—Charles Tennyson Turner.




Denial

I’d like to give ’em all they ask—it hurts to have to answer, “No,”

And say they cannot have the things they tell me they are wanting so;

Yet now and then they plead for what I know would not be good to give

Or what I can’t afford to buy, and that’s the hardest hour I live.

They little know or understand how happy I would be to grant

Their every wish, yet there are times it isn’t wise, or else I can’t.

And sometimes, too, I can’t explain the reason when they question why

Their pleadings for some passing joy it is my duty to deny.

I only know I’d like to see them smile forever on life’s way;

I would not have them shed one tear or ever meet a troubled day.

And I would be content with life and gladly face each dreary task,

If I could always give to them the little treasures that they ask.

Sometimes we pray to God above and ask for joys that are denied,

And when He seems to scorn our plea, in bitterness we turn aside.

And yet the Father of us all, who sees and knows just what is best,

May wish, as often here we wish, that He could grant what we request.

—Edgar A. Guest.

Alternate Reading: Luke 4: 31-37.




May Fourth


Better Things

Better to smell a violet

Than sip the careless wine;

Better to list one music tone

Than watch the jewel’s shine.

Better to have the love of one

Than smiles like morning dew;

Better to have a living seed

Than flowers of every hue.

Better to feel a love within

Than be lovely to the sight;

Better a homely tenderness

Than beauty’s wild delight.

Better to love than be beloved,

Though lonely all the day;

Better the fountain in the heart

Than the fountain by the way.

Better a death when work is done

Than earth’s most favored birth;

Better a child in God’s great house

Than the king of all the earth.

—Leigh Hunt.



Be Worthy Of Immortality

It were better to live an immortal life and be robbed of immortality hereafter by some supernal power, than to live the mortal, fleshly, animal life, and live it endlessly. Who would not rather have a right to immortality than to be immortal without a right to be?

—Lyman Abbott.

Alternate Reading: Colossians 1: 3-12.




May Fifth


True Citizenship In The Kingdom Of God

On the same occasion the disciples came to Jesus, and asked him:

“Who is really the greatest in the Kingdom of Heaven?” Jesus called a little child to him, and placed it in the middle of them; and then said:

“I tell you, unless you change and become like little children, you will not enter the Kingdom of Heaven at all. Therefore, any one who will humble himself like this child—that man shall be the greatest in the Kingdom of Heaven. And any one who, for the sake of my Name, welcomes even one little child like this, is welcoming me. But, if any one puts a snare in the way of one of these lowly ones who believe in me, it would be best for him to be sunk in the depths of the sea with a great millstone hung round his neck. Alas for the world because of such snares! There cannot but be snares; yet alas for the man who is answerable for the snare!

“If your hand or your foot is a snare to you, cut it off, and throw it away. It would be better for you to enter the Life maimed or lame, than to have both hands, or both feet, and be thrown into the enduring fire. If your eye is a snare to you, take it out, and throw it away. It would be better for you to enter the Life with only one eye, than to have both eyes, and be thrown into the fiery Pit.

“Beware of despising one of these lowly ones, for in Heaven, I tell you, their angels always see the face of my Father who is in Heaven. What think you? If a man owns a hundred sheep, and one of them strays, will he not leave the ninety-nine on the hills, and go and search for the one that is straying? And, if he succeeds in finding it, I tell you that he rejoices more over that one sheep than over the ninety-nine which did not stray. So, too, it is the will of my Father who is in Heaven that not one of these lowly ones should be lost.”

—Matthew.

An immoral home is an open door to the bottomless pit.




May Sixth


The Mystery Of Living

Three visions in the watches of one night

Made sweet my sleep—almost too sweet to tell.

One was Narcissus by a woodside well,

And on the moss his limbs and feet were white;

And one, Queen Venus, blown for my delight

Across the blue sea in a rosy shell;

And one, a lean Acquinas in his cell,

Kneeling, his pen in hand, with aching sight

Strained towards a carven Christ: and of these three

I knew not which was fairest. First I turned

Towards that soft boy, who laughed and fled from me;

Towards Venus then, and she smiled once, and she

Fled also. Then with teeming heart I yearned,

O Angel of the Schools, towards Christ with thee!

—W. H. Mallock.



I Know I Am Deathless

In all people I see myself—none more, and not one a barleygrain less,

And the good or bad I say of myself I say of them.

And I know I am solid and sound,

To me the converging objects of the universe perpetually flow,

All are written to me, and I must get what the writing means.

I know I am deathless,

I know this orbit of mine cannot be swept by a carpenter’s compass,

I know I shall not pass like a child’s curlicue cut with a burnt stick at night.

—Walt Whitman.

Alternate Reading: James 1: 2-18.




May Seventh


The Value Of Work

For there is a perennial nobleness, and even sacredness, in work. Were he never so benighted, forgetful of his high calling, there is always hope in a man that actually and earnestly works: in idleness alone is there perpetual despair. Work, never so Mammonish mean, is in communication with Nature; the real desire to get work done will itself lead one more and more to truth, to Nature’s appointments and regulations, which are truth.

The latest Gospel in the world is, Know thy work and do it. “Know thyself”: long enough has that poor self of thine tormented thee; thou wilt never get to know it, I believe! Think is not thy business, this of knowing thyself; thou art an unknowable individual: know what thou canst work at; and work at it like a Hercules! That will be thy better plan.

It has been written, “An endless significance lies in work”; a man perfects himself by working. Foul jungles are cleared away, fair seed-fields rise instead, and stately cities; and withal the man himself first ceases to be jungle and foul unwholesome desert thereby. Consider how in the meanest sorts of labor, the whole soul of a man is composed into a kind of real harmony the instant he sets himself to work! Doubt, desire, sorrow, remorse, indignation, despair itself, all these like hell-dogs lie beleaguering the soul of the poor day-worker, as of every man: but he bends himself with free valor against his task, and all these are stilled, all these shrink murmuring far off into their caves. The man is now a man. The blessed glow of labor in him, is it not as purifying fire, wherein all poison is burnt up, and of sour smoke itself there is made bright, blessed flame!

—Thomas Carlyle.



Love And Work

The world waits for help. Beloved, let us love so well, our work shall still be better for our love, and still our love be sweeter for our work, and both commended for the sake of each, by all true workers and true lovers bom.

—Robert Browning.

Alternate Reading: James 1:19-27.




May Eighth


Jesus Talks On Forgiveness

Then Peter came up, and said to Jesus:

“Master, how often am I to forgive my Brother when he wrongs me? As many as seven times?

But Jesus answered:

“Not seven times, but ‘seventy times seven.’ And therefore the Kingdom of Heaven may be compared to a king who wished to settle accounts with his servants. When he had begun to do so, one of them was brought to him who owed him six million pounds; and, as he could not pay, his master ordered him to be sold towards the payment of the debt, together with his wife, and his children, and everything that he had. Thereupon the servant threw himself down on the ground before him and said ‘Have patience with me, and I will pay you all.’ The master was moved with compassion; and be let him go, and forgave him the debt But, on going out, that same servant came upon one of his fellow-servants who owed him ten pounds. Seizing him by the throat, he said ‘Pay what you owe me.’ Thereupon his fellowservant threw himself on the ground, and begged for mercy. ‘Have patience with me,’ he said, ‘and I will pay you.’ But the other would not, but went and put him in prison till he should pay his debt. When his fellow-servants saw what had happened, they were greatly distressed, and went to their master and laid the whole matter before him. Upon that the master sent for the servant, and said to him ‘You wicked servant! When you begged me for mercy, I forgave you the whole of that debt. Ought not you, also, to have shown mercy to your fellow-servant, just as I have showed mercy to you?’ Then his master, in anger, handed him over to the jailers, until he should pay the whole of bis debt. So, also, will my heavenly Father do to you, unless each one of you forgives his Brother from his heart.”

—Matthew.



Gyges’ Ring

Gyges, a shepherd and servant of the King of Lydia, found a gold ring which had the remarkable property of making its wearer visible when he turned the collet one way, and invisible when he turned it the other way. What should we do if we had such a ring? We could do anything we pleased and no one would be the wiser. We could become invisible, out of the reach of external consequences, the instant our deed was done. Would we, with such a ring on our finger, stand fast in righteousness?

—William DeWitt Hyde.




May Ninth


Hypocrisy

There is no longer any shame in hypocrisy: it is a fashionable vice, and all fashionable vices pass for virtues. To act the part of a good man is the best part one can act. The profession of hypocrisy has wonderful advantages. It is an art the imposture of which is always looked upon with respect; and although the world may see through the deceit, it dares say nothing against it. All the other vices of mankind are open to censure, and every one is at liberty to attack them boldly; but hypocrisy is a privileged vice, which closes the mouth of every one, and enjoys in peace a sovereign impunity. By dint of cant we enter into a kind of league with those of the same party, and whoever falls out with one of us has the whole set against him; whilst those who are really sincere, and who are known to be in earnest, are always the dupes of the others, are caught in the net of the hypocrites, and blindly lend their support to those who ape their conduct.

You could hardly believe what a number of these people I know, who, with the help of such stratagem, have put a decent veil over the disorders of their youth, have sought shelter under the cloak of religion, and under its venerable dress are allowed to be as wicked as they please. Although people are aware of their intrigues, and know them for what they are, their influence is none the less real. They are well received everywhere, and a low bending of the head, deep sighs, and rolling eyes, make up for all they can be guilty of.

It is under this convenient dress that I mean to take refuge and put my affairs to rights. I shall not give up my dear habits, but will carefully hide them, and avoid all show in my pleasures. If I am discovered, the whole cabal will take up my interests of their own accord, and will defend me against everybody. In short, it is the only safe way of doing all I like with impunity. I shall set up for a censor of other people’s actions. I shall speak evil of everybody. If I am ever so slightly offended, I shall never forgive, but bear an irreconcilable hatred. I shall make myself the avenger of the interests of Heaven; and under this convenient shelter I will pursue my enemies, will accuse them of impiety, and know how to let loose against them the officious zealots who, without understanding how the truth stands, will heap abuse upon them and damn them boldly on their own private authority. It is thus that we can profit by the weaknesses of men, and that a wise man can accommodate himself to the vices of his age.

—Moliere.

Alternate Reading: James 2:1-13.




May Tenth


Houses And Homes

The walls of a house may be builded of wood,

Its foundations, of brick or of stone;

But a genuine home is an exquisite thing,

For it’s builded of heart throbs alone.

The price of a house may be reckoned at once

And paid with a handful of gold;

But the price of a home very few can compute,

And that price they have never yet told.

The rooms of a house may be stately and grand,

Their adornment, a triumph of art;

But beauty of home is the final result

Of the toil of an unselfish heart.

A house may be burned, may be sold or exchanged,

Nor the loss of one’s peace interfere;

But the loss of a home—how it crushes the heart!

For our homes we all love and revere.

Of houses a man may possess many scores

Yet his poverty lead to despair;

But an honorable man in a home of his own,

Must be counted a true millionaire.

—J. H. Skiles.



Our Parents

God, your father, and your mother,—

They have each a share in you;

If you pay to both your parents

That respect which is their due,

Then together with your parents

God considers He doth dwell,

And by honoring your parents,

You do honor God as well.

—The Talmud.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 84.




May Eleventh


Jesus Advised By His Brothers

After this, Jesus went about in Galilee, for he would not do so in Judea, because the Jews were eager to put him to death. When the Jewish Festival of Tabernacles was near, his brothers said to him:

“Leave this part of the country, and go into Judea, so that your disciples, as well as we, may see the work that you are doing. For no one does a thing privately, if he is seeking to be widely known. Since you do these things, you should show yourself publicly to the world.”

For even his brothers did not believe in him.

“My time,” answered Jesus, “is not come yet, but your time is always here. The world cannot hate you, but it does hate me, because I testify that its ways are evil. Go yourselves up to the Festival; I am not going to this Festival yet, because my time has not yet come.”

After telling them this, he stayed on in Galilee.

But, when his brothers had gone up to the Festival, Jesus also went up—not publicly, but privately. The Jews were looking for him at the Festival and asking “Where is he?”; and there were many whispers about him among the people, some saying “He is a good man”; others: “No! he is leading the people astray.”

No one, however, spoke freely about him, for fear of the Jews.

—John.



Our Endless Obligation To Serve

Just imagine Jesus saying, “I have done my duty.” We cannot think it of Him. Not till He went to the cross could He say, “It is finished.” He demands more of us than that we should pay our subscriptions. Human duty cannot be kept by bookkeeping and the balancing of moral ledgers. We bear no burdens that we can ever lay down and say, “I have carried them long enough.”

—C. S. Macfarland.




May Twelfth


Too Ready With Complaint

I think we are too ready with complaint

In this fair world of God’s. Had we no hope

Indeed beyond the zenith and the slope

Of yon gray blank of sky, we might be faint

To muse upon eternity’s constraint

Round our aspirant souls. But since the scope

Must widen early, is it well to droop

For a few days consumed in loss and taint?

O pusillanimous heart, be comforted,—

And like a cheerful traveler, take the road,

Singing beside the hedge. What if the bread

Be bitter in the inn, and thou unshod

To meet the flints?—At least it may be said,

“Because the way is short, I thank Thee, God!”

—Elizabeth B. Browning.



The Unceasing Upward Reaching Of The Soul

But quiet to quick bosoms is a hell,

And there hath been thy bane; there is a fire

And motion of the soul which will not dwell

In its own narrow being, but aspire

Beyond the fitting medium of desire.

—G. N. G. Byron.

As the hart panteth after the water-brooks, so panteth my soul after Thee, O God.

—Psalms.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 25:1-10.




May Thirteenth


The Wonderful World

Great, wide, beautiful, wonderful world,

With the wonderful water round you curled,

And the wonderful grass upon your breast,

World, you are beautifully drest.

The wonderful air is over me,

And the wonderful wind is shaking the tree—

It walks on the water, and whirls the mills,

And talks to itself on the top of the hills.

You friendly Earth, how far do you go,

With the wheat-fields that nod, and the rivers that flow,

With cities and gardens and cliffs and isles,

And people upon you for thousands of miles?

Ah! you are so great, and I am so small,

I hardly can think of you, World, at all;

And yet, when I said my prayers to-day,

My mother kissed me, and said, quite gay,

“If the wonderful World is great to you,

And great to father and mother, too,

You are more than the Earth, though you are such a dot!

You can love and think, and the Earth cannot!”

—W. B. Rands.



Donating A Thought

Instead of a gem or a flower, cast the gift of a lovely thought into the heart of a friend.

—George MacDonald.

Alternate Reading: Daniel 3.




May Fourteenth


Jesus Preaches In The Temple Court

About the middle of the Festival week, Jesus went up into the Temple Courts, and began teaching. The Jews were astonished.

“How has this man got bis learning,” they asked, “when he has never studied?”

So, in reply, Jesus said:

“My teaching is not my own; it is his who sent me. If any one has the will to do God’s will, he will find out whether my teaching is from God, or whether I speak on my own authority. The man who speaks on his own authority seeks honor for himself; but the man who seeks the honor of him that sent him is sincere, and there is nothing false in him. Was not it Moses who gave you the Law? Yet not one of you obeys it! Why are you seeking to put me to death?”

“You must be possessed by a demon!” the people exclaimed. “Who is seeking to put you to death?”

“There was one thing I did,” replied Jesus, “at which you are all still wondering. But that is why Moses has instituted circumcision among you—not, indeed, that it began with him, but with our ancestors—and that is why you circumcise even on a Sabbath. When a man receives circumcision on a Sabbath to prevent the Law of Moses from ’being broken, how can you be angry with me for making a man sound and well on a Sabbath? Do not judge by appearances; judge justly.”

—John.



The Smile Worth While

’Tis easy enough to be pleasant,

When life flows along like a song;

But the man worth while is the one who will smile

When everything goes dead wrong;

For the test of the heart is trouble.

And it always comes with the years;

And the smile that is worth the praise of the earth

Is the smile that comes through tears.

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.




May Fifteenth


Each In His Own Tongue

A fire-mist and a planet,—

A crystal and a cell,—

A jelly-fish and a saurian,

And caves where the cavemen dwell

Then a sense of law and beauty,

And a face turned from the clod,—

Some call it evolution,

And others call it—God.

A haze on the far horizon,

The infinite, tender sky,

The ripe, rich tints of the corn-fields,

And the wild geese sailing high,—

And all over upland and lowland

The charm of the golden-rod,—

Some of us call it Autumn,

And others call it—God.

Like tides on a crescent sea-beach

When the moon is new and thin,

Into our hearts, high yearnings

Come welling and surging in,—

Come from the mystic ocean

Whose rim no foot has trod,—

Some of us call it Longing,

And others call it—God.

A picket frozen on duty,—

A mother starved for her brood,—

Socrates drinking the hemlock,

And Jesus on the rood;

And the millions, who, humble and nameless,

The hard, strait pathway plod,—

Some call it Consecration,

And others call it—God.

—W. H. Carruth.



Happiness In Work

It may be proved, with much certainty, that God intends no man to live in this world without working; but it seems to me no less evident that he intends every man to be happy in his work. Now, in order that people may be happy in their work, these three things are needed: they must be fit for it; and they must not do too much of it; and they must have a sense of success in it.

—John Ruskin.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 19.




May Sixteenth


Eternal Life

The World with its cravings is passing away, But those who do God’s will live forever.

—John.



The Measureless Soul Of Man

I open my ecuttle at night and see the far sprinkled systems,

And all I see, multiplied as high as I can cipher, edge but the rim of the farther systems.

Wider and wider they spread, expanding, always expanding,

Outward, outward, and forever outward.

My sun has his sun, and around him obediently wheels,

He joins with his partners a group of superior circuit,

And greater sets follow, making specks of the greatest inside them.

There is no stoppage, and never can be stoppage,

If I, you, the worlds, all beneath or upon their surfaces, and all the palpable life, were this moment reduced back to a pallid float, it would not avail in the long run,

We should surely bring up again where we now stand,

And as surely go as much farther—and then farther and farther.

A few quadrillions of eras, a few octillions of cubic leagues, do not hazard the span, or make it impatient,

They are but parts-—anything is but a part.

See ever so far, there is limitless space outside of that,

Count ever so much, there is limitless time around that.

My rendezvous is appointed,

The Lord will be there, and wait till I come on perfect terms.

I know I have the best of time and space, and

Was never measured, and never will be measured.

—Walt Whitman.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 33:1-9.




May Seventeenth


The Contagion Of Character

On the last and greatest day of the Festival, Jesus, who was standing by, exclaimed:

“If any one thirsts, let him come to me, and drink. He who believes in me—As Scripture says, Out of his heart shall flow rivers of ‘Living Water.’”

—John.



The Thought Of God

One thought I have, my ample creed,

So deep it is and broad,

And equal to my every need,—

It is the thought of God.

Each morn unfolds some fresh surprise,

I feast at Life’s full board;

And, rising in my inner skies,

Shines forth die thought of God.

At night my gladness is my prayer;

I drop my daily load,

And every care is pillowed there

Upon the thought of God.

I ask not far before to see,

But take in trust, my road;

Life, death, and immortality

Are in my thought of God.

To this their secret strength they owed

The martyr’s path who trod;

The fountains of their patience flowed

From out their thought of God.

Be still the light upon my way,

My pilgrim staff and rod,

My rest by night, my strength by day,

O blessed thought of God.

—F. L. Hosmer.



Fruitful Living

A little bit of patience often makes the sunshine come,

And a little bit of love makes a very happy home;

A little bit of hope makes a rainy day look gay,

And a little bit of charity makes glad a weary way.

Only a thought, but the work it wrought

Could never by tongue or pen be taught;

For it ran through a life like a thread of gold,

And the life bore fruit a hundred fold.

—Jessie Gordon.




May Eighteenth


The Culture Of The Cross

The Cross was an open secret to the first disciples, and they climbed the steep ascent to heaven by the Royal Way of the Holy Cross, but its simplicity has been often veiled in later days. A glamour has been cast over the modern mind by the simplicity of the symbol. Jesus’ Cross has been taken out of His hands and smothered in flowers: it has become what He would have hated, a source of graceful ideas and agreeable emotions. When Jesus presented the Cross for the salvation of His disciples, He was certainly not thinking of a sentiment, which can disturb no man’s life, nor redeem any man’s soul, but of the unsightly beam which must be set up in the midst of a man’s pleasures.

—John Watson.



Being Virtuous And Being Innocent

Friend, thou art seeking thy light in the dispersion of the cloud, and all the time thy light is tn the cloud. Thou art asking God for an explanation of thy darkness, and thou art expecting an answer from all quarters but one—the darkness itself. Yet it is there, and nowhere else, that the secret lies. Thy cloud is thy fire-chariot; thy trial is thy triumph. The best gift of Divine love to thee has been thy pain; it has taught thee what is the difference between being virtuous and being innocent. Thou hast been self-deceived, O my Brother. Thou hast been down in the valley of the shadow, and thou hast been looking up to the calm heavens to find thy God. The calm heavens have not answered thee, and thou hast said, “Verily, Thou art a God that hidest Thyself.” Yet all the time thy God has been beside thee in the valley, a sharer in the shadow of thy life. Thou hast been looking too far to find Him; thou hast cried to the heavens when He was at thy very door. The night under which thou hast murmured has been hiding in its folds a wondrous treasure—the very essence of the King of Kings.

—George Matheson.

Alternate Reading: II Kings 4:1-7.




May Nineteenth


Soul Greatness

Strong is the Soul, and wise, and beautiful;

The seeds of god-like power are in us still;

Gods are we, bards, saints, heroes, if we will.

—Matthew Arnold.



Making Most Of The Present

Time wears all his locks before,

Take thou hold upon his forehead;

When he flies, he turns no more,

And behind his scalp is naked.

Works adjourned have many stays,

Long demurs breed new delays.

—Robert Southwell.



Opportunity Speaks To The Awakened

They do me wrong who say I come no more

When once I knocked and fail to find you in;

For every day I stand outside your door,

And bid you wake and rise to fight and win.

Wail not for precious chances passed away,

Weep not for golden ages on the wane;

Each night I burn the records of the day,

At sunrise every soul is born again.

Laugh like a boy at splendors that have sped,

To vanished joys be blind and deaf and dumb;

My judgments seal the dead past with its dead,

But never bind a moment yet to come.

Though deep in mire, wring not your hands and weep,

I lend my arm to all who say: ” I can.”

No shamefaced outcast ever sank so deep

But he might rise and be again a man.

—Walter Malone.

Alternate Reading: James 2:14-26.




May Twentieth


Your House Of Happiness

Take what God gives, O heart of mine,

And build your house of happiness.

Perchance some have been given more;

But many have been given less.

The treasure lying at your feet,

Whose value you but faintly guess,

Another builder, looking on,

Would barter heaven to possess.

Have you found work that you can do?

Is there a heart that loves you best?

Is there a spot somewhere called home

Where, spent and worn, your soul may rest?

A friendly tree? A book? A song?

A dog that loves your hand’s caress?

A store of health to meet life’s needs?

Oh, build your house of happiness!

Trust not to-morrow’s dawn to bring

The dreamed-of joy for which you wait;

You have enough of pleasant things

To house your soul in goodly state;

To-morrow Time’s relentless stream

May bear what now you have away;

Take what God gives, O heart, and build

Your house of happiness to-day!

—B. Y. Williams.



Beauty And Service

Every right action and true thought sets the seal of its beauty on person and face.

Do all the good you can, to all the people you can, as long as ever you can, in every place you can.

—John Ruskin.

Alternate Reading: Colossians 3: 5-25.




May Twenty-First


The Light Of The World

Jesus again addressed the people.

“I am the Light of the World,” he said. “He who follows me shall not walk in darkness, but shall have the Light of Life.”

“You are bearing testimony to yourself!” exclaimed the Pharisees, “your testimony is not trustworthy.”

“Even if I bear testimony to myself,” answered Jesus, “my testimony is trustworthy; for I know where I came from, and where I am going; but you do not know where I come from, nor where I am going. You judge by appearances; I judge no one. Yet, even if I were to judge, my judgment would be trustworthy; because I am not alone, but the Father who sent me is with me. Why, in your own Law it is said that the testimony of two persons is trustworthy. I, who bear testimony to myself, am one, and the Father who sent me also bears testimony to me.”

—John.



Life’s Sweet Contentment

This is peace

To conquer love of self and lust of life,

To tear deep-rooted passion from the breast,

To still the inward strife;

For love to clasp eternal beauty close;

For glory to be lord of self, for pleasure

To live beyond with God; for countless wealth

To lay up lasting treasure

Of perfect service rendered, duties done

In charity, soft speech, and stainless days:

These riches shall not fade away in life,

Nor any death dispraise.

Then sorrow ends, for Life and Death have ceased;

How should lamps flicker when their oil is spent?

The old sad count is clear, the new is clean;

Thus hath a man content.

—Prince Gautama.

Make home your hobby, and have no other.




May Twenty-Second


The Love That Hopeth And Endureth All Things

And when it can no longer believe, then love hopeth all things. Is any evil related of any man? Love hopes that the relation is not true, that the thing related was never done. Is it certain it was?—“But perhaps it was not done with such circumstances as are related; so that showing the facts, there is room to hope it was not so ill as it is reported.” Was the action apparently, undeniably evil? Love hopes the intention was not so. Is it clear the design was evil too?—“Yet might it not spring, not from the settled temper of the heart, but from a start of passion, or from some vehement temptation, which hurried the man beyond himself?” And even when it cannot be doubted but all the actions, designs, and tempers are equally evil, still love hopes that God will at last triumph with loving mercy; and that there shall be joy in heaven over this sinner that repenteth, more than over ninety and nine just persons that need no repentance.

Love “endureth all things.” This completes the character of him that is truly merciful. He endureth not some, not many things only, not most, but absolutely all things. Whatever the injustice, the malice, the cruelty of men can inflict, he is able to suffer. He calls nothing intolerable; he never says of anything, “this is not to be borne.” No: he can not only do but suffer all things through Christ which strengtheneth him. And all he suffers does not destroy his love, nor impair it in the least. It is proof against all. It is a flame that burns in the midst of the great deep. ” Many waters cannot quench his love, neither can the floods drown it.” It triumphs over all. It never faileth, neither in time or in eternity.

Thus in obedience to what heaven decrees,

Knowledge shall fail, and prophecy shall cease;

But lasting love’s more ample sway—

Nor bound by time, nor subject to decay—

In happy triumph shall forever live,

And endless good diffuse, and endless praise receive.

—John Wesley.

Alternate Reading: I John 4: 7-21.




May Twenty-Third


This Will Pass Away

“Give me a motto!” said a youth

To one whom years had rendered wise;

“Some pleasant thought, or weighty truth,

That briefest syllables comprise;

Some word of warning or of cheer

To grave upon my signet here.

“And, reverend father,” said the boy,

“Since life, they say, is ever made

A mingled web of grief and joy;

Since cares may come and pleasures fade,—

Pray, let the motto have a range

Of meaning matching every change.”

“Sooth!” said the sire, “methinks you ask

A labor something over-nice,

That well a finer brain might task.

What think you, lad, of this device

(Older than I, though I am gray),

‘Tis simple,— ’This will pass away’?

“When wafted on by fortune’s breese,

In endless peace thou seem’st to glide,

Prepare betimes for rougher seas,

And check the boast of foolish pride;

Though smiling joy is thine to-day,

Remember, ‘This will pass away!’

“When all the sky is draped in black,

And, beaten by tempestuous gales,

Thy shuddering ship seems all a-wreck,

Then trim again thy tattered sails;

To grim despair be not a prey;

Bethink thee, ‘This will pass away!’

“Thus, O my son, be not o’er proud,

Nor yet cast down; judge thou aright;

When skies are clear, expect the cloud;

In darkness, wait the coming light;

Whatever be thy fate to-day,

Remember, ‘This will pass away!’”

—J. G. Saxe.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 126: 5-6.




May Twenty-Fourth


I Myself Am Heaven And Hell

I sent my soul through the Invisible

Some letter of that after-life to spell:

And by and by my soul returned to me

And answered, “I myself am Heaven and Hell”

Heaven but the vision of fulfilled Desire,

And Hell the shadow from a soul on fire.

—Omar Khattam.



God In The Soul

But God is never so far off

As even to be near;

He is within: our spirit is

The home He holds most dear.

To think of Him as by our side

Is almost as untrue,

As to remove His throne beyond

Those skies of starry blue.

—F. W. Faber.



Responsibilities That Lift

A kite will not fly unless it has a string tying it down. It is just so in life. The man who is tied down by a half dozen promising responsibilities and their mother will make a higher and stronger flight than the bachelor who, having nothing to keep him steady, is always floundering in the mud. If you want to ascend in the world tie yourself to somebody.

—O. S. Marden.

Alternate Reading: I Corinthians 13.




May Twenty-Fifth


In The Shadow Of The Almighty

He that dwelleth in the secret place of the Most High shall abide under the shadow of the Almighty.

I will say of the Lord, he is my refuge and my fortress: my God; in him will I trust.

Surely he shall deliver thee from the snare of the fowler, and from the noisome pestilence.

He shall cover thee with his feathers, and under his wings shall thou trust: his truth shall be thy shield and buckler.

Thou shalt not be afraid for the terror by night; nor for the arrow that flieth by day;

Nor for the pestilence that walketh in darkness; nor for the destruction that wasteth at noonday.

A thousand shall fall at thy side, and ten thousand at thy right hand; but it shall not come nigh thee.

Because thou hast made the Lord, which is my refuge, even the Most High, thy habitation.

There shall no evil befall thee, neither shall any plague come nigh thy dwelling.

For he shall give his angels charge over thee, to keep thee in all thy ways.

—Psalms.



The Secret Of Living Well

To look up and not down,

To look forward and not back,

To look out and not in, and

To lend a hand.

—Edward E. Hale.

The poor man with a pure home gets more out of life than any millionaire that ever lived.




May Twenty-Sixth


Arbor Day


The Planting Of The Apple-Tree

Come, let ua plant the apple-tree.

Cleave the tough greensward with the spade;

Wide let its hollow bed be made;

There gently lay the roots, and there

Sift the dark mould with kindly care,

And press it o’er them tenderly.

As round the sleeping infant’s feet

We softly fold the cradle sheet;

So plant we the apple-tree.

What plant we in this apple-tree?

Sweets for a hundred flowery springs,

To load the May wind’s restless wings,

When, from the orchard row, he pours

Its fragrance through our open doors;

A world of blossoms for the bee,

Flowers for the sick girl’s silent room,

For the glad infant sprigs of bloom,

We plant with the apple-tree.

What plant we in this apple-tree?

Fruits that shall swell in sunny June,

And redden in the August noon,

And drop, when gentle airs come by,

That fan the blue September sky,

While children come, with cries of glee,

And seek them where the fragrant grass

Betrays their bed to those who pass,

At the foot of the apple-tree.

“Who planted this old apple-tree?”

The children of that distant day

Thus to some aged man shall say;

And, gazing on its mossy stem,

The gray-haired man shall answer them:

“A poet of the land was he,

Born in the rude but good old times;

’Tis said be made some quaint old rhymes

On planting the apple-tree.”

—William Cullen Bryant.

Alternate Reading: James 4: 4-12.





May Twenty-Seventh


In The Home Circle

Then kneeling down, to Heaven’s Eternal King

The saint, the father, and the husband prays:

Hope “Springs exultant on triumphant wing”

That thus they all shall meet in future days:

There ever bask in uncreated rays,

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear,

Together hymning their Creator’s praise,

In such society, yet still more dear;

While circling time moves round in an eternal sphere.

Compared with this, how poor religion’s pride,

In all the pomp of method and of art,

When men display to congregations wide

Devotion’s every grace, except the heart!

The power, incensed, the pageant will desert,

The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole;

But haply in some cottage far apart,

May hear, well pleased, the language of the soul;

And in his book of Life the inmates poor enroll.

Then homeward all take off their several ways;

The youngling cottagers retire to rest:

The parent pair their secret homage pay,

And proffer up to Heaven the warm request

That He who stills the raven’s clamorous nest,

And decks the lily fair in flowery pride,

Would, in the way His wisdom sees the best,

For them and for their little ones provide;

But chiefly in their hearts with grace divine preside.

From scenes like these old Scotia’s grandeur springs,

That makes her loved at home, revered abroad;

Princes and lords are but the breath of kings,

“An honest man’s the noblest work of God”:

And certes, in fair virtue’s heavenly road,

The cottage leaves the palace far behind.

—Robert Burns.

Alternate Reading: II Kings 4: 8-37.




May Twenty-Eighth


Jesus’ Teaching On Tolerance And Sincerity

As the days before his being taken up to Heaven were growing few, Jesus set his face resolutely in the direction of Jerusalem; and ho sent on messengers in advance. On their way, they went into a Samaritan village to make preparations for him. The people there did not welcome him, because his face was set in the direction of Jerusalem; and when James and John saw this, they said:

“Master, do you wish us to call for fire to come down from the sky and consume them?”

But Jesus turned and rebuked them; and so they found their way to a different village.

Here, while they were still on their way, a man said to Jesus:

“I will follow you wherever you go.”

“Foxes have holes,” replied Jesus, “and wild birds have roosts, but the Son of Man has nowhere to lay his head.”

To another man Jesus said: “Follow me.”

“Give me leave,” the man replied, “to go and bury my father first.”

But Jesus said:

“Leave dead men to bury their own dead; but go yourself and carry far and wide the news of the Kingdom of God.”

“Master,” said another, “I will follow you; but give me leave to say good-bye to my family first.”

But Jesus answered:

“No one who looks back, after putting his hand to the plough, is fitted for the Kingdom of God.”

—Luke.

I do not think much of a man who is not wiser to-day than he was yesterday.

—Abraham Lincoln.

He that wrongs another, wrongs himself more.

—Alfred Tennyson.




May Twenty-Ninth


God Will Keep His Word Spoken In Man’s Heart

I move through life guided by a force that I cannot explain. By what strange impulse was I impelled to follow this profession—this and no other? By what freak of fate did I marry this wife—this and no other? By what stroke of fortune did I settle in this land? Looking back on life, it seems almost like a drift; we seem to have reached this position by the veriest chance. And yet it has all turned out too well to be the result of chance. The fact is that like the swallow we acted instinctively. And that instinct was God. We say with Browning’s Paracelsus:

I see my way as birds their trackless way,

I shall arrive! What time, what circuit first,

I ask not: but unless God send His hail,

Or blinding fireballs, sleet or stifling snow,

In some time, His good time, I shall arrive:

He guides me and the bird. In His good time!

And what of the greatest of all our migratory instincts—the instinct of immortality? For, after all, immortality is an instinct and not an argument. A few may think that they can prove it. But there are millions who, unable to prove it, nevertheless feel it. Two American senators spent twenty-five years in searching for evidence of the immortality of the soul. And Emerson marvels that they failed to notice that the impulse that prompted them to seek that evidence so patiently was in itself the strongest proof they could desire. I like to watch the swallow turn its face towards the ocean, and set fearlessly out over the waters. If I had no other proof of lands beyond the sea, the instinct of the swallow would satisfy me. “Sir,” says Emerson grandly, “I hold that God who keeps His word with the swallows and the fishes in all their migratory instincts will keep His word with man.”

One of these days I shall set out on my own great voyage of exploration. I shall see my last sun sinking, and shall set out for the land that is mantled with the flush of morning. I shall be surrounded on every hand by the wonders that here were beyond me, by the mysteries that here baffled my comprehension. When I take the wings of the morning, and fly out into the uttermost of the uttermost, even there shall Thy hand lead me!

—F. W. Boreham.

Alternate Reading: I Kings 18:1-46.




May Thirtieth


Keeping Memorial Day

When the May has culled her flowers for the summer waiting long,

And the breath of early roses wooe the hedges into song.

Comes the throb of martial music and the banners in the street,

And the marching of the millions bearing garlands fair and sweet—

Tis the Sabbath of the Nation, ’tis the floral feast of May!

In remembrance of our heroes

We keep Memorial Day.

They are sleeping in the valleys, they are sleeping ’neath the sea,

They are sleeping by the thousands till the royal reveille;

Let us know them, let us name them, let us honor one and all,

For they loved us and they saved us, springing at the bugle call;

Let us sound the song and cymbal, wreathe the immortelles and bay.

In the fervor of thanksgiving

We keep Memorial Day.

—Kate B. Sherwood.



The Dead To The Living

O you that still have rain and sun,

Kisses of children and of wife,

And the good earth to tread upon,

And the mere sweetness that is life,

Forget not us, who gave all these

For something dearer, and for you!

Think in what cause we crossed the seas!

Remember, he who fails the challenge

Fails us, too.

Now in the hour that shows the strong—

The soul no evil powers affray-

Drive straight against embattled Wrong:

Faith knows but one, the hardest, way.

Endure; the end is worth the throe.

Give, give; and dare, and again dare!

On, to that Wrong’s great overthrow!

We are with you, of you; we the pain and

Victory share.

—Laurence Binyon.

Alternate Reading: James 5:1-16.




May Thirty-First


The Mission Of The Seventy-Two

After this, the Master appointed seventy-two other disciples, and sent them on as his Messengers, two and two, in advance, to every town and place that he was himself intending to visit.

“The harvest,” he said, “is abundant, but the laborers are few. Therefore pray to the Owner of the harvest to send laborers to gather in his harvest. Now, go. Remember, I am sending you out as my Messengers like lambs among wolves. Do not take a purse with you, or a bag, or sandals; and do not stop to greet any one on your journey. Whatever house you go to stay at, begin by praying for a blessing on it. Then, if any one there is deserving of a blessing, your blessing will rest upon him; but if not, it will come back upon yourselves. Remain at that same house, and eat and drink whatever they offer you; for the worker is worth his wages. Do not keep changing from one house to another. Whatever town you visit, if the people welcome you, eat what is set before you; cure the sick there, and tell people ‘The Kingdom of God is close at hand.’ But, whatever town you go to visit, if the people do not welcome you, go out into its streets and say ‘We wipe off the very dust of your town which has clung to our feet; still, be assured that the Kingdom of God is close at hand.’ I tell you that the doom of Sodom will be more bearable on that Day than the doom of that town.”


The Return Of The Seventy-Two

When the seventy-two returned, they exclaimed joyfully: “Master, even the demons submit to us when we use your name.” And Jesus replied:

“I have had visions of Satan, fallen, like lightning from the heavens. Remember, I have given you the power to ‘trample upon serpents and scorpions,’ and to meet all the strength of the Enemy. Nothing shall ever harm you in any way. Yet do not rejoice in the fact that the spirits submit to you, but rejoice that your names have been enrolled in Heaven.”

—Luke.

A pure heart in a pure home is always in whispering distance of Heaven.

“Choose you this day whom you will serve;—but as for me and my home, we will serve God.”

—Joshua.





June First


What Is So Rare As A Day In June?

(The most beautiful nature poem ever written.)

What is so rare as a day in June?

Then, if ever, come perfect days;

Then Heaven tries the earth if it be in tune,

And over it softly her warm ear lays:

Whether we look, or whether we listen,

We hear life munnur, or see it glisten;

Every clod feels a stir of might,

An instinct within it that reaches and towers,

And, groping blindly above it for light,

Climbs to a soul in grass and flowers;

The flush of life may well be seen

Thrilling back over hills and valleys;

The cowslip startles in meadows green,

The buttercup catches the sun in its chalice,

And there’s never a leaf nor a blade too mean

To be some happy creature’s palace;

The little bird site at his door in the sun,

Atilt like a blossom among the leaves,

And lets his illumined being o’errun

With the deluge of summer it receives;

His mate feels the eggs beneath her wings,

And the heart in her dumb breast flutters and sings.

He sings to the wide world, and she to her nest,—

In the nice ear of Nature which song is the best?

—James Russell Lowell.



God In All Things

All are but parts of one stupendous whole,

Whose body Nature is, and God the soul;

That, changed through all, and yet in all the same,

Great in earth, as in the ethereal frame,

Warms in the sun, refreshes in the breeze,

Glows in the stars and blossoms in the trees,

Lives through life, extends through all extent,

Spreads undivided, operates unspent:

Breathes in our soul, informs our mortal part;

As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart;

As full, as perfect, in vile man that mourns

As the rapt Seraphim, that sings and burns;

To him, no high, no low, no great, no small—

He fills, he bounds, connects and equals all…

All nature is but art, unknown to thee:

All chance, direction, which thou canst not see:

All discord, harmony not understood;

All partial evil, universal good.

—Alexander Pope.

Alternate Reading: I Peter 1:13-22.




June Second


The Ship That Is Waiting For Me

As I stand by the cross, on the lone mountain’s crest,

Looking over the ultimate sea,

In the gloom of the mountain a ship lies at rest,

And one sails away from the lea;

One spreads its white wings on the far-reaching track,

With pennant and sheet flowing free;

One hides in the shadow with sails laid aback—

The ship that is waiting for me.

But lo! in the distance the clouds break away,

The gate’s glowing portals I see,

And I hear from the outgoing ship in the bay

The song of the sailors in glee.

So I think of the luminous footprints that bore

The comfort o’er dark Galilee,

And wait for the signal to go to the shore

To the ship that is waiting for me.

—Bret Harte.



The Eternal Goodness

I know not what the future hath

Of marvel or surprise,

Assured alone that life and death

His mercy underlies.

And if my heart and flesh are weak

To bear an untried pain,

The bruised reed He will not break,

But strengthen and sustain.

No offering of my own I have,

Nor works my faith to prove;

I can but give the gifts He gave,

And plead His love for love.

And so beside the silent sea

I wait the muffled oar;

No harm from Him can come to me

On ocean or on shore.

I know not where His islands lift

Their fronded palms in air;

I only know I cannot drift

Beyond His love and care.

—John G. Whittier.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 121. Note: This Psalm was read by David Livingstone the day he sailed for Africa.




June Third


Jesus Teaching A Lawyer

Just then a Student of the Law came forward to test Jesus further.

“Teacher,” he said, “what must I do if I am to ‘gain Immortal Life’?”

“What is said in the Law?” answered Jesus. “What do you read there?”

His reply was—

“‘Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart and with all thy soul, and with all thy strength, and with all thy mind; and thy neighbor as thou dost thyself.’”

“You have answered right,” said Jesus; “do that, and you shall live.”

But the man, wanting to justify himself, said to Jesus: “And who is my neighbor?” To which Jesus replied:


The Good Samaritan

“A man was once going down from Jerusalem to Jericho when he fell into the hands of robbers, who stripped him of everything, and beat him and went away leaving him half dead. As it chanced, a priest was going down by that road. He saw the man, but passed by on the opposite side. A Levite, too, did the same; he came up to the spot, but, when he saw the man, passed by on the opposite side. But a Samaritan, traveling that way, came upon the man, and, when he saw him, he was moved with compassion. He went to him and bound up his wounds, dressing them with oil and wine, and then put him on his own mule, and brought him to an inn, and took care of him. The next day he took out two florins and gave them to the inn-keeper. ‘Take care of him,’ he said, ‘and whatever more you may spend I will myself repay you on my way back.’ Now which, do you think, of these three men,” asked Jesus, “proved himself a neighbor to the man who fell into the robbers’ hands?”

“The one that took pity on him,” was the answer; on which Jesus said:

“Go and do the same yourself.”

—Luke.




The Value Of Creative Thought

A man might form and let loose a star to roll in its orbit, and yet not have done so memorable a thing before God as he who lets a golden-orbed thought to roll through the generations to come.

—Henry Ward Beecher.




June Fourth


Youth In Old Age

My God gives me back my youth; I can regain it in Thee. Let the shadows of my life be rekindled into morning’s glow, let my heart be lit with Thine eternal youth. Thou hast promised us eternal life, and what is that? Not merely life forever, but life forever young. Thine eternal life can make me a child again, a child without childishness.

—George Matheson.



Grow Old Along With Me

Grow old along with me!

The best is yet to be,

The last of life, for which the first was made:

Our times are in His hand

Who saith a “Awhole I planned,

Youth shows but half; Trust God: see all nor be afraid!”

Then, welcome each rebuff

That turns earth’s smoothness rough,

Each sting that bids nor sit nor stand but go!

Be our joys three parts pain!

Strive, and hold cheap the strain;

Learn, nor account the pang; dare, never grudge the throe!

Let us not always say

“Spit of this flesh to-day

I strove, made head, gained ground upon the whole!”

As the bird wings and sings, Let us cry “All good things

Are ours, nor soul helps flesh more, now, than flesh helps soul!”

Therefore I summon age

To grant youth’s heritage,

Life’s struggle having so far reached its term:

Thence shall I pass, approved

A man, for aye removed

From the developed brute; a god though in the germ.

—Robert Browning.

Alternate Reading: I Peter 2:1-10.




June Fifth


Religious Education

The whole period of youth is one essentially of formation, education, instruction,—I use the words with their weight in them—intaking of stores, establishment in vital habits, hopes, and faiths. There is not an hour of it but is trembling with destinies,—not a moment of which, once past, the appointed work can ever be done again, or the neglected blow struck on the cold iron. Take your vase of Venice glass out of the furnace and strew chaff over it in its transparent heat, and recover that to its clearness and rubied glory when the north wind has blown upon it; but do not think to strew chaff over the child fresh from God’s presence, and to bring the heavenly colors back to him—at least in this world.

—John Ruskin.



Education For Good Behavior

Education does not mean teaching people to know what they do not know. It means teaching them to behave as they do not behave. It is not teaching the youth the shapes of letters and the tricks of numbers, and then leaving them to burn their arithmetic to roguery, and their literature to lust. It is, on the contrary, training them into the perfect exercise and kingly continence of their bodies and souls. It is a painful, continual, and difficult work, to be done by kindness, by warning, by precept, and by praise, but, above all,—by example.

—John Ruskin.



Golden Bands To The Throne Of God

During a long life I have proved that not one kind word ever spoken, not one kind deed ever done, but sooner or later returns to bless the giver, and becomes a chain, binding men with golden bands to the throne of God.

—Earl of Shaftesbury.

Alternate Reading: Jonah 3:10 to 4:11.




June Sixth


Jesus Visits Friends At Home In Bethany

As they continued their journey, Jesus came to a village, where a woman named Martha welcomed him to her house. She had a sister called Mary, who seated herself at the Master’s feet, and listened to his teaching; but Martha was distracted by the many preparations that she was making. So she went up to Jesus and said:

“Master, do you approve of my sister’s leaving me to make preparations alone? Tell her to help me.”

“Martha, Martha,” replied the Master, “you are anxious and trouble yourself about many things; but only a few are necessary, or rather one. Mary has chosen the good part, and it shall not be taken away from her.”

—Luke.



A Summary Of Jesus’ Teaching

Service of all men, even of the least, in material needs as well as in spiritual, in little things as well as in great, springing from love, or a social, brotherly spirit, carried, if need be, to the point of complete self-sacrifice—such was plainly the teaching of Jesus. Coupled with this teaching was a profound conviction of the alienation of men from God, of their sinfulness, and their need of social and spiritual redemption. It is no mystery, why Jesus so taught. The mystery, if any, is why the world has not accepted His teaching. For His social principles are so plainly the only ones by which men can satisfactorily live together that they might just as well forget the law of gravitation as forget these principles. When one forgets the principles of gravitation, one must expect some hard bumps. So when our human world forgets these principles of right living together, it must expect some hard lessons—such as it has been receiving.

—C. A. Ellwood.




June Seventh


Life Sculpture

Chisel in hand stood a sculptor boy

With his marble block before him,

And his eyes lit up with a smile of joy,

As an angel-dream passed o’er him.

He carved the dream on that shapeless stone,

With many a sharp incision;

With heaven’s own light the sculpture shone,—

He’d caught that angel-vision.

Children of life are we, as we stand

With our livee uncarved before us,

Waiting the hour when, at God’s command,

Our life-dream shall pass o’er us.

If we carve it then on the yielding stone,

With many a sharp incision,

Its heavenly beauty shall be our own,—

Our lives, that angel-vision.

—G. W. Doane.



Living With All One’s Might

Resolved, to live with all my might while I do live.

On the supposition that there was never to be but one individual in the world, at any one time, who was properly a complete Christian, in all respects of a right stamp, having Christianity always shining in its true lustre, and appearing excellent and lovely, from whatever part and under whatever character viewed: Resolved, to act just as I would do, if I strive with all my might to be that one, who should live in my time.

I observe that old men seldom have any advantage of new discoveries, because they are beside the way of thinking to which they have been so long used: Resolved, if ever I live to years, that I will be impartial to hear the reasons of all pretended discoveries, and receive them if rational, how long soever I have been used to another way of thinking.

—Jonathan Edwards.

Alternate Reading: II Kings 7.




June Eighth


The Heavenly Urge

No passing burden is our earthly sorrow,

That shall depart in some mysterious to-morrow.

’Tis His one universe where’er we are—

One changeless law from sun to viewless star.

Were sorrow evil here, evil it were forever,

Beyond the scope and help of our most keen endeavor

God doth not dote,

His everlasting purpose shall not fail.

Here where our ears are weary with the wail

And weeping of the sufferers; there where the Pleiads float—

Here, there, forever, pain most dread and dire

Doth bring the intensest bliss, the dearest and most sure.

’Tis not from life aside, it doth endure

Deep in the secret heart of all existence.

It is the inward fire,

The heavenly urge, and the divine insistence.

Uplift thine eyes, O Questioner, from the sod!

It were no longer life,

If ended were the strife;

Man were not man, God were not truly God.

—Richard Watson Gilder.



Alone With God

When you have shut your doors, and darkened your room, remember never to say you are alone, for you are not alone; but God is within, and your conscience is within,—and what need have they of light to see what you are doing?

—Epictetus.

Alternate Reading: I Peter 2: 11-25.




June Ninth


The Character Of An Honest Leader

“The thief comes only to steal, to kill, and to destroy; I have come that they may have Life, and may have it in greater fulness. I am the Good Shepherd. The Good Shepherd lays down his life for his sheep. The hired man who is not a shepherd, and who does not own the sheep, when he sees a wolf coming, leaves them and runs away; then the wolf seizes them, and scatters the flock. He does this because he is only a hired man and does not care about the sheep. I am the Good Shepherd; and I know my sheep, and my sheep know me—just as the Father knows me and I know the Father—and I lay down my life for the sheep. I have other sheep besides, which do not belong to this fold; I must lead them also, and they will listen to my voice; and they shall become one flock under ‘one Shepherd.’ This is why the Father loves me, because I lay down my life—to receive it again. No one took it from me, but I lay it down of myself. I have authority to lay it down, and I have authority to receive it again. This is the command which I received from my Father.”

—John.

In some Eastern countries it is customary for one to pause at the front door of a home and remove his shoes, but in all countries it should be the custom never to enter a home with a frown.



The Best Gift

God thought to give the sweetest thing in His almighty power

To earth; and deeply pondering what it should be—one hour

In fondest joy and love of heart outweighing eveiy other,

He moved the gates of Heaven apart and gave to earth—

A Mother!

—G. N. Lovejoy.




June Tenth


Love The Greatest Of All Gifts

Yet I can still show you a way beyond all comparison the best.

Though I speak in the “tongues” of men, or even of angels, yet have not Love, I have become mere echoing brass, or a clanging cymbal! Even though I have the gift of preaching, and fathom all hidden truths and all the depths of knowledge; even though I have such faith as might move mountains, yet have not Love, I am nothing! Even though I dole my substance to the poor, even though I sacrifice my body, that I may boast, yet have not Love, it avails me nothing! Love is long-suffering, and kind; Love is never envious, never boastful, never conceited, never behaves unbecomingly; Love is never self-seeking, never provoked, never reckons up her wrongs; Love never rejoices at evil, but rejoices in the triumph of Truth; Love bears with all things, ever trustful, ever hopeful, ever patient. Love never fails. But, whether it be the gift of preaching, it will be done with; whether it be the gift of “tongues,” it will cease; whether it be knowledge, it, too, will be done with. For our knowledge is incomplete, and our preaching is incomplete, but, when the Perfect has come, that which is incomplete will be done with. When I was a child, I talked as a child, I felt as a child, I reasoned as a child; now that I am a man, I have done with childish ways. As yet we see, in a mirror, dimly, but then—face to face! As yet my knowledge is incomplete, but then I shall know in full, as I have been fully known. Meanwhile Faith, Hope, and Love endure—these three, but the greatest of these is Love.

—Paul to the Corinthians.

One does not “fall into love”—love is an ascension to God-like living.



A Creed

There is a destiny that makes us brothers:

None goes his way alone:

All that we send into the lives of others

Comes back into our own.

—Edwin Markham.




June Eleventh


The Most Holy Name,—Mother

The destiny of nations lies far more in the hands of women—the mothers—than in the hands of those who possess power. We must cultivate women, who are educators of the human race, else a new generation cannot accomplish its task.

—Friedrich Froebel.



A Mother

You! You! a mother! That most holy name,

Which Heaven and Nature bless,

I may not vilely prostitute to those

Whose infants owe them less

Than the poor caterpillar owes

Its gaudy Parent Fly.

You were a mother! at your bosom fed

The babes that loved you. You, with laughing eye,

Each twilight-thought, each nascent feeling read,

Which you yourself created. Oh, Delight!

A second time to be a Mother,

Without the Mother’s bitter groans;

Another thought, and yet another,

By touch, or taste, by look or tones,

O’er the growing Sense to roll,

The Mother of your infant’s soul!

The Angel of the Earth, who while he guides

His chariot-planet round the goal of day,

All trembling gazes on the eye of God,

A moment turned his face away;

And as he viewed you, from his aspect sweet

New influences in your being rose,

Blest Intuitions and Communions fleet

With living Nature, in her joys and woes!

—S. T. Coleridge.

Alternate Reading: I Peter 3: 8-22.




June Twelfth


Song Of Life

A traveller on a dusty road

Strewed acorns on the lea;

And one took root and sprouted up,

And grew into a tree.

Love sought its shade at evening-time,

To breathe its early vows;

And Age was pleased, in heights of noon,

To bask beneath its boughs.

The dormouse loved its dangling twigs,

The birds sweet music bore—

It stood a glory in its place,

A blessing evermore.

A little spring had lost its way

Amid the grass and fern;

A passing stranger scooped a well

Where weary men might turn.

He walled it in, and hung with care

A ladle on the brink;

He thought not of the deed he did,

But judged that Toil might drink.

He passed again; and lo! the well,

By summer never dried,

Had cooled ten thousand parched tongues,

And saved a life beside.

A nameless man, amid the crowd

That thronged the daily mart,

Let fall a word of hope and love,

Unstudied from the heart,

A whisper on the tumult thrown,

A transitory breath,

It raised a brother from the dust,

It saved a soul from death. O germ! O fount! O word of love!

O thought at random cast!

Ye were but little at the first,

But mighty at the last.

—Charles Mackay.

Two men looked out from prison bars,

One saw the mud, the other the stars.

—Anon.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 42: 1-9.




June Thirteenth


Jesus Denounces The Pharisees

As Jesus finished speaking, a Pharisee asked him to breakfast with him, and Jesus went in and took his place at table. The Pharisee noticed, to his astonishment, that Jesus omitted the ceremonial washing before breakfast. But the Master said to him:

“You Pharisees do, it is true, clean the outside of the cup and of the plate, but inside you yourselves are filled with greed and wickedness. Fools! did not the maker of the outside make the inside too? Only give away what is in them in charity, and at once you have the whole clean. But alas for you Pharisees! You pay tithes on mint, rue, and herbs of all kinds, and pass over justice and love to God. These last you ought to have put into practice without neglecting the first. Alas for you Pharisees! You delight to have the front seat in the Synagogues, and to be greeted in the markets with respect. Alas for you! You are like unsuspected graves, over which men walk unawares.” Here one of the Students of the Law interrupted him by saying:

“Teacher, when you say this, you are insulting us also.”

But Jesus went on:

“Alas for you, too, you Students of the Law! You load men with loads that are too heavy to carry; but do not, yourselves, touch them with one of your fingers. Alas for you! You build the monuments of the Prophets whom your ancestors killed. You are actually witnesses to your ancestors’ acts and show your approval of them, because, while they killed the Prophets, you build tombs for them. That is why the Wisdom of God said— ‘I will send to them Prophets and Apostles, some of whom they will persecute and kill, in order that the “blood” of all the prophets “that has been spilt” since the creation of the world may be exacted from this generation —from the blood of Abel down to the blood of Zechariah, who was slain between the altar and the House of God.’ Yes, I tell you, it will be exacted from this generation. Alas for you Students of the Law! You have taken away the key of the door of knowledge. You have not gone in yourselves and you have hindered those who try to go in.”

—Luke.

Too much rest is rust.

—Walter Scott.




June Fourteenth


Flag Day



What Do You See When The Flag Goes By?

What do you see when the flag goes by?

Just a banner of red and white and blue?

Just a patch of gay color against the sky?

What does it mean to you?

Perhaps a vision comes of Betsy Ross—

Red cheeks aflame to meet her land’s appeal,

White, skillful fingers stitching patiently,

And blue eyes flashing with an ardent zeal.

Perhaps some think of blue colonial coats

At Valley Forge that winter long ago,

And crimson stains left by bare patriot feet

That still trudged on across the fields of snow.

To some the red is martyred President’s blood;

The white, Potomac’s city, fair to view,

Across the stream from Arlington where sleep

In honored peace the men who wore the blue.

And some will see the poppies flaming red

Beneath blue skies that lie across the sea,

And brave young souls made white by sacrifice—

The sacrifice by which a world is free.

What do you see when the flag goes by?

Just a banner of red and white and blue?

Just a patch of gay color against the sky?

What does it mean to you?

—B. Y. Williams.



O That Starry Banner

O that starry, starry banner,

Do I know its hallowed worth?

Have I felt the pangs of anguish

Such as wrought its sacred birth?

Is it mine? Have I helped make it

Emblem of fair Liberty?

In those red bars, is there mingled

Blood that was a part of me?

Are those white bars made more stain free

By my living, living right?

Is it I who’ve helped to keep them,

Keep them bars of spotless white?

And that field of purest azure—

Field of Heaven’s high-born blue—

Have I helped to guard that blueness

By my living, living true?

—H. Fortesquire.

Alternate Reading: I Peter 5: 1-11.




June Fifteenth


Loyalty And Service To One’s Country

(Written of Nathan Hale, a graduate of Tale Univertity, a school teacher and soldier. Just before being hanged without trial by the British he said: “I only regret that I have but one life to lose for my Country.”)

One hero dies—a thousand new ones rise,

As flowers are sown where perfect blossoms fall;

Then quite unknown, the name of Hale now cries

Wherever duty sounds her silent call.

With head erect he moves and stately pace,

To meet an awful doom—no ribald jest

Brings scorn or hate to that exalted face:

His thoughts are far away, poised and at rest;

Now on the scaffold see him turn and bid

Farewell to home and all his heart holds dear.

Majestic presence! all man’s weakness hid,

And all his strength in that last hour made clear;

“My sole regret, that it is mine to give

Only one life, that my dear Land may live!”

—W. O. Partridge.



From Scaffold To Scaffold

Every step of progress the world has made has been from scaffold to scaffold, and from stake to stake. It would hardly be exaggeration to say that all the great truths relating to society and government have been first heard in the solemn protests of martyred patriotism, (ft the loud cries of crushed and starving labor.

—Wendell Phillips.

Alternate Reading: II Peter 1: 2-11.




June Sixteenth


Jesus Preaching To Throngs

Meanwhile the people had gathered in thousands, so that they actually trampled on one another, when Jesus, addressing himself to his disciples, began with the warning:

“Be on your guard against the leaven—I mean the hypocricy—of the Pharisees. There is nothing, however covered up, which will not be uncovered, nor anything kept secret which will not become known. Hence all that you have said in the dark will be heard in the light, and what you have spoken in the ear, within closed doors, will be proclaimed upon the housetops. To you who are my friends I say, Do not be afraid of those that kill the body, but after that can do no more. I will show you whom you should be afraid of. Be afraid of him who, after killing you, has the power to fling you into the Pit. Yes, I say, be afraid of him. Do not five sparrows sell for a penny? and yet not one of them has escaped God’s notice. No, the very hairs of your heads are all counted. Do not be afraid, then; you are of more value than many sparrows.

“Every one, I tell you, who will acknowledge me before his fellow men, the Son of Man, on his part, will acknowledge before God’s angels; but those who disown me before their fellow men will be entirely disowned before God’s angels. All who say anything against the Son of Man will be forgiven, while for those who slander the holy spirit there will be no forgiveness.”

—Luke.



The Desecration Of The Fine Art Of Jesus

If Jesus’ delicate poetry be reduced to prose, and the fair, carved work of His parables be used for the building of prisons, and His lovely portrait of God be “restored” with grotesque coloring, and His lucid principles of life be twisted into harassing regulations, then Jesus has been much wronged, and the world has suffered irreparable loss. This is the disaster Jesus dreaded, and no one will deny that it has, in some degree at least, come to pass.

—John Watson.




June Seventeenth


Death Is Busy Everywhere

Death is here and death is there.

Death is busy everywhere,

All around, within, beneath,

Above is death—and we are death.

Death hath set his mark and seal

On all we are and all we feel,

On all we know and all we fear

…

First our pleasures die—and then

Our hopes, and then our fears—and when

These are dead, the debt is due,

Dust claims dust—and we die too.

All things that we love and cherish,

Like ourselves must fade and perish,

Such is our rude mortal lot—

Love itself would, did they not.

—Percy B. Shelley.



By A Bierside

This is a sacred city built of marvelous earth.

Life was lived nobly here to give such beauty birth.

Beauty was in this brain and in this eager hand;

Death is so blind and dumb, Death does not understand.

Death drifts the brain with dust and soils the young limbs’ glory.

Death makes justice a dream, and strength a traveler’s story.

Death drives the lovely soul to wander under the sky.

Death opens unknown doors. It is most grand to die.

—John Masefield.



I Shall See God

For I know that my Vindicator liveth,

And that He shall stand at last upon the earth;

And after my skin hath been thus destroyed,

Yet without my flesh shall I see God!

Whom I shall see on my side,

And mine eyes shall behold and not another.

—My reins are consumed within me—

—Job.

(Job thus ends his speech; he is unable to go on.)

Alternate Reading: II Peter 1: 2-21.




June Eighteenth


The Heritage Of God’s Children

God is the portion of mine inheritance and of my cup:

Thou maintained my lot.

The lines are fallen unto me in pleasant places;

Yea, I have a goodly heritage.

I will bless God, who hath given me counsel;

Yea, my heart instructeth me in the night seasons.

I have set God always before me:

Because he is at my right hand, I shall not be moved.

Therefore my heart is glad, and my glory rejoiceth:

My flesh also shall dwell in safety.

For thou wilt not leave my soul to Sheol;

Neither wilt thou suffer thy holy one to see corruption.

Thou wilt show me the path of life:

In thy presence is fulness of joy;

In thy right hand there are pleasures for evermore.

As for me, I shall behold thy face in righteousness;

I shall be satisfied, when I awake, with beholding thy form.

—Psalms.



The Evergreen Lives

There are evergreen men and women in the world, praise be to God!—not many of them, but a few. They are not the showy folk. (Nature is an old-fashioned shopkeeper; she never puts her best goods in the window.) They are only the quiet, strong folk; they are stronger than Fate. The storms of life sweep over them, and the biting frosts creep round them; but the winds and the frosts pass away, and they are still standing, green and straight.

—Jerome K. Jerome.




June Nineteenth


Heaven Is Not Reached At A Single Bound

Heaven is not reached at a single bound,

But we build the ladder by which we rise

From the lowly earth to the vaulted skies,

And we mount to its summit round by round.

I count this thing to be grandly true:

That a noble deed is a step toward God,—

Lifting the soul from the common clod

To a purer air and a broader view.

—J. G. Holland.



Where To Find God

No one could tell me where my Soul might be.

I searched for God, but God eluded me.

I sought my brother out, and found all three.

—Ernest H. Crosby.



I Shot An Arrow Into The Air

I shot an arrow into the air,

It fell to earth, I know not where;

For, so swiftly it flew, the sight

Could not follow it in its flight.

I breathed a song into the air,

It fell to earth, I knew not where;

For who has sight so keen and strong

That it can follow the flight of song?

Long, long afterward, in an oak

I found the arrow, still unbroke;

And the song, from beginning to end,

I found again in the heart of a friend.

— Henry W. Longfellow.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 41: 1-3.




June Twentieth


On His Blindness


“All service ranks the same with God! There is no first or last.”



When I consider how my light is spent

Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide,

And that one talent which is death to hide,

Lodg’d with me useless, though my soul more bent

To serve therewith my Maker, and present

My true account, lest He, returning, chide;

Doth God exact day-labor, light denied?

I fondly ask: but Patience, to prevent

That murmur, soon replies, God doth not need

Either man’s work, or His own gifts; who best

Bear His mild yoke, they serve Him best; His state

Is kingly; thousands at His bidding speed,

And post o’er land and ocean without rest;

They also serve who only stand and wait.

—John Milton.



Sympathy

And whoever walks a furlong without sympathy walks to his own funeral drest in his shroud.

—Walt Whitman.



How To Find Rest

Christ’s invitation to the weary and heavy-laden is a call to begin life over again upon a new principle—upon His own principle. “Watch my way of doing things,” He says.- “Follow me.” Take life as I take it. Be meek and lowly, and you will find rest.

—Henry Drummond.

Alternate Reading: Jonah 3 and 4.




June Twenty-First


Jesus Talks On Covetousness

And then Jesus added:

” Take care to keep yourselves free from every form of covetousness; for even in the height of his prosperity a man’s true Life does not depend on what he has.”

Then Jesus told them this parable—

“There was once a rich man whose land was very fertile; and he began to ask himself ‘What shall I do, for I have nowhere to store my crops? This is what I will do/ he said;’ I will pull down my barns and build larger ones, and store all my grain and my goods in them; and I will say to myself, Now you have plenty of good things put by for many years; take your ease, eat, drink,- and enjoy yourself.’ But God said to the man ‘Fool! This very night your life is being demanded; and as for all that you have prepared—who will have it?’

“So it is with those who lay by wealth for themselves and are not rich to the glory of God.”



The Cares Of Life

And Jesus said to his disciples:

“That is why I say to you, Do not be anxious about the life here—what you can get to eat; nor yet about your body—what you can get to wear. For life is more than food, and the body than its clothes. Think of the ravens—they neither sow nor reap; they have neither storehouse nor barn; and yet God feeds them! And how much more precious are you than birds! But which of you, by being anxious, can prolong his life a moment? And, if you cannot do even the smallest thing, why be anxious about other things? Think of the lilies, and how they grow. They neither toil nor spin; yet, I tell you, even Solomon in all his splendor was not robed like one of these. If, even in the field, God so clothes the grass which is living to-day and to-morrow will be thrown into the oven, how much more will he clothe you, O men of little faith! And you—do not be always seeking what you can get to eat or what you can get to drink; and do not waver. These are the things for which all the nations of the world are seeking, and your Father knows that you need them. No, seek his Kingdom, and these things shall be added for you. So do not be afraid, my little flock, for your Father has been pleased to give you the Kingdom.”

—Luke.

Man has but two fundamental allegiances—Home and the Kingdom of God.




June Twenty-Second


Loveliness Of Baby

A baby’s hands, like rose-buds furled,

Whence yet no leaf expands,

Ope if you touch, though dose upcurled,

A baby’s hands.

Then, even as warriors grip their brands

When battle’s bolt is hurled,

They close, denched hard like tightening bands.

No rosebuds yet by dawn impearled

Match, even in loveliest lands,

The sweetest flower in all the world—

A baby’s hands.

A baby’s eyes, ere speech begin,

Ere lips learn words or sighs,

Bless all things bright enough to win

A baby’s eyes.

Love, while the sweet thing laughs and lies,

And sleep flows out and in,

Lies perfect in their paradise.

Their glance might cast out pain and sin,

Their speech make dumb the wise;

By mute glad godlife felt within

A baby’s eyes.

—A. C. Swinburne.



O Ye Children

Come to me, O ye children! For I hear you at your play,

And the questions that perplex me

Have vanished quite away.

Ye are better than all the ballads,

That ever were sung or said;

For ye are living poems,

And all the rest are dead.

—Henry W. Longfellow.

Alternate Reading: II Peter 2: 9-22.




June Twenty-Third


One’s Judgment Upon Himself

How few there are who would thus dare to address God each night:

“Lord, deal with me to-morrow as I have this day dealt with others—those to whom I was harsh, and from malice or to show my own superiority exposed their feelings; others to whom from pride or dislike I refused to speak,—one I avoided—another I cannot like because she displeases me—I will not forgive—to whom I will not show any kindness.”

And yet, let us never forget, that sooner or later God will do unto us even as we have done unto them.

If you must get angry and use ugly words and tones, at least be decent and wait till you can hurry beyond the three mile limit from home.

—Anon.



The Golden Milestone

Each man’s chimney is his golden milestone,

Is the central point from which he measures every distance

Through the gateways of the world around him.

Happy he whom neither wealth nor fashion

Nor the march of the encroaching city drives in exile

From the hearth of his ancestral homestead.

—Henry W. Longfellow.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 23.




June Twenty-Fourth


The True Measure

“Sell what belongs to you, and give in charity. Make yourselves purses that will not wear out—an inexhaustible treasure in Heaven, where no thief comes near, or moth works ruin. For where your treasure is, there also will your heart be.


Watchfulness

“Make yourselves ready, with your lamps alight; and be like men who are waiting for their Master’s return from his wedding, so that, when he comes and knocks, they may open the door for him at once. Happy are those servants whom, on his return, the Master will find watching. I tell you that he will make himself ready, and bid them take their places at table, and will come and wait upon them. Whether it is late at night, or in the early morning that he comes, if he finds all as it should be, then happy are they. This you do know, that, had the owner of the house known at what time the thief was coming, he would have been on the watch, and would not have let his house be broken into. Do you also prepare, for when you are least expecting him the Son of Man will come.”

—Luke.




Heaven Very Near

My Father in heaven, teach me that heaven is very near, as near to me as my need. May I not conceive the home-land as being far away, almost beyond the call of my weak voice! May I think that even my whispers are near in the beautiful country.

—J. H. Jowett.




June Twenty-Fifth


The Burden Of Bad Habits

Do not be deceived. God is not to be trifled with. What men sow they will reap. For those who sow the field of their earthly nature will from it reap decay; while those who sow the field of the spirit will from it reap enduring life.

—Paul to the Galatians.



The Burden Of An Immoral Life

Under a great gray sky, in a great powdery plain without roads, without grass, without a thistle, without a nettle, I met several men who were walking with heads bowed down.

Each one bore upon his back an enormous chimera, as heavy as a bag of flour or the accoutrements of a Roman soldier.

But the monstrous beast was not an inert weight; on the contrary, it ehveloped and oppressed the man with its elastic and mighty muscles; it fastened with its two vast claws to the breast of the bearer, and its fabulous head surmounted the brow of the man, like one of those horrible helmets by which the ancient warriors hoped to increase the terror of the enemy.

I questioned one of these men, and I asked him whether they were bound thus. He answered that he knew not, neither he nor the others; but that evidently they were bound somewhere, since they were impelled by an irresistible desire to go forward.

It is curious to note that not one of these travelers looked irritated at the ferocious beast suspended from his neck and glued against his back; it seemed as though he considered it as making part of himself. None of these weary and serious faces bore witness to any despair; under the sullen cupola of the sky, their feet plunged into the dust of a soil as desolate as the sky, they went their way with the resigned countenances of those who have condemned themselves to hope against hope forever.

—Charles Baudelaire.

Alternate Reading: John 6: 26-71.




June Twenty-Sixth


The Gravitation Of Sin

This, then, is the law I find—that when I want to do right, it is easier for me to do wrong! At heart I delight in the Law of God; but throughout my body I see a different law, one which is in conflict with the law accepted by my reason, and which makes me a prisoner—a prisoner to that law of sin which exists throughout my body. What a miserable man I am! Who will deliver me from this body which is drawing me down to death? Thank God, deliverance has come through Jesus Christ, our Lord!

—Paul to the Romans.



Flower In The Crannied Wall

Flower in the crannied wall,

I pluck you out of the cranny—

Hold you here, root and all, in my hand,

Little flower—but if I could understand

What you are, root and all, and all in all,

I should know what God and man is.

—Alfred Tennyson.



If Man Could Make A Rose

If a man could make a single rose we would give him an empire; yet flowers no less beautiful are scattered in profusion over the world, and no one regards them.

—Martin Luther.

“Home—the center of affection, round which our heart’s best wishes twine.”




June Twenty-Seventh


A Letter From Christ

All can see that you are a letter from Christ entrusted to our care, a letter written, not with ink, but with the Spirit of the ever-living God, and not on tables of stone, but on tables of human hearts.

—Paul.



The Gospel According To You

There’s a sweet old story translated for man,

But writ in the long, long ago—

The Gospel according to Mark, Luke and John—

Of Christ and His mission below.

Men read and admire the Gospel of Christ,

With its love so unfailing and true;

But what do they say, and what do they think

Of the Gospel according to you?

’Tis a wonderful story, that Gospel of love,

As it shines in the Christ life divine;

And, Oh, that its truth might be told again

In the story of your life and mine!

Unselfishness mirrors in every scene;

Love blossoms on every sod;

And back from its virion the heart comes to tell

The wonderful goodness of God.

You are writing each day a letter to men.

Take care that the writing is true.

’Tis the only Gospel that some men will read—

That Gospel according to you.

—Evangelical Messenger.



Repentance

Man-like is it to fall into sin.

Fiend-like is it to dwell therein;

Christ-like is it for sin to grieve,

God-like is it all sin to leave.

—Von Logun.

Alternate Reading: Daniel 4: 5-37.




June Twenty-Eighth


Prayer

More things are wrought by prayer

Than this world dreams of. Wherefore, let thy voice

Rise like a fountain for me night and day.

For what are men better than sheep or goats

That nourish a blind life within the brain,

If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer

Both for themselves and those who call them friends?

For so the whole round earth is every way

Bound by gold chains about the feet of God.

—Alfred Tennyson.



The Lesson Of The Fruitless Fig Tree

And Jesus told them this parable—

“A man, who had a fig tree growing in his vineyard, came to look for fruit on it, but could not find any. So he said to his gardener, ‘Three years now I have come to look for fruit on this fig tree, without finding any! Cut it down. Why should it rob the soil?’

“‘Leave it this one year more, Sir,’ the man answered, ‘till I have dug round it and manured it. Then, if it bears in future, well and good; but if not you can have it cut down.’”

—Luke.



Musical Characters

Some men move through life as a band of music moves down the street, flinging out pleasure on every side through the air, to every one far and near, that can listen.

—Henry Ward Beecher.



Good For Good

Do not look for wrong and evil—

You will find them if you do;

As you measure for your neighbor

He will measure back to you.

—Alice Cary.




June Twenty-Ninth


First Things, First

In the beginning—God.

Exalt the Home above every other institution on earth.



Duty

He who is false to present duty breaks a thread in the loom, and will find the flaw when he may have forgotten the cause.

—Henry Ward Beecher.



The Voice Of Nature

The heavens declare the glory of God; and the firmament showeth his handiwork. Day unto day uttereth speech, and night unto night showeth knowledge.

—Psalms.



Discovering God In Nature

If there were men whose habitations had been always under ground, in great and commodious houses, adorned with statues and pictures, furnished with everything which they who are reputed happy abound with: and if, without stirring from thence, they should be informed of a certain Divine power and majesty, and after some time the earth should open and they should quit their dark abode to come to us, where they should immediately behold the earth, the seas, the heavens; should consider the vast extent of the clouds and force of the winds; should see the sun and observe his grandeur and beauty, and perceive that day is occasioned by the diffusion of his light through the sky; and when night has obscured the earth they should contemplate the heavens, bespangled and adorned with stars, the surprising variety of the moon in her increase and wane, the rising and setting of all the stars and the inviolable regularity of their courses,—when they should see these things, they would undoubtedly conclude that there is God, and that these are His mighty works.

—Aristotle.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 127: 1-2.




June Thirtieth


A Happy Life

How happy is he born and taught

That serveth not another’s will;

Whose armor is his honest thought,

And simple truth his utmost skill!

Whose passions not his master’s are,

Whose soul is still prepared for death,

Not tied unto the world with care

Of public fame, or private breath.

—Henry Wotton.



A Prayer

Teach me, Father, how to go

Softly as the grasses grow;

Hush my soul to meet the shock

Of the wild world as a rock;

But my spirit, propt with power,

Make as simple as a flower.

Let the dry heart fill its cup,

Like a poppy looking up;

Let life lightly wear her crown

Like a poppy looking down,

When its heart is filled with dew,

And its life begins anew.

Teach me, Father, how to be

Kind and patient as a tree.

Joyfully the crickets croon

Under the shady oak at noon;

Beetle, on his mission bent,

Tarries in that cooling tent.

Let me, also, cheer a spot,

Hidden field or garden grot-

Place where passing souls can rest

On the way and be their best.

—Edwin Markham.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 27: 8-14.




July First


Jesus Befriends A Sick Woman In The Synagogue On The Sabbath

Jesus was teaching on a Sabbath in one of the Synagogues, and he saw before him a woman who for eighteen years had suffered from weakness, owing to her having an evil spirit in her. She was bent double, and was wholly unable to raise herself. When Jesus saw her, he called her to him, and said:

“Woman, you are released from your weakness.” He placed his hands on her, and she was instantly made straight, and began to praise God. But the President of the Synagogue, indignant that Jesus had worked the cure on the Sabbath, interposed and said to the people:

“There are six days on which work ought to be done; come to be cured on one of those, and not on the Sabbath.”

“You hypocrites!” the Master answered him. “Does not every one of you let his ox or his ass loose from its manger, and take it out to drink, on the Sabbath? But this woman, a daughter of Abraham, who has been kept in bondage by Satan for now eighteen years, ought not she to have been released from her bondage on the Sabbath?”

As he said this, his opponents all felt ashamed; but all the people rejoiced to see all the wonderful things that he was doing.

—Luke.

Remember every day to keep it holy.

All that is purest and best in man is but the echo of a mother’s benediction. The hero’s deeds are a mother’s prayers fulfilled.




July Second


The Little Child That Is To Be

(This should be read by every young man and woman and by every parent lest they regard too lightly the sublime obligation of parenthood.)

In a room whose window faces the east, the sunrise, a room called Hope, I found the Little Child That Is to Be. A wonderful, wonderful child is he—the Little Child That Is to Be. I often feel that I should like to take every young fellow into this room that faces the sunrise and show him this sweet and slumbering angel-face. And as he looks down upon the head on the pillow I would say, “Take care, when you are making love to the girl of your fancy, that you are securing for the Little Child That Is to Be a mother capable of maintaining the great and holy traditions of motherhood. Take care that you are winning to yourself a woman whom you can set with pride and confidence before the eyes of the Little Child That Is to Be as the embodiment of all that is pure and noble and unselfish and true!”

And I often feel that I should like to take every girl into this little room with the eastern window. And, as she gazed tenderly down into the sleeping face of the Little Child That Is to Be, I would say to her, “Take care, when you ally yourself with the lover of your fancy, that you are securing for the Little Child That Is to Be a father to whom you may always point with proud motherly affection! Take care that you are setting before the eyes of the Little Child That Is to Be, when he wakes up, a father whose character he may copy and in whose safe foot-prints he may plant his own! Take care! Take care! !” And I would have both young men and maidens, as they stand beside this sleeping angel, to remember that whenever they yield to temptation they are striking a more terrible blow at the Little Child That Is to Be than they will ever be able to strike him with clenched fist. And whenever they resist and overcome temptation they are securing for the Little Child That Is to Be a finer heritage than any they will ever leave him in their wills. “Take care, take care!” I would say to every man and maiden, “Take the greatest care, the tenderest care of the Little Child That Is to Be!”

-From “The Golden Milestone” by F. W. Boreham.

The sweetest duet ever heard is the laugh of mother and child.

Alternate Reading: Acts 3:1-26.




July Third


Letty’s Home Is There

When Letty had scarce passed her third glad year,

And her young, artless words began to flow,

One day we gave the child a colored sphere

Of the wide earth, that she might mark and know,

By tint and outline, all its sea and land.

She patted all the world; old empires peeped

Between her baby fingers, her soft hand

Was welcome at all frontiers. How she leaped,

And laughed, and prattled in her world-wide bliss!

But when we turned her sweet unlearned eye

On our own isle, she raised a joyous cry:

“Oh, yes! I see it; Letty’s home is there!”

And while she hid all England with a kiss,

Bright over Europe fell her golden hair!

—Charles Tennyson Turner



Had I A Dozen Sons

Had I a dozen sons, each in my love alike and none less dear than thine and my good Marcius, I had rather eleven die nobly for their Country than one voluptuously surfeit out of action.

—William Shakespeare.



Breathes There A Man With Soul So Dead

Breathes there a man with soul so dead

Who never to himself hath said,

This is my own, my native land!

Whose heart hath ne’er within him burned,

As home his footsteps he hath turned

From wandering on a foreign strand?

—Walter Scott.

Alternate Reading: II Kings 5: 1-20.




July Fourth


America, The Hope Of The World

We, here, in America hold in our hands the hope of the world, the fate of the coming years: and shame and disgrace will be ours if in our eyes the light of high resolve is dimmed, if we trail in the dust the golden hopes of men. If on this new continent we merely build another country of great but unjustly divided material prosperity, we shall have done nothing; and we shall do little if we shall merely set the greed of envy against the greed of arrogance, and thereby destroy the material wellbeing of all of us. To turn this Government either into government by a plutocracy or government by a mob, would be to repeat on a large scale the lamentable failures of the world that is dead.

We stand against all tyranny, by the few or by the many. We stand for the rule of the many in the interest of all of us, for the rule of the many in a spirit of courage, of common sense, or high purpose; above all, in a spirit of kindly justice towards every man and every woman. We not merely admit, but insist, that there must be self-control on the part of the people, that they must keenly perceive their own duties as well as the rights of others; but we also insist that the people can do nothing unless they not merely have, but exercise to the full, their own rights.

The worth of our great experiment depends upon its being in good faith an experiment—the first that has ever been tried—in true democracy on the scale of a continent, on a scale as vast as the mightiest empires of the Old World. Surely this is a noble ideal, an ideal for which it is worth while to strive, an ideal for which it is worth while to sacrifice much; for our ideal is the rule of all the people in a spirit of friendliest brotherhood toward each and every one of the people.

—Theodoee Roosevelt.



The Wedded Flags

Hang out that glorious old red cross!

Hang out the stripes and stars!

They faced each other fearlessly

In two historic wars.

But now the ocean circlet binds

The bridegroom and the bride:

Old England, young America—

Display them, side by side.

Was ever sign so beautiful.

Hung from the heavens, abroad?

Old England, young America

For freedom and for God!

—G. W. Doane.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 144:12-15.




July Fifth


One Rubber Plant Cannot Make A Home

One rubber plant can never make a home,

Not even when combined with brush and comb,

And spoon, and fork, and knife,

And graphophone, and wife,

No! Something more is needed for a home.

One rubber plant can never make a home;

One day did not suffice for building Rome.

One gas-log and a cat

Can’t civilise a flat;

No! Something more is needed for a home.

—Anon.



Blest Be That Spot

Blest be that spot, where cheerful guests retire

To pause from toil, and trim their evening fire;

Blest that abode, where want and pain repair,

And every stranger finds a ready chair;

Blest be those feasts with simple plenty crowned,

Where all the ruddy family around

Laugh at the jests or pranks that never fail,

Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale,

Or press the bashful stranger to his food,

And learn the luxury of doing good.

—Oliver Goldsmith.



Service Carries Its Own Reward

I built a chimney for a comrade old,

I did the service not for hope or hire—

And then I traveled on in winter’s cold,

Yet all the day I glowed before the fire.

—Edwin Markham.

Alternate Reading: Daniel 1: 8-21.




July Sixth


Plant Lilies, And Lilies Will Bloom

Plant lilies, and lilies will bloom;

Plant roses, and roses will grow;

Plant hate, and hate to life will spring;

Plant love, and love to you will bring

The fruit of the seed you sow.

—Anon.



Nations Docile Only In Youth

Most nations, like most men, are docile only in youth; they become incorrigible as they grow old. When customs are once established and prejudices rooted, it is a dangerous and useless enterprise to try to reform them: the people will not permit their misfortunes to be touched upon, even for their instruction,—like the stupid and cowardly sick who shudder at sight of a physician.

Let free nations remember this: “Liberty may be acquired, but never recovered.”

—Jean Jacques Rousseau.



Xerxes Wept For His Army

Xerxes wept sadly when he saw his army of thirteen hundred thousand men, because he considered that within a hundred years all the youth of that army should be dust and ashes: and yet, as Seneca well observes of him, he was the man that should bring them to their graves; and he consumed all that army in two years, for whom he feared and wept the death after an hundred.

—Jeremy Taylor.



Reason Versus Force

“We hope to increase and promote the practice already begun, of submitting national differences to amicable discussion and arbitration; and, finally, of settling all national controversies by an appeal to reason, as becomes rational creatures, and not by physical force, as is worthy only of brute beasts; and that this shall be done by a congress of Christian nations, whose decrees shall be enforced by public opinion that rules the world.”

—At the forming of the American Peace Society in New York, May 8,1828

-William Ladd.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 20: 20-28.




July Seventh


The Narrow Door

Jesus went through towns and villages, teaching as he went, and making his way towards Jerusalem.

“Master,” some one asked, “are there but few in the path of Salvation?”

And Jesus answered:

“Strive to go in by the small door. Many, I tell you, will seek to go in, but they will not be able when once the master of the house has got up and shut the door, while you begin to say, as you stand outside and knock, ‘Sir, open the door for us.’ His answer will be—‘I do not know where you come from.’ Then you will begin to say ‘We have eaten and drunk in your presence, and you have taught in our streets,’ and his reply will be—‘I do not know where you come from. Leave my presence, all you who are living in wickedness.’

“There, there will be weeping and grinding of teeth, when you see Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, and all the Prophets, in the Kingdom of God, while you yourselves are being driven outside. People will come from East and West, and from North and South, and take their places at the banquet in the Kingdom of God. There are some who are last now who will then be first, and some who are first now who will then be last!”


A Message To Herod Antipas

Just then some Pharisees came up to Jesus and said:

“Go away and leave this place, for Herod wants to kill you.”

But Jesus answered:

Go and say to that fox ‘Look you, I am driving out demons and shall be completing cures to-day and tomorrow, and on the third day I shall have done.’ But to-day and to-morrow and the day after I must go on my way, because it cannot be that a prophet should meet his end outside Jerusalem.



Jesus Laments The Fate Of Jerusalem

“Jerusalem! Jerusalem! she who slays the prophets and stones the messengers sent to her—Oh, how often have I wished to gather your children round me as a hen takes her brood under her wings, and you would not come! Verily your House is left to you desolate!”

—Luke.

Our country is the world—our countrymen are all mankind.

—William L. Garrison.





July Eighth


Ever Look For New Revelation

You remember how John Bunyan describes this darkness of understanding and closing of the mind: “Diabolus thought not fit to let My Lord Understanding abide in his former luster and glory, because he was a seeing man. Wherefore he darkened it, not only by taking from him his office and power, but by building a high and strong tower just between the sun’s reflections and the windows of My Lord’s palace; by which means his house and all, and the whole of his habitation, were made as dark as darkness itself. And thus, being alienated from the light, he became as one that was born blind.” All of which means that darkness and disease are in deep and intimate partnership—“Darkness hath blinded their eyes.”

If we would preserve our sight, and be saved from the pestilence that walketh in darkness, we must keep a ready mind, a mind that is open toward the divine, ever expectant of new outpourings of the light of life. Our Master has yet many things to say unto us. When will the new revelation break? We do not know. How will the new light come? We cannot tell. Perhaps it will come through the winsome presence of a little child. Perhaps it will break upon us from the weakness and frailties of an old man. Perhaps it may come from a quarter that we have almost despised. The revelation may be enshrined in the speech of the foolish. It may dawn upon us in the mysterious presence of death. It may stream from an open grave. Let us cultivate a ready mind. Let us have all the watchfulness of love. Let us love His appearing.

—J. H. Jowett.



The Path To Happiness

The path of sorrow, and that path alone,

Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown.

—William Cowper.

Alternate Reading: John 8:12-20.




July Ninth


The Salt Of The Earth

If childhood were not in the world,

But only men and women grown;

No baby-locks in tendrils curled,

No baby-blossoms blown;

Though men were stronger, women fairer,

And nearer all delights in reach,

And verse and music uttered rarer

Tones of more godlike speech;

Though the utmost life of life’s best hours

Found, as it cannot now find, words;

Though desert sands were sweet as flowers,

And flowers could sing like birds:

But children never heard them, never

They felt a child’s foot leap and run,—

This were a drearier star than ever

Yet looked upon the sun.

—A. C. Swinburne.



The Mother-Heart

No child can ever be so dear to me

As thou wert, sweet;

And yet all childhood is more dear to me

Since I have kissed thy feet,

My babe—who bode with me so brief a space

Yet left upon my life forevermore

The glory of God’s grace!

Thy childless mother, little son, I cry

To childhood motherless:

“Lo, here am I! My heart is open wide

To welcome and to bless!

One stands within, invisible but sweet,

True to his post.

He calls the children to me from the street,

Himself their host.”

—Myrta L. Avary.

Alternate Reading: John 8: 21-59.




July Tenth


At Dinner With A Pharisee Jesus Befriends A Sick Man On The Sabbath

On one occasion, as Jesus was going, on a Sabbath, into the house of one of the leading Pharisees to dine, they were watching him closely. There he saw before him a man who was suffering from dropsy.

“Is it allowable,” said Jesus, addressing the Students of the Law and the Pharisees, “to work a cure on the Sabbath, or is it not?”

They remained silent. Jesus took hold of the man and cured him, and sent him away. And he said to them:

“Which of you, finding that his son or his ox has fallen into a well, will not immediately pull him out on the Sabbath day?”

And they could not make any answer to that.


Lessons On Humility And Hospitality

Observing that the guests were choosing the best places for themselves, Jesus told them this parable—

“When you are invited by any one to a wedding banquet, do not seat yourself in the best place, for fear that some one of higher rank should have been invited by your host; and he who invited you both will come and say to you, ‘Make room for this man,’ and then you will begin in confusion to take the lowest place. No, when you are invited, go and take the lowest place, so that, when he who has invited you comes, he may say to you, ‘Friend, come higher up’; and then you will be honored in the eyes of all your fellow-guests. For every one who exalts himself will be humbled, and he who humbles himself will be exalted.”

Then Jesus went on to say to the man who had invited him:

“When you give a breakfast or a dinner, do not ask your friends, or your brothers, or your relations, or rich neighbors, for fear that they should invite you in return, and so you should be repaid. No, when you entertain, invite the poor, the crippled, the lame, the blind; and then you will be happy indeed, since they cannot recompense you; for you shall be recompensed at the resurrection of the good.”

—Luke.




The Elect Of Earth

He only is advancing in life whose heart is getting softer, whose blood warmer, whose brain quicker, and whose spirit is entering into living peace. And the men who have this life in them are the true lords and kings of the earth—they, and they only.

—John Ruskin.




July Eleventh


The Glory Of God

The sapphire of the deep and placid lakes,

The pearfy radiance of the flying mists,

Shall be the mirrors of His smile; the fields

Shall clothe themselves with flowers, and the peaks

With snow, to imitate His glory.

The wild things of the forest and the air

From den and eyrie shall adore His name.

The silent caverns of the deep shall teem

With servants of His word. The sea itself

Shall pile its jeweled waves aloft to make

The thunderous altars of the choir of storms.

All growing things—the lofty pine, the moss

That clings about the desert rock—shall teach

His worship; Him the boundless main declares,

Receiving all the waters of the earth

To give them back in helpful rain as

He receives in adoration and gives back in bliss.

And this has ever been true since time

And movement of created things began.

For all things hold their being from His care.

Should He not care, chaos would mar the world.

This is the happy fear that sways the flowers,

The fear that tells the lily to grow pale

And brings a blush upon the rose.

He came

To see in man, creation’s prince, the best

Reflection of Himself. God-Man, He saw,

And loved the Godlike image of Himself.

—Sister Juana Ynez.



The Silence Of The Infinite

The Infinite always is silent:

It is only the Finite speaks.

Our words are the idle wave-caps

On the deep that never breaks.

We may question with wand of science,

Explain, decide, discuss;

But only in meditation

The Mystery speaks to us.

—John B. O’Reilly.

Alternate Reading: John 10: 1-21.




July Twelfth


The New Colossus

Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame,

With conquering limbs astride from land to land;

Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand

A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame

Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name

Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand

Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command

The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame.

“Keep, Ancient Lands, your storied pomp!” cries she

With silent lips. “Give me your tired, your poor,

Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free,

The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.

Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me,

I lift my lamp beside the golden door!”

—Emma Lazarus.



The Miraculous Power Of Kindness And Of Anger

Gaze thou in the face of thy brother, in those eyes where plays the lambent fire of kindness, or in those where rages the lurid conflagration of anger; feel how thy own so quiet soul is straightway involuntarily kindled with the like, and ye blaze and reverberate on each other, till it is all one limitless, confluent flame (of embracing love, or of deadly, grasping hate); and then say what miraculous virtue goes out of man into man.

—Thomas Carlyle.

Never correct a child when you are angry; for a child can readily see that your anger is a greater sin than its mistake.

Alternate Reading: I Corinthians 10: 23-33.




July Thirteenth


Man And Woman

Let woman make herself her own

To give or keep, to live and learn and be

All that not harms distinctive womanhood.

For woman is not undeveloped man,

But diverse: could we make her as the man,

Sweet love were slain: his dearest bond is this,

Not like to like, but like in difference.

Yet in the long years liker must they grow;

The man be more of woman, she of man;

He gain in sweetness and in moral height,

Nor lose the wrestling thews that throw the world;

She mental breadth, nor fail in child-ward care,

Nor lose the childlike in the larger mind;

Till at the last she set herself to man,

Like perfect music unto noble words.

—Alfred Tennyson.

He is the happiest, be he king or peasant, who finds peace in his home.

—Goethe.



One In A Million

Here’s to one in a million,

The dearest, the best;

Like the sun in the heavens,

She outshines the rest!

Don’t frown when I tell you

This toast beats all others,

But here’s one more toast, boys—

A toast to Our Mothers!

—George Cooper.

Alternate Reading: Acts 5:12-16.




July Fourteenth


For Everyone A Definite Work

No man is bom into the world whose work

Is not born with him. There is always work,

And tools to work withal, for those who will;

And blessed are the horny hands of toil.

—James Russell Lowell.



The Service Of Man And Woman To Home And State

Generally we are under the impression that a man’s duties are public, and a woman’s private. But this is not altogether so. A man has a personal work or duty relating to his own home, and a public work or duty—which is the expansion of the other—relating to the state. So a woman has a personal work and duty relating to her own home, and a public work and duty which is also the expansion of that.

Now, the man’s work for his own home is, to secure its maintenance, progress, and defense; the woman’s to secure its order, comfort, and loveliness.

Expand both these functions The man’s duty as a member of a commonwealth is to assist in the maintenance, in the advance, in the defense of the State. The woman’s duty as a member of the commonwealth is to assist in the ordering, in the comforting, and in the beautiful adornment of the State.

What the man is at his own gate,—defending it if need be against insult and spoil, that also,—not in less but in a more devoted measure, he is to be at the gate of his country; leaving his home, if need be, even to the spoiler, to do his more incumbent work there.

And in like manner, what the woman is to be within her gates, as the center of order, the balm of distress, and the mirror of beauty, that she is also to be without her gates, where order is more difficult, distress more imminent, loveliness more rare. A Lady has claim to her title only so far as she communicates that help to the poor representatives of her Master, which women once, ministering to Him of their substance, were permitted to extend to that Master Himself; and when she is known, as He Himself once was, in breaking of bread.

—John Ruskin.

Alternate Reading: John 11: 1-44.




July Fifteenth


The Vanity Of Civilization

To suppose that arts and sciences are exhausted subjects, is doing them a kind of dishonor. The divine mechanism of creation reproves such folly, and shows us by comparison the imperfection of our most refined inventions. I cannot believe that this species of vanity is peculiar to the present age only. I have no doubt but that it existed before the Flood, and even in the wildest ages of antiquity. It is folly we have inherited, not created; and the discoveries which every day produces have greatly contributed to dispossess us of it. Improvement and the world will expire together; and till that period arrives, we may plunder the mine, but can never exhaust it! That “We have found out all things,” has been the motto of every age.

Let our ideas travel a little into antiquity, and we shall find larger portions of vanity than now; and so unwilling were our ancestors to descend from this mountain of perfection, that when any new discovery exceeded the common standard the discoverer was believed to be in alliance with the Devil. It was not the ignorance of the age only, but the vanity of it, which rendered it dangerous to be ingenious. The man who first planned and erected the first tenable hut, was perhaps called an able architect; but he who first improved it with a chimney could be no less than a prodigy: yet had the same man been so unfortunate as to have embellished it with glass windows, he might probably have been burnt for a magician.

Our fancies would be highly diverted could we look back and behold a circle of original Indians haranguing on the sublime perfection of the age; yet it is not impossible but future times may exceed us almost as much as we have exceeded them.

—Thomas Paine.

Home, in one form or another, is the great object of life.

—J. G. Holland.

Alternate Reading: Daniel 5.




July Sixteenth


The Gain Of Self-Renunciation

One day, when great crowds of people were walking with Jesus, he turned and said to them:

“If any man comes to me and does not hate his father, and mother, and wife, and children, and brothers, and sisters, yes, and his very life, he can be no disciple of mine. Whoever does not carry his own cross, and walk in my steps, can be no disciple of mine. Why, which of you, when he wants to build a tower, does not first sit down and reckon the cost, to see if he has enough to complete it?—for fear that, if he has laid the foundation and is not able to finish it, every one who sees it should begin to laugh at him, and say, ‘Here is a man who began to build and was not able to finish!’ Or what king, when he is setting out to fight another king, does not first sit down and consider if with ten thousand men he is able to meet one who is coming against him with twenty thousand? And if he cannot, then, while the other is still at a distance, he sends envoys and asks for terms of peace. And so with every one of you who does not bid farewell to all he has—be cannot be a disciple of mine.”

—Luke.



Barnacles

My soul is Bailing through the sea,

But the Past is heavy and hindereth me.

The Past hath crusted cumbrous shells

That hold the flesh of cold sea-mells

About my soul.

The huge waves wash, the high waves roll,

Each barnacle clingeth and worketh dole

And hindereth me from sailing!

Old Past, let go, and drop i’ the sea

Till fathomless waters cover thee!

For I am living, but thou art dead;

Thou drawest back, I strive ahead

The day to find.

Thy shells unbind! Night comes behind;

I need must hurry with the wind

And trim me best for sailing.

—Sidney Lanier.




July Seventeenth


The Larger Prayer

At first I prayed for Light;

Could I but see the way,

How gladly, swiftly would I walk

To everlasting day!

And next I prayed for Strength:

That I might tread the road

With firm, unfaltering feet, and win

The heaven’s serene abode.

And then I asked for Faith:

Could I but trust my God,

I’d live enfolded in His peace,

Though foes were all abroad.

But now I pray for Love:

Deep love to God and man,

A living love that will not fail,

However dark His plan.

And Light and Strength and Faith

Are opening everywhere,

God waited for me till

I prayed the larger prayer.

—Ednah D. Cheney.



The Radiation Of Character

We understood

Her by her sight; her pure and eloquent blood

Spoke in her cheeks, and so distinctly wrought

That one might almost say her body thought.

—John Donne.



Thought Rules

Great men are they who see that spiritual is stronger than any material force; that thoughts rule the world.

—Ralph Waldo Emerson.

Alternate Reading: Luke 19:16-21.




July Eighteenth


Seeing Life Whole

The knowledge of God without that of our misery produces pride. The knowledge of our misery without that of God gives despair. The knowledge of Jesus Christ is intermediate, because therein we find God and our misery.

—Blaise Pascal.



Trust In Yourself

Trust in thine own untried capacity

As thou wouldst trust in God Himself.

Thy soul Is but an emanation from the whole.

Thou dost not dream what forces lie in thee,

Vast and unfathomed as the grandest sea.

Thy silent mind o’er diamond caves may roll;

Go seek them, but let Pilot Will control

Those passions Which thy favoring winds can be.

No man shall place a limit to thy strength;

Such triumphs as no mortal ever gained

May yet be thine if thou wilt but believe

In thy Creator and in thyself. At length

Some feet will tread all heights now unattained—

Why not thine own? Press on! Achieve! Achieve!

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.



A Beaten Path To The Door Of Genius

If a man can write a better book, preach a better sermon or make a better mousetrap than his neighbor, though he build his house in the woods, the world will make a beaten path to his door.

—Ralph Waldo Emerson.

Alternate Reading: Romans 5:1-11.




July Nineteenth


Enslavers Of Souls

“Woe unto you Scribes, Pharisees, hypocrites! for you build the sepulchres of the prophets, and garnish the tombs of the righteous, and say, if we had been in the days of our fathers, we should not have been partakers with them in the blood of the prophets. Wherefore ye witness to yourselves that ye are sons of them that slew the prophets.”

—Jesus.



Tyranny In The Name Of Religion

Let men or sects succeed in enforcing their creed by penalties of law, or penalties of opinion; let them succeed in fixing a brand on virtuous men whose only crime is free investigation,—and religion becomes the most blighting tyranny which can establish itself over the mind. You have all heard of the outward evils which religion, when thus turned into tyranny, has inflicted; how it has dug dreary dungeons, kindled fires for the martyr, and invented instruments of exquisite torture. But to me all this is less fearful than its influence over the mind. When I see the superstitions which it has fastened on the conscience, the spiritual terrors with which it has haunted and subdued the ignorant and susceptible, the dark appalling views of God which it has spread far and wide, the dread of inquiry which it has struck into superior understandings, and the servility of spirit which it has made to pass for piety,—when I see all this, the fire, the scaffold, and the outward inquisition, terrible as they are, seem to be inferior evils.

I look with a solemn joy on the heroic spirits who have met, freely and fearlessly, pain and death in the cause of truth and human rights. But there are other victims of intolerance on whom I look with unmixed sorrow. They are those who, spell-bound by early prejudices or intimidations from the pulpit and press, dare not think; who anxiously stifle every doubt or misgiving in regard to their opinions, as if to doubt were a crime; who shrink from the seekers after truth as from infection; who deny all virtue which does not wear the livery of their own sect; who, surrendering to others their best powers, receive unresistingly a teaching which was against reason and conscience; and who think it a merit to impose on such as live within their influence, the grievous bondage which they bear themselves. How much to be deplored is it, that religion, the very principle which is designed to raise men above the judgment and power of man, should become the chief instrument of usurpation over the soul!

—William E. Channing.

Alternate Reading: John 11: 47-57.




July Twentieth


Jesus With The Outcasts

The tax-gatherers and the outcasts were all drawing near to Jesus to listen to him; but the Pharisees and the Teachers of the Law found fault.

“This man always welcomes outcasts, and takes meals with them,” they complained. So Jesus told them this parable—

“What man among you who has a hundred sheep, and has lost one of them, does not leave the ninety-nine out in the open country, and go after the lost sheep till he finds it? And, when he has found it, he puts it on his shoulders rejoicing; and, on reaching home, he calls his friends and his neighbors together, and says, ’ Come and rejoice with me, for I have found my sheep which was lost.’ So I tell you, there will be more rejoicing in Heaven over one outcast that repents, than over ninety-nine religious men, who have no need to repent.”

—Luke.



A Commonwealth Of Homes

When the Kingdom of God is completely established on this earth, it will be a world-wide commonwealth of homes. Clubs, hotels, apartments and the like are ugly things that must give place for the coming kingdom of homes.



The Necessity Of Home Influences

Ours is a sad lot if we have allowed the home to become incidental in our life, if there we do not find the unfailing shelter, the great stronghold, the very source and impulse of all our living. The saddest thing in this world is a broken, ruined home where love has been turned into hatred, patience into petulance, self-sacrifice into selfishness.

—C. S. Macfarland.

The greatest heritage any child can have is the influence and memory of a good home.




July Twenty-First


The Dreamer And The Toiler

I am tired of planning and toiling

In the crowded hives of men;

Heart-weary of building and spoiling,

And spoiling and building again.

And I long for the dear old river,

Where I dreamed my youth away;

For a dreamer lives forever,

And a toiler dies in a day.

I am sick of the showy seeming,

Of a life that is half a lie;

Of the faces lined with scheming

In the throng that hurries by.

From the sleepless thoughts’ endeavor,

I would go where the children play;

For a dreamer lives forever,

And the toiler dies in a day.

I can feel no pride, but pity

For the burdens the rich endure;

There is nothing sweet in the city

But the patient lives of the poor.

Oh, the little hands too skillful,

And the child-mind choked with weeds!

The daughter’s heart grown willful,

And the father’s heart that bleeds!

No, No I from the street’s rude bustle,

From trophies of mart and stage,

I would fly to the woods’ low rustle

And the meadows’ kindly page.

Let me dream as of old by the river,

And be loved for the dream alway;

For a dreamer lives forever.

And a toiler dies in a day.

—John B. O’Reilly.

One enemy is too many; a thousand friends are not too many.

—The Talmud.

Alternate Reading: John 13:1-20.




July Twenty-Second


Jesus Heals Ten Lepers

On the way to Jerusalem, Jesus passed between Samaria and Galilee.

As he was entering a village, ten lepers met him. Standing still, some distance off, they called out loudly:

“Jesus! Sir! pity us!”

When Jesus saw them, he said:

“Go and show yourselves to the Priests.”

And, as they were on their way, they were made clean. One of them, finding he was cured, came back, praising God loudly, and threw himself on his face at Jesus’ feet, thanking him for what be had done; and this man was a Samaritan.

“Were not all the ten made clean?” exclaimed Jesus. “But the nine—where are they? Were there none to come back and praise God except this foreigner? Get up,” he said to him, “and go on your way. Your faith has delivered you.”

—Luke.



A Prayer For An Enlarged Heart

O Thou, whose love is’not confined to temples made with hands, enlarge my heart to worship Thee. Help me to see Thee where men see only the world, to hear Thee where men hear only the voices of the crowd. Enlarge the range of my experience. Teach me to realize the awful solemnity of the things that I call common. Impress me with the truth that the meanest household duty is a service to Thee, that the smallest act of kindness is a praise of Thee, that the tiniest cup of water, though it were given only in a disciple’s name, is a worship and a love of Thee. Help me to feel Thy presence everywhere, that even in the prosaic haunts of men and in the commonplace battles of life I may be able to lift up mine eyes and say, “This is none other than the home of God, this is the gate of heaven.”

—George Matheson.




July Twenty-Third


Parable Of The Rich Man’s Home

“There was once a rich man, who dressed in purple robes and fine linen, and feasted every day in great splendor. Near his gateway there had been laid a beggar named Lazarus, who was covered with sores, and who longed to satisfy his hunger with what fell from the rich man’s table. Even the very dogs came and licked his sores. After a time the beggar died, and was taken by the angels to be with Abraham. The rich man also died and was buried. In the Place of Death he looked up in his torment, and saw Abraham at a distance and Lazarus at his side. So he called out, ‘Pity me, Father Abraham, and send Lazarus to dip the tip of his finger in water and cool my tongue, for I am suffering agony in this flame.’

“‘Child,’ answered Abraham, ‘remember that you in your limetime received what you thought desirable, just as Lazarus received what was not desirable; but now he has his consolation here, while you are suffering agony. And not only that, but between you and us there lies a great chasm, so that those who wish to pass from here to you cannot, nor can they cross from there to us.’

“‘Then, Father,’ he said, ‘I beg you to send Lazarus to my father’s house—for I have five brothers—to warn them, so that they may not come to this place of torture also.’

“‘They have the writings of Moses and the Prophets,’ replied Abraham; ‘let them listen to them.’

“‘But, Father Abraham,’ he urged, ‘if some one from the dead were to go to them, they would repent.’

“‘If they do not listen to Moses and the Prophets,’ answered Abraham, ‘they will not be persuaded even if some one were to rise from the dead.’”

—Luke.

A man who is heartless or cruel in his home, however rich or learned he may be, is a criminal at heart.

A happy marriage is a new beginning of life, a new starting-point for happiness and usefulness.

—Dean Stanley.




July Twenty-Fourth


What Time Is It?

What time is it?

Time to do well;

Time to live better;

Give up the grudge;

Answer that letter;

Speak that kind word, to sweeten a sorrow;

Do that good deed you would leave till to-morrow.

Time to try hard

In that new situation

Time to build up

A solid foundation.

Giving up needlessly changing and drifting,

Leaving the quicksands that ever are shifting.

What time is it?

Time to be earnest,

Laying up treasure;

Time to be thoughtful,

Choosing true pleasure;

Loving stern justice—of truth being fond;

Making your word just as good as your bond.

Time to be happy,

Doing your beet;

Time to be truthful,

Leaving the rest;

Knowing in whatever country or clime,

Ne’er can we call back one minute of time.

—Anon.

The History of to-morrow is made in the homes of to-day.

Alternate Reading: John 13: 21-30.




July Twenty-Fifth


Somebody’s Mother

The woman was old and ragged and gray,

And bent with the chill of the winter’s day;

The street was wet with the winter’s snow,

And the woman’s feet were aged and slow.

She stood at the crossing and waited long,

Alone, uncared-for amid the throng

Of human beings who passed her by,

Nor heeded the glance of her anxious eye.

Down the street with laughter and shout,

Glad in the freedom of school let out,

Came the boys like a flock of sheep,

Hailing the snow, piled white and deep.

Past the woman so old and gray

Hastened the children on their way,

Nor offered a helping hand to her,

So meek, so timid, afraid to stir,

Lest the carriage wheels or horses’ feet

Should crowd her down in the slippery street.

At last came one of the merry troop,

The gayest laddie of all the group.

He paused beside her and whispered low:

“I’ll help you across if you wish to go.”

Her aged hand on his strong young arm

She placed, and without hurt or harm

He guided the trembling feet along,

Proud that his own were firm and strong.

Then back again to his friends he went,

His young heart happy and well content.

“She’s somebody’s mother, boys, you know,

For all she’s old and poor and slow;

And I hope some fellow will lend a hand

To help my mother, you understand,

If ever she’s old and poor and gray,

When her own dear boy is far away.”

And “somebody’s mother” bowed low her head

In her home that night, and the prayer she said

Was: “God be kind to the noble boy,

Who is somebody’s son and pride and joy.”

—Mary D. Brine



Making The Most Of One’s Life

Let every man be occupied, and occupied in the highest employment of which his nature is capable, and die with the consciousness that he has done his best.

—Sidney Smith.

Alternate Reading: John 4: 7-21.




July Twenty-Sixth


Nothing Settled Unless Settled Right

However the battle is ended,

Though proudly the victor comes

With fluttering flags and prancing nags

And echoing roll of drums,

Still truth proclaims this motto,

In letters of living light,—

No question is ever settled

Until it is settled right.

Though the heel of the strong oppressor

May grind the weak to dust,

And the voice of fame with one acclaim

May call him great and just,

Let those who applaud take warning,

And keep this motto in sight,—

No question is ever settled

Until it is settled right.

Let those who have failed take courage;

Tho’ the enemy seems to have won,

Tho’ his ranks are strong, if he be in the wrong

The battle is not yet done;

For, as sure as the morning follows

The darkest hour of the night,

No question is ever settled

Until it is settled right.

O man bowed down with labor!

A woman, young, yet old!

O heart oppressed in the toiler’s breast

And crushed by the power of gold!

Keep on with your weary battle

Against triumphant might;

No question is ever settled

Until it is settled right.

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

Alternate Reading: Ephesians 4:25 to 5: 2.




July Twenty-Seventh


The Meaning Of Sacrifice

When men fully understand the world, they will understand that Jesus was right about sacrifice. They will understand that sacrifice is loss only so long as it is exceptional and forced. When we face sacrifice loyally, when we join in a general economy of sacrifice, when we refuse knowingly to gain except by intending a gain for somebody else, the balance of the total transactions with sacrifice will have passed from the debit to the credit side of the world’s account. This is a vicarious world but not as stupidly conceived by the mediaeval theologians who located the one vicarious act of importance in the death on the cross. Life is vicarious in that its processes begin and continue and end with exchanges of sacrifice, wherever there are moral beings.

—Albion W. Small.



Mercy

The quality of mercy is not strain’d;

It droppeth as the gentle rain from Heaven

Upon the place beneath: it is twice bless’d;

It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes:

Tis mightiest in the mightiest; it becomes

The throned monarch better than his crown:

His scepter shows the force of temporal power,

The attribute to awe and majesty,

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings;

But mercy is above his sceptered sway;

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings,

It is an attribute to God Himself;

And earthly power doth then show likest God’s

When mercy seasons justice.

—William Shakespeare.

Learn the luxury of doing good.

—Oliver Goldsmith.

Alternate Reading: John 13: 31-38.




July Twenty-Eighth


The Home Builders

The World is filled with bustle and with selfishness and greed,

It is filled with restless people that are dreaming of a deed.

You can read it in their faces; they are dreaming of the day

When they’ll come to fame and fortune and put all their cares away.

And I think as I behold them, though it’s far indeed they roam,

They will never find contentment save they seek for it at home.

For the peace that is the sweetest isn’t born of minted gold,

And the joy that lasts the longest and still lingers when we’re old

Is no dim and distant pleasure—it is not to-morrow’s prise,

It is not the end of toiling, or the rainbow of our sighs.

It is every day within us—all the rest is hippodrome—

And the soul that is the gladdest is the soul that builds a home.

They are fools who build for glory! They are fools who pin their hopes

On the come and go of battles or some vessel’s slender ropes.

They shall sicken and shall wither and shall never peace attain

Who believe that real contentment only men victorious gain.

For the only happy toilers under earth’s majestic dome

Are the ones who find their glories in the little spot called home.

—Edgar A. Guest.

Alternate Reading: I Corinthians 15:12-58.




July Twenty-Ninth


The Prayer That Counts

Another time, speaking to people who were satisfied that they were religious, and who regarded every one else with scorn, Jesus told this parable—

“Two men went up into the Temple Courts to pray. One was a Pharisee and the other a tax-gatherer. The Pharisee stood forward and began praying to himself in this way—

“‘O God, I thank thee that I am not like other men —thieves, rogues, adulterers—or even like this tax-gatherer. I fast twice a week, and give a tenth of everything I get to God.’ Meanwhile the tax-gatherer stood at a distance, not venturing even ‘to raise his eyes to Heaven’; but he kept striking his breast and saying, ‘O God, have mercy on me, a sinner.’ This man, I tell you, went home pardoned, rather than the other; for every one who exalts himself will be humbled, while every one who humbles himself shall be exalted.”


Against Hindering Others

Jesus said to his disciples:

“It is inevitable that there should be snares; yet alas for him who is answerable for them! It would be good for him if he had been flung into the sea with, a millstone round his neck, rather than that he should prove a snare to even one of these lowly ones. Be on your guard.



On Dealing With Wrong-Doers

“If your brother does wrong, reprove him; but, if he repents, forgive him. Even if he wrongs you seven times a day, but turns to you every time and says ‘I am sorry,’ you must forgive him.”

—Luke.

“The hand that rocks the cradle makes the history of the world.”





July Thirtieth


God’s Muster Roll

When God shall call the muster roll,

As heroes He’ll mark off

Some who ne’er charged at Waterloo,

Or stormed the Malakoff.

Stars, garters, crosses, ribbons fade;

New orders here unfold;

The widow’s mite, St. Martin’s cloak,

The cup of water cold.

The hearts that saved the world by love,

And hourly Calvaries bore,

The mother-martyrs, queenly host,

Are marshalled to the fore.

Earth’s black robed throngs are clad in white;

Their brows a light adorns—

A radiance of diamond,

Crowns of transfigured thorns.

Some humble folk we knew quite well,

But passed with scarce a nod,

Now rank as heaven’s nobility,

The chivalry of God.

—George Alway.



True Religion

To move among the people on the common street; to meet them in the market-place; to live among them not as a saint or monk, but as a brother man with brother men; to serve God not with form or ritual, but in the free impulse of a soul; to bear the burdens of society and relieve its needs; to carry on the multitudinous activities of the city, social, commercial, political, philanthropic, in Christ’s spirit and for His ends; this is the religion of the Son of Man, and the only meetness for heaven which has much reality in it.

—Henry Drummond.

Alternate Reading: Isaiah 35.




July Thirty-First


The Little Child That Was

The Little Child That Was is an exquisitely beautiful child, a child that is always a child, a child that never grows up. I remember hearing a Sunday-School superintendent in England tell a story of a shepherd who could not get his flock to cross a narrow bridge that spanned a silver stream. At last he took a lamb in his arms and crossed. The mother instantly dashed across after him, and the whole flock scampered at her heels.

The Little Child That Was has a great work to do in the world. The classical example is the story of Mrs. Josephine Butler. We all remember with a shudder the story of that holiday—the father and mother in Europe, the little girl left at home. And at last the night came when father and mother were expected. And in the night there was the sound of wheels and the commotion in the great hall below. The excited little daughter sprang from her bed, rushed out into the corridor, jumped up on to the banister rail to peer over to see “Dadda” and “Mamma” again. And then—the lost balance; the awful fall! “Never,” says Mrs. Butler, “never can I lose that memory, the fall, the sudden cry, and then the silence. It was pitiful to see her, helpless in her father’s arms, her little drooping head resting on his shoulder, and her beautiful golden hair all stained with blood, falling over his arm. Would to God that I had died that death for her I If only we had been permitted one look, one moment of recognition!”

Here, then, is a picture from life of the Little Child That Was! And we all know what resulted. Mrs. Josephine Butler could find no comfort until she rose from her grief and devoted herself to all the wayward and motherless daughters of the great world outside, and everybody who knows the story of that greatly heroic life for the world’s womanhood thanks God for the Little Child That Was. The Little Child That Was calls, not for sorrow, but for service.

—F. W. Boreham.

Alternate Reading: John 14:15-31.




August First


King Arthur’s Ideal Of A Gentleman

(Here is Tennyson’s picture of a society of gentlemen.)

I was first of all the kings who drew

The knighthood-errant of this realm and all

The realms together under me, their Head,

In that fair Order of my Table Round,

A glorious company, the flower of men,

To serve as model for the mighty world,

And be the fair beginning of a time.

I made them lay their hands in mine and swear

To reverence the King, as if he were

Their conscience, and their conscience as their King,

To break the heathen and uphold the Christ,

To ride abroad redressing human wrongs,

To speak no slander, no, nor listen to it,

To honor his own word as if his God’s,

To lead sweet lives in purest chastity, To love one maiden only, cleave to her,

And worship her by years of noble deeds,

Until they won her; for indeed I knew

Of no more subtle master under heaven

Than is the maiden passion for a maid,

Not only to keep down the base in man,

But teach high thought, and amiable words

And courtliness, and the desire of fame,

And love of truth, and all that makes a man.

—Alfred Tennyson.



Naturalizing The Heart

I can so accustom my lungs to pure air that foul air immediately creates a sense of suffocation. On the other hand, by much familiarity—I can so habituate myself to foul air that it no longer assails me as repulsive, but becomes my natural element. We can be acclimatized to the pure or the impure. The Mind can become naturalized to the unclean. On the other hand, the Mind may have such close companionship with the lofty that the sordid appears as a sharp and painful offense. The Mind can become naturalized to the holy. Its citizenship is in heaven. It may wear the white robes.

—J. H. Jowett.

Alternate Reading: I Samuel 10:1-4 and 19:1-7.




August Second


Who Is My Neighbor?

Thy neighbor? It is he whom thou

Hast power to aid and bless;

Whose aching heart or burning brow

Thy soothing hand may press.

Thy neighbor? ’Tis the fainting poor,

Whose eye with want is dim,

Whom hunger sends from door to door;

Go thou and succor him.

Thy neighbor? ’Tis that weary man,

Whose years are at the brim,

Bent low with sickness, care and pain;

Go thou and comfort him.

Thy neighbor? ’Tis the heart bereft

Of every earthly gem,

Widow and orphan helpless left;

Go thou and shelter them.

Where’er thou meet’st a human life

Less favored than thine own,

He is thy neighbor in the strife,

Thy brother, or thy son.

Oh, pass not, pass not heedless by;

Perhaps thou canst redeem

The breaking heart from misery—

Go share thy lot with him.

—Anon.



A Day Gained Or A Day Lost

If you sit down at set of sun

And count the acts that you have done,

And, counting, find

One self-denying deed, one word

That eased the heart of him who heard—

One glance most kind,

That fell like sunshine where it went—

Then you may count that day well spent.

—George Eliot.

Alternate Reading: John 10: 1-21.




August Third


My Country

O beautiful, my country!

Be thine a nobler care,

Than all thy wealth of commerce,

Thy harvest waving fair;

Be it thy pride to lift up

The manhood of the poor;

Be thou to the oppressed

Fair freedom’s open door.

For thee our fathers suffered,

For thee they toiled and prayed;

Upon thy holy altar

Their willing lives they laid.

Thou hast no common birthright;

Grand memories on thee shine,

The blood of pilgrim nations,

Commingled, flows in thine.

O beautiful, our country!

Round thee in love we draw;

Thine is the grace of freedom,

The majesty of law.

Be righteousness thy scepter,

Justice thy diadem;

And on thy shining forehead

Be peace the crowning gem.

—F. L. Hosmer.



What Is The Grass

A child said, “What is the grass” fetching it to me with full hands;

How could I answer the child? I do not know what it is any more than he.

I guess it must be the flag of my disposition, out of hopeful green stuff woven.

Or, I guess it is the handkerchief of the Lord, A scented gift and remembrance designedly dropt,

Bearing the owner’s name some way in the comers, that we may see and remark, and say, “Whose?”

—Walt Whitman.

Alternate Reading: John 13: 21-30.




August Fourth


Weighing The Baby

How many pounds does the baby weigh—

Baby who came but a month ago?

How many pounds from the crowning curl

To the rosy point of its restless toe?

Grandfather ties a ’kerchief knot,

Tenderly guides the swinging weight,

And carefully over his glasses peers

To read the record, “only eight!”

Softly the echo goes around

The father laughs at the tiny girl;

The fair young mother sings the words,

While grandmother smooths the golden curl.

And stooping above the precious thing,

Nestles a kiss within a prayer,

Murmuring softly, “Little one,

Grandfather did not weigh you fair.”

Nobody weighed the baby’s smile,

Or the love that came with the helpless one;

Nobody weighed the threads of care,

From which a mother’s life is spun.

No index tells the mighty worth

Of a little baby’s quiet breath—

A soft unceasing metronome,

Patient and faithful until death.

Nobody weighed the baby’s soul,

For here on earth no weights there be

That could avail; God only knows

Its value in eternity.

Only eight pounds to hold a soul

That seeks no angel’s silver wing,

But shrines it in this human guise,

Within so frail and small a thing!

Oh, Mother! Laugh your merry note,

Be gay and glad, but don’t forget

From baby’s eyes looks out a soul

That claims a home in Eden yet.

—Ethel L. Beers.



The World’s Need

So many gods, so many creeds,

So many paths that wind and wind,

While just the art of being kind,

Is all the sad world needs.

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 19:13-15.




August Fifth


The Little Child That Is

He is made up of three priceless ingredients—Curiosity, Ambition, and Imagination. Crush his curiosity, and you will find him sinister, self-satisfied, knowing all he cares to know. Crush his ambition, and you will find him, hands in pockets, at the street comer. Crush his imagination, and you rob him of his power to lead this old world into new joys and new experiences. The father and mother to whom the Little Child That Is has come have already tasted of the bliss of heaven; but a fearful responsibility attends their rapture.

—F. W. Boreham.



The Two Roads

Where two ways meet, the children stand,

A fair broad road on either hand;

One leads to right, and one to wrong;

So runs the song.

Which will you choose, each lass and lad?

The right or left, the good or bad?

One leads to right, and one to wrong;

So runs the song.

—Anon.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 20:20-28.




August Sixth


Two Sinners

There was a man, it was said one time,

Who went astray in his youthful prime.

Can the brain keep cool and the heart keep quiet

When the blood is a river that’s running riot?

And boys will be boys, the old folks say,

And the man is the better who’s had his day.

The sinner reformed; and the preacher told

Of the prodigal son who came back to the fold.

And Christian people threw open the door.

With a warmer welcome than ever before.

Wealth and honor were his to command,

And a spotless woman gave him her hand.

And the world strewed their pathway with blossoms abloom,

Crying, “God bless layde, and God bless groom!”

There was a maiden who went astray,

In the golden dawn of her life’s young day.

She had more passion and heart than head,

And she followed blindly where fond Love led.

And Love unchecked is a dangerous guide

To wander at will by a fair girl’s side.

The-woman repented and turned from sin,

But no door opened to let her in.

The preacher prayed that she might be forgiven,

But told her to look for mercy—in heaven.

For this is the lay of earth, we know:

That the woman is stoned, while the man may go.

A brave man wedded her after all,

But the world said, frowning, “We will not call.”

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

Nip sin in the bud. It is easier blowing out a candle than a house on fire.

—Anon.

Alternate Reading: John 8: 1-11.




August Seventh


The Chief Priests Plot The Death Of Jesus

Upon this the Chief Priests and the Pharisees called a meeting of the High Council, and said:

“What are we to do, now that this man is giving so many signs? If we let him alone as we are doing, every one will believe in him; and the Romans will come and will take from us both our city and our nationality.”

One of them, however, Caiaphas, who was High Priest that year, said to them:

“You are utterly mistaken. You do not consider that it is better for you that one man should die for the people, rather than that the whole nation should be destroyed.”

Now he did not say this of his own accord; but, as High Priest that year, he prophesied that Jesus was to die for the nation—and not for the nation only, but also that he might unite in one body the children of God now scattered far and wide.

So from that day they plotted to put Jesus to death.

—John.

Home is the character school; all other education is secondary to this.



A Prayer Of Praise

Great God, to whom since time began

The world has prayed and striven;

Maker of stars, and earth, and man,

To Thee our praise is given.

Of suns Thou art the Sun,

Eternal, holy One;

Who us can help save Thou?

To Thee alone we bow!

Hear us, O God in heaven!

—Richard Watson Gilder.




August Eighth


Speak Gently

Speak gently; it is better far

To rule by love than fear;

Speak gently; let no harsh word mar

The good that we do here.

Speak gently to the little child;

Ite love be sure to gain;

Teach it in accents soft and mild;

It may not long remain.

Speak gently to the young, for they

Will have enough to bear;

Pass through this life as best they may,

’Tis full of anxious care.

Speak gently to the aged one.

Grieve not the care-worn heart,

Whose sands of life are nearly run;

Let such in peace depart.

Speak gently to the erring; know

They must have toiled in vain;

Perchance unkindness made them so;

Oh, win them back again.

Speak gently; Tis a little thing

Dropped in the heart’s deep well;

The good, the joy, that it may bring,

Eternity shall tell.

—Anon.



Love The Beautiful

Love the beautiful,

Seek out the true,

Wish for the good,

And the best do!

—Moses Mendelssohn.

The bravest are the tenderest, The loving are the daring.

—Jeremy Taylor.

Alternate Reading: James 3:1-12.




August Ninth


Obedience

If you’re told to do a thing,

And mean to do it really;

Never let it be by halves;

Do it fully, freely!

Do not make a poor excuse,

Waiting, weak, unsteady;

All obedience worth the name,

Must be prompt and ready.

—Phoebe Cary.



Love Is Enough

Love is enough. Let us not seek for gold.

Wealth breeds false aims, and pride and selfishness;

In those serene, Arcadian days of old,

Men gave no thought to princely style and dress.

The gods who dwelt in fair Olympia’s height

Lived only for dear love and love’s delight;

Love is enough.

Love is enough. Why should we care for fame?

Ambition is a most unpleasant guest:

It lures us with the glory of a name

Far from the happy haunts of peace and rest.

Let us stay here in this secluded place,

Made beautiful by love’s enduring grace;

Love is enough.

Love is enough. Why should we strive for power?

It brings men only envy and distrust;

The poor world’s homage pleases but an hour,

And earthly honors vanish in the dust.

The grandest lives are ofttimes desolate;

Let me be loved, and let who will be great;

Love is enough.

Love is enough. Why should we ask for more?

What greater gift has God vouchsafed to men?

What better boon of all His precious store

Than our fond hearts that love and love again?

Old love may die; new love is just as sweet;

And life is fair, and all the world complete;

Love is enough.

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

Alternate Reading: John 3:1-15.




August Tenth


Two Truths

“Darling,” he said, “I never meant

To hurt you”; and his eyes were wet.

“I would not hurt you for the world:

Am I to blame if I forget?”

“Forgive my selfish tears!” she cried,

“Forgive! I knew that it was not

Because you meant to hurt me, sweet,—

I knew it was that you forgot!”

But all the same deep in her heart

Rankled this thought, and rankles yet,—

“When love is at its best, one loves

So much that he cannot forget?”

—Helen Hunt Jackson.



The House Of The Mind

Seek no more abroad, say I,

House and Home, but turn thine eye

Inward, and observe thy breast;

There alone dwells solid rest.

That’s a close immured tower

Which can mock all hostile power.

To thyself a tenant be,

And inhabit safe and free.

Say not that this house is small,

Girt up in a narrow wall;

In a cleanly sober mind

Heaven itself full room doth find.

The Infinite Creator can

Dwell in it; and may not man?

Here content make thy abode

With thyself and with thy God.

—Joseph Beaumont.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 1:1-3.




August Eleventh

A key to the life of Jesus is His regard for the sanctity of the home.


Marriage As A Sacrament

When the Christian Church sought to make its distinction between the secular and sacred, and to determine the essential sacraments, it embraced marriage in them; and it is one of the saddest retrogressions of religion that we have removed it from its holy place.

—C. S. Macfarland.



The Old House

Oh, the auld house, the auld house,—

What though the rooms were wee?

Oh! kind hearts were dwelling there,

And bairnies fu’ o’ glee;

The wild rose and the jasamine

Still hang upon the wa’:

How mony cherished memories

Do they, sweet flowers, reca’!

Oh, the auld laird, the auld laird,

Sae canty, kind, and crouse,—

How mony did he welcome to

His ain wee dear auld house;

And the leddy too, sae genty,

There sheltered Scotland’s heir,

And dipt a lock wi’ her ain hand,

Frae his lang yellow hair.

The mavis still doth sweetly sing,

The bluebells sweetly blaw,

The bonny Eam’s clear winding still,

But the auld house is awa’.

The auld house, the auld house,—

Deserted though’ye be,

There ne’er can be a new house

Will seem sae fair to me.

—Lady Nairne.

Alternate Reading: I John 1: 5-10.




August Twelfth


The Responsibilities Of Wealth

And, as Jesus was resuming his journey, a man came running up to him, and threw himself on his knees before him.

“Good Teacher,” he asked, “what must I do to gain Immortal Life?”

“Why do you call me good?” answered Jesus. “No one is good but God. You know the commandments—

“‘Do not kill. Do not commit adultery. Do not steal. Do not say what is false about others. Do not cheat. Honor thy father and thy mother?’”

“Teacher,” he replied, “I have observed all these from my childhood.”

Jesus looked at the man, and his heart went out to him, and be said:

“There is still one thing wanting in you; go and sell all that you have, and give to the poor, and you shall have wealth in Heaven; then come and follow me.”

But the man’s face clouded at these words, and be went away distressed, for he had great possessions.

Then Jesus looked round, and said to his disciples:

“How hard it will be for men of wealth to enter the Kingdom of God!”

The disciples were amazed at his words. But Jesus said again:

“My children, how hard a thing it is to enter the Kingdom of Godl It is easier for a camel to get through a needle’s eye, than for a rich man to enter the Kingdom of God.”

“Then who can be saved?” they exclaimed in the greatest astonishment.

Jesus looked at them, and answered:

“With men it is impossible, but not with God; for everything is possible with God.”

“But we,” began Peter, “we left everything and have followed you.”

“I tell you,” said Jesus, “there is no one who has left house, or brothers, or sisters, or mother, or father, or children, or land, on my account and on account of the Good News, who will not receive a hundred times as much, even now in the present—houses, and brothers, and sisters, and mothers, and children, and land—though not without persecutions, and, in the age that is coming, Immortal Life. But many who are first now will then be last, and the last will be first.”

—Mark.

The loss of a battle, or of a million dollars, is nothing compared with the loss of a home.




August Thirteenth


Universal Harmony

The universe is all music, but it is not all music to our ear. We only hear a few chords, and they are minor chords. The minor chords seem discords when they stand alone; they want the full symphony to bring out their symmetry. Brother, do not complain that you are living in a world of discords. You are living in a world of perfect music, only you hear but a small portion of the music. The melody is not to come later in God’s program, it has come already. The morning stars sang together, and have always sung together. The universe is one glorious love song and all who are in love with life can hear and enjoy some measure of it.

—George Matheson.



Music In All Things

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank!

Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music

Creep in our ears; soft stillness, and the night,

Become the touches of sweet harmony.

Sit, Jessica. Look! how the floor of heaven

Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold.

There’s not the smallest orb, which thou behold’st

But in his motion like an angel sings,

Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubim;

Such harmony is in immortal souls.

But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay

Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.

-William Shakespeare.

Alternate Reading: John 14: 1-14.




August Fourteenth


A Prayer For Mothers

O God, we offer Thee praise and benediction for the sweet ministries of motherhood in human life. We bless Thee for our own dear mothers who built up our lives by theirs; who bore us in travail and loved us the more for the pain we gave; who nourished us at their breast and hushed us to sleep in the warm security of their arms. We thank Thee for their tireless love, for their voiceless prayers, for the agony with which they followed us through our sins and won us back, for the Christly power of sacrifice and redemption in mother-love. We pray to forgive us if in thoughtless selfishness we have taken their love as our due without giving the tenderness which they craved as their sole reward. And if the great treasure of a mother’s life is still spared to us, may we do for her feebleness what she did for ours.

We remember before Thee all the good women who are now bearing the pain and weariness of maternity. Grant them strength of body and mind for their new tasks. Widen their vision that they may see themselves, not as the mothers of one child alone, but as the patriot women of the nation, who alone can build up the better future with fresh and purer life. Put upon the girls of our people the awe of their future calling, that they may preserve their bodies and minds in purity and strength for the holy task to which the future may summon them.

Bestow Thy special grace, we beseech Thee, on all women who have the yearnings of motherhood, but whose lives are barren of its joys. If any form of human sins has robbed them of the prize of life, grant them righteous anger and valiant hearts to fight that sin on behalf of those who come after them. Help them to overcome the bitterness of disappointment and to find an outlet for their thwarted mother-love in the wider ministrations to all the lonely and unmothered hearts in Thy great family on earth.

As the protecting love of motherhood wrought blindly in the earliest upward climb of life, may it now, with open eyes and strong with Christly passion, set its tireless strength to lift humanity from the reign of brutal force and to found the larger family of men on the blessed might of love.

—Walter Rauschenbusch.

Alternate Reading: John 6:1-15.




August Fifteenth


The Best Picture

Oh, good painter, tell me true,

Has your hand the cunning to draw

Shapes of things that you never saw?

Aye? Well, here is an order for you.

When you have done

With woods and corn fields and gracing herds,

A lady, the loveliest ever the sun

Looked down upon you must paint for me:

Oh, if I only could make you see

The clear blue eyes, the tender smile,

The sovereign sweetness, the gentle grace,

The woman’s soul, and the angel’s face

That are beaming on me all the while

I need not speak these foolish words:

Yet one word tells you all I would say,—

She is my mother: you will agree

That all the rest may be thrown away.

—Alice Cary.



Greatness Measured By Service

Jesus called the ten to him, and said:

“Those who are regarded as ruling among the Gentiles lord it over them, as you know, and their great men oppress them. But among you it is not so. No, whoever wants to become great among you must be your servant, and whoever wants to take the first place among you must be the servant of all; for even the Son of Man came, not to be served, but to serve, and to give his life as a ransom for many.”

—Mark.

The home and civilization will perish together.



The Confusion Of Values

For a cap and bells our lives we pay.

Bubbles we buy with a whole soul’s tasking,

’Tis heaven alone that is given away,

’Tis only God that may be had for the asking.

—James Russell Lowell.




August Sixteenth


A Song About Our Good God

Bless the Lord, O my soul: and all that is within me, bless his holy name.

Bless the Lord, O my soul, and forget not all his benefits:

Who forgiveth all thine iniquities; who healeth all thy diseases;

Who redeemeth thy life from destraction; who crown-eth thee with lovingkindness and tender mercies.

Who satisfieth thy mouth with good things; so that thy youth is renewed like the eagle’s.

The Lord executeth righteousness and judgment for all that are oppressed.

The Lord is merciful and gracious, slow to anger, and plenteous in mercy.

He hath not dealt with us after our sins; nor rewarded us according to our iniquities.

For as the heaven is high above the earth, so great is his mercy toward them that fear him.

As far as the east is from the west, so far hath he removed our transgression from us.

Like as a father pitieth his children, so the Lord pitieth them that fear him.

For he knoweth our frame; he remembereth that we are dust.

As for man, his days are as grass; as a flower of the field, so be flourisheth.

For the wind passeth over it, and it is gone; and the place thereof shall know it no more.

But the mercy of the Lord is from everlasting to everlasting upon them that fear him, and his righteousness unto children’s children;

To such as keep his covenant, and to those that remember his commandments to do them.

—Psalms.

The sweet joys of home—even in a shack—can never be equaled by all the luxuries of palaces.



Rules Of Right Living

Help the weak if you are strong,

Love the old if you are young,

Own a fault if you are wrong,

If you are angry, hold your tongue.

—Anon.




August Seventeenth


The Shrine Of The Old Home

Home! Home! As we kneel at thy time-hallowed shrine,

Our hearts’ purest incense for aye shall be thine;

For our early-breathed vows, and our childhood’s young prayer,

And our hearts’ dearest wishes are all centered there.

A light from this altar around us is shed,

To guide us in safety, wherever we tread;

Like the moon’s gentle lustre, it beams on the eye,

Shining purest and brightest when danger is nigh.

Oh, never, till life’s golden sunlight shall set,

Can we the loved home of our childhood forget,

But faithful remembrance to rapture shall swell,

As it rests on the spot where our cherished ones dwell.

And thus may the magic which breathes round our home

Still guide, as ’mid life’s varied pathway we roam,

’Till we reach the bright shore where the freed soul may rest,

The land of the faithful, the home of the blest.

—Mary W. Hale



Thanksgiving

O God we thank Thee for everything.

For the sea and its waves, blue, green and gray, and always wonderful.

For the beach and the breakers and the spray and the white foam on the rocks.

For the blue arch of heaven, for the clouds of the sky, white and gray and purple.

For the green grass, for the forests in their spring beauty, for the wheat and corn, rye and barley.

For the brown earth turned up by the plow, for the sun by day, and the dews by night;

We thank thee for all Thou hast made and that Thou hast called it good.

For all the glory and beauty and wonder of the world.

—Edward E. Hale.

Alternate Reading: John 8:12-20.




August Eighteenth


The Everlasting Youth Of Love

There is a life whose natural strength is not abated with the years; it grows stronger when other things fade. Whether there be prophecies, they shall fail; whether there be tongues, they shall cease; whether there be knowledge, it shall vanish away; but love never faileth. It is the Nebo of old age, the height from which amid surrounding ruins the heart surveys its promised land. That height of certainty may be thine. If love be in thee, it will survive all things. Memory may fade, fancy may droop, judgment may waver, perception may languish, but the eye of the heart shall grow brighter toward the close. That which men have called “the valley” shall be to thee a mountain. Thou shalt face the setting sun, and shalt see in it a new rising. The clouds that environ the intellect shall break before the childhood of the spirit, and amid the snows of winter thy time for the singing of birds shall come. Thou shalt gaze upon the world’s dissolving views, and say, “O death, where is thy sting? O grave, where is thy victory?”

—George Matheson.



The Night Has A Thousand Eyes

The night has a thousand eyes,

And the day but one;

Yet the light of the bright world dies,

With the dying sun.

The mind has a thousand eyes,

And the heart but one;

Yet the light of the whole life dies,

When love is done.

—Francis W. Bourdillon.

Alternate Reading: Acts 13:1-12.




August Nineteenth


We Two

We two make home of any place we go;

We two find joy in any kind of weather;

Or if the earth is clothed in bloom or snow,

If summer days invite, or bleak winds blow,

What matters it if we two are together?

We two, we two, we make our world, our weather.

We two make banquets of the plainest fare;

In every cup we find the thrill of pleasure;

We hide with wreaths the furrowed brow of care

And win to smiles the set lips of despair.

For us life always moves with lilting measure;

We two, we two, we make our world, our pleasure.

We two find youth renewed with every dawn;

Each day holds something of an unknown glory.

We waste no thought on grief or pleasure gone;

Tricked out like hope, time leads us on and on,

And thrums upon his harp new songs or story.

We two, we two, we find the paths of glory.

We two make heaven here on this little earth;

We do not need to wait for realms eternal.

We know the use of tears, know sorrow’s worth,

And pain for us is always love’s rebirth.

Our paths lead closely by the paths supernal;

We two, we two, we live in love eternal.

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

Make no friendship with a man that is given to anger; and with a wrathful man thou shalt not go.

—Proverbs.



Partnership With God

The partnership with God is Motherhood,

What strength, what purity, what self-control,

What love, what wisdom shall belong to her

Who helps God fashion an immortal soul.

—G. N. Lovejoy.

Alternate Reading: John 10:1-21.




August Twentieth


The Eternal Youth Of Love

Believe me, if all those endearing young charms,

Which I gaze on so fondly to-day,

Were to change by to-morrow, and fleet in my arms,

Like fairy gifts fading away:

Thou wouldst still be adored, as this moment thou art,

Let thy loveliness fade as it will;

And around the dear ruin each wish of my heart

Would entwine itself verdantly still.

It is not while beauty and youth are thine own,

And thy cheeks unprofaned by a tear,

That the fervor and faith of a soul can be known,

To which time will but make thee more dear:

No, the heart that has truly loved never forgets,

But as truly loves on to the close;

As the sunflower turns on her god, when he sets,

The same look which she turned when he rose.

—Thomas Moore.



Love Growing With The Years

For the years pass like summer clouds, Aurelia, and the children of yesterday are the wives and mothers of to-day. Even I do sometimes discover the mild eyes of my Prue fixed pensively upon my face, as if searching for the bloom which she remembers there in the days, long ago, when we were young. She will never see it there again, any more than the flowers she held in her hand, in our old spring rambles. Yet the tear that slowly gathers as she gazes is not grief that the bloom has faded from my cheek, but the sweet consciousness that it can never fade from my heart; and as her eyes fall upon her work again, or the children climb her lap to hear the old fairy-tales they already know by heart, my wife Prue is dearer to me than the sweetheart of those days long ago.

—George W. Curtis.

Alternate Reading: Acts 9:1-19.




August Twenty-First


God At Work

Where wast thou when God laid the foundations of the earth? Declare, if thou hast understanding. Who hath laid the measures thereof, if thou knowest? Or who hath stretched the line upon it? Whereupon are the foundations thereof fastened? Or who laid the corner stone thereof? When the morning stars sang together, and all the sons of God shouted for joy?

—Job.



The Earth As God’s Guest Chamber

“Sleep sweetly in this quiet room,

O friend who e’er thou art,

And let no mournful yesterdays

Disturb thy quiet heart.

“Nor let to-morrow scare thy rest

With dreams of coming ill;

Thy Maker is thy changeless friend!

His love surrounds thee still.

“Forget thyself and all the world,

Put out each feverish light,

The stars are watching overhead,

So sweetly sleep—Good-night! Good-night!”

—Anon.



The Year’s At The Spring

The year’s at the spring,

The day’s at the morn;

Morning’s at seven;

The hillside’s dew pearled:

The laik’s on the wing;

The snail’s on the thorn;

God’s in His heaven—

All’s right with the world!

—Robert Browning.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 19:1-6.




August Twenty-Second


Abram and Zimri

Abram and Zimri owned a field together—

A level field hid in a happy vale;

They plowed it with one plow, and in the spring

Sowed, walking side by side, the fruitful seed.

In harvest, when the glad earth smiled with grain,

Each carried to his home one-half the sheaves,

And stored them with much labor in his barns.

Now Abram had a wife and seven sons,

But Zimri dwelt alone within his house.

One night, before the sheaves were gathered in,

As Zimri lay upon his lonely bed

And counted in his mind his little gains,

He thought upon his brother Abram’s lot,

And said, ” I dwell alone within my house,

But Abram hath a wife and seven sons,

And yet we share the harvest sheaves alike.

He surely needeth more for life than I;

I will arise, and gird myself, and go

Down to the field, and add to his from mine.”

So he arose, and girded up his loins,

And went out softly to the level field;

The moon shone out from dusky bars of clouds,

The trees stood black against the cold blue sky,

The branches waved and whispered in the wind.

So Zimri, guided by the shifting light,

Went down the mountain path, and found the field,

Took from his store of sheaves a generous third,

And bore them gladly to his brother’s heap,

And then went back to sleep and happy dreams.

Now, that same night, as Abram lay in bed,

Thinking upon his blissful state in life,

He thought upon his brother Zimri’s lot,

And saith, “He dwells within his house alone,

And goeth forth to toil with few to help,

And goeth home at night to a cold house,

And hath few other friends but me and mine”

(For these two tilled the happy field alone),

“While I, whom Heaven hath very greatly blessed,

Dwell happy with my wife and seven sons,

Who aid me in my toil, and make it light,

And yet we share the harvest sheaves alike.

This surely is not pleasing unto God;

I will arise and gird myself, and go

Out to the field and borrow from my store,

And add unto my brother Zimri’s pile.”

So he arose and girded up his loins,

And went down softly to the level field;

The moon shone out from silver bars of clouds,

The trees stood black against the starry sky,

The dark leaves waved and whispered in the breeze;

So Abram, guided by the doubtful light

Passed down the mountain path, and found the field,

Took from his store of sheaves a generous third,

And added them unto his brother’s heap;

Then he went back to sleep and happy dreams.

So the next morning, with the early sun,

The brothers rose, and went out to their toil;

And when they came to see the heavy sheaves,

Each wondered in his heart to find his heap,

Though he had given a third, was still the same.

Now the next night went Zimri to the field,

Took from his store of sheaves a generous share,

And placed them on his brother Abram’s heap,

And then lay down behind his pile to watch.

The moon looked out from bars of silvery cloud,

The cedars stood up black against the sky,

The olive branches whispered in the wind.

Then Abram came down softly from his home,

And, looking to the right and left, went on;

Took from his ample store a generous third,

And laid it on his brother Zimri’s pile.

Then Zimri rose and caught him in his arms,

And wept upon his neck, and kissed his cheek;

And Abram saw the whole, and could not speak,

Neither could Zimri. So they walked along

Back to their homes, and thanked their God in prayer

That He had bound them in such loving bands.

—Clarence Cook.

Alternate Reading: Philippians 2:1-18.




August Twenty-Third


Jesus Befriends A Tax-Gatherer

Jesus entered Jericho and made his way through the town. There was a man there, known by the name of Zacchaeus, who was a commissioner of taxes and a rich man. He tried to see what Jesus was like; but, being short, he was unable to do so because of the crowd. So he ran on ahead and climbed up into a mulberry tree, to see Jesus, for he knew that he must pass that way. When Jesus came to the place, he looked up and said to him:

“Zacchaeus, be quick and come down, for I must stop at your house to-day.”

So Zacchaeus got down quickly, and joyfully welcomed him. On seeing this, every one began to complain:

“He has gone to stay with a man who is an outcast.”

But Zacchseus stood forward and said to the Master:

“Listen, Master! I will give half my property to the poor, and, if I have defrauded any one of anything, I will give him back four times as much.”

“Salvation has come to this house to-day,” answered Jesus, “for even this man is a son of Abraham. The Son of Man has come to ‘search for those who are lost’ and to save them.”

—Luke.

Home is the test of love; all but pure gold is counted as counterfeit.



The Meaning Of The Home

Witness the meaning of the home. From its earliest prophetic beginnings, the marriage is begun in faith, in confidence, in unselfishness, in devotion. The vocabulary of human beauty is exhausted in its holy service with its words, love, comfort, honor, serve, keep in sickness and in health, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer. Into it is gathered up the myrrh and frankincense of life and laid upon the altar of God.

—C. S. Macfarland.




August Twenty-Fourth


Warnings Against The Moral Corruption Introduced By False Teachers

Dear friends, while I was making every effort to write to you about our common Salvation, I felt that I must write to you at once to urge you to fight in defence of the Faith that has once for all been entrusted to the keeping of Christ’s People. For there have crept in among you certain godless people, whose sentence has long since been pronounced, and who make the mercy of God an excuse for profligacy, and disown our only lord and master, Jesus Christ.

But these men malign whatever they do not understand; while they use such things as they know by instinct (like the animals that have no reason) for their own corruption. Alas for them! They walk in the steps of Cain; led astray by Balaam’s love of gain, they plunge into sin, and meet their ruin through rebellion like that of Korah. These are the men who are blots upon your Love-feasts, when they feast together and provide without scruple for themselves alone. They are clouds without rain, driven before the winds; they are leafless trees without a vestige of fruit, dead through and through, torn up by the roots; they are wild sea waves, foaming with their own shame; they are “wandering stars,” for which the blackest darkness has been reserved for ever.

—Jude, a Brother of Jesus.

The best autobiography anyone can write is a good home.

When pain can’t bless, Heaven quits us in despair.

—Edward Young.




August Twenty-Fifth


Prosperity And Adversity

The good things which belong to prosperity are to be wished, but the good things that belong to adversity are to be admired.

—Seneca.



Conscience

Ever present and operant is that which never becomes a party to one’s guilt, conceives never an evil thought, consents never to an unrighteous deed, never sins; but holds itself stainless, immutable, personally holy—the Conscience—counsellor, comforter, judge and executor of the spirit’s decrees. None can flee from the spirit’s presence, nor hide from himself. The reserved powers are the mighty ones. Side by side sleep the Whispering Sisters and the Eumenides. Nor is Conscience appeased till the sentence is pronounced. There is an oracle in the breast, an unsleeping police; and ever the court sits, dealing doom or deliverance. Our sole inheritance is our deeds. While remorse stirs the sinner, there remains hope of his redemption. Only he to whom all is one, who draweth all things to one, may enjoy true peace and rest of spirit. None can escape the Presence. The Ought is everywhere and imperative. Alike guilt in the soul and anguish in the flesh affirm his ubiquity. Matter —in particle and planet, mind and microcosm—is quick with spirit.

—A. B. Alcott.



The Nemesis Within

When conscience wakens who can with her strive?

Terrors and troubles from a sick soul drive?

Naught so unpitying as the ire of sin,

The inappeasable Nemesis within.

—Abraham Coles.

Alternate Reading: John 12: 20-28.




August Twenty-Sixth


Manners

Life expresses. Nature tells every secret once; but in man she tells it all the time, by form, attitude, gesture, mien, face, and parts of the face, and by the whole action of the machine. The visible carriage or action of the individual, as resulting from his organization and his will combined, we call manners. What are they but thought entering the hands and feet, controlling the movements of the body, the speech and behavior.

There is always a best way of doing everything, if it be to boil an egg. Manners are the happy ways of doing things; each, once a stroke of genius or love,—now repeated and hardened into usage. They form at last a rich varnish, with which the routine of life is washed, and its details adorned. If they are superficial, so are the dewdrops which give such a depth to the morning meadows.

The power of manners is incessant,—an element as unconcealable as fire. The nobility cannot in any country be disguised, and no more in a republic or a democracy than in a kingdom. No man can resist their influence. There are certain manners which are learned in good society, or better still, are the spontaneous expression of noble lives and which will open every door to the one possessing them, though without beauty, or wealth or genius. Give a boy address and accomplishments, and you give him the mastery of palaces and fortunes where he goes. He has not the trouble of earning or owning them; they solicit him to enter and possess.

—Ralph Waldo Emerson.

A true gentleman is the flower of a good home.

Alternate Reading: John 13:1-20.




August Twenty-Seventh


Trust In God

I will not doubt, though all my ships at sea

Come drifting home with broken masts and sails;

I shall believe the Hand which never fails

From seeming evil worketh good for me;

And though I weep because those sails are battered,

Still will I cry, while my best hopes lie shattered,

“I trust in Thee.”

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox



The Little Girl And The Pussy Cat

Said the little girl to the pussy cat:

“It’s jolly to make you play.

How soft you purr when I stroke your fur,

And your claws are all tucked away! I love you ever so much for that,”

Said the little girl to the pussy cat.

“But, Oh, a terrible thing I’ve heard

That brought great grief to me:

They say that you caught a tiny bird

That lived in our apple tree!

You cannot be dear to me after that,”

Said the little girl to the pussy cat.

“Oh, little girl,” said the pussy cat,

“You are loving and kind, they say,

To bird and to beast; but did not you feast

On chicken this very day?

And aren’t there feathers upon your hat,

Oh, little girl?” said the pussy cat.

“But you will be you and I will be I,

As long as the world shall be.

If you will be good for you,

I’ll try to be good for me.

But let us be friends and agree to that,

Oh, little girl,” said the pussy cat.

—Anon.

Alternate Reading: John 13: 31-38.




August Twety-Eighth


The Parable Of The Pounds

Jesus went on to tell them a parable. He did so because he was near Jerusalem, and because they thought that the Kingdom of God was going to be proclaimed at once. He said:

“A nobleman once went to a distant country to receive his appointment to a kingdom and then return. He called ten of his servants and gave them ten pounds each, and told them to trade with them during his absence. But his subjects hated him and sent envoys after him to say, ‘We will not have this man as our King.’ On his return, after having been appointed King, he directed that the servants to whom be had given his money should be summoned, so that he might learn what, amount of trade they had done. The first came up, and said, ‘Sir, your ten pounds have made a hundred.’

“‘Well done, good servant!’ exclaimed the master, ‘As you have proved trustworthy in a very small matter, I appoint you governor over ten towns.’ When the second came, be said, ‘Your ten pounds, Sir, have produced fifty.’ So the master said to him, ‘And you I appoint over five towns.’ Another servant also came and said, ‘Sir, here are your ten pounds; I have kept them put away in a handkerchief. For I was afraid of you, because you are a stern man. You take what you have not planted, and reap what you have not sown.’ The master answered, ‘Out of your own mouth I judge you, you worthless servant. You knew that I am a stern man, that I take what I have not planted, and reap what I have not sown? Then why did not you put my money into a bank? And I, on my return, could have claimed it with interest. Take away from him the ten pounds,’ he said to those standing by, ‘and give them to the one who has the hundred.’

“‘But, Sir,’ they interposed, ‘he has a hundred pounds already!’

“‘I tell you,’ he answered,’ that, to him who has, more will be given, but, from him who has nothing, even what he has will be taken away. But as for my enemies, these men who would not have me as their King, bring them here and put them to death in my presence.’”

After saying this, Jesus went on in front, going up to Jerusalem.

—Luke.




August Twenty-Ninth


Let Me Move Slowly Through The Street

Let me move slowly through the street,

Filled with an ever-shifting train,

Amid the sound of steps that beat

The murmuring walks like autumn rain.

How fast the flitting figures come!

The mild, the fierce, the stony face;

Some bright with thoughtless smiles, and some

Where secret tears have left their trace.

They pass—to toil, to strife, to rest;

To halls in which the feast is spread;

To chambers where the funeral guest

In silence sits beside the dead.

And some to happy homes repair,

Where children, pressing cheek to cheek,

With mute caresses shall declare

The tenderness they cannot speak.

Who of this crowd to-night shall tread

The dance till daylight gleam again?

Who sorrow o’er the untimely dead?

Who writhe in throes of mortal pain?

Some, famine-struck, shall think how long

The cold dark hours, how slow the light!

And some, who flaunt amid the throng,

Shall hide in dens of shame to-night.

Each, where his tasks or pleasures call,

They pass, and heed each other not.

There is who heeds, who holds them all,

In His large love and boundless thought.

—William Cullen Bryant.



Self-Governed Lives

Quiet minds cannot be perplexed or frightened, but go on in fortune or misfortune at their own private pace, like a clock during a thunderstorm

—Robert L. Stevenson.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 95:1-7.




August Thirtieth


I Shall Not Pass This Way Again

Then let me pluck the flowers that blow,

And let me listen as I go

To music rare

That fills the air;

And let hereafter

Songs and laughter

Fill every pause along the way;

And to my spirit let me say:

“O soul, be happy; soon ’tis trod,

The path made thus for thee by God.

Be happy, thou, and bless His name

By whom such marvelous beauty came”

And let no chance by me be lost

To kindness show at any cost.

I shall not pass this way again;

Then let me now relieve some pain.

Remove some barrier from the road,

Or brighten some one’s heavy load;

A helping hand to this one lend,

Then turn some other to befriend.

O God, forgive

That now I live

As if I might, sometime, return

To bless the weary ones that yearn

For help and comfort every day,—

For there be such along the way.

O God, forgive that I have seen

The beauty only, have not been

Awake to sorrow such as this;

That I have drunk the cup of bliss

Remembering not that those there be

Who drink the dregs of misery.

I love the beauty of the scene,

Would roam again o’er fields so green;

But since I may not, let me spend

My strength for others to the end,—

For those who tread on rock and stone,

And bear their burdens all alone,

Who loiter not in leafy bowers,

Nor hear the birds nor pluck the flowers.

A larger kindness give to me,

A deeper love and sympathy;

Then, O, one day

May someone say—

Remembering a lessened pain—

“Would she could pass this way again.”

—Eva Rose York.

Alternate Reading: Jude 1: 19-25.




August Thirty-First


Why Should The Spirit Of Mortal Be Proud?

(This is said to be Lincoln’s favorite poem.)

O why should the spirit of mortal be proud?

Like a swift-flitting meteor, a fast-flying cloud,

A flash of the lightning, a break of the wave,

He passeth from life to his rest in the grave.

The leaves of the oak and the willow shall fade,

Be scattered around and together be laid;

And the young and the old, and the low and the high,

Shall moulder to dust and together shall lie.

The child that a mother attended and loved,

The mother that infant’s affection who proved,

The husband that mother and infant who blessed,

Each, all, are away to their dwelling of rest.

The maid on whoee cheek, on whose brow, in whose eye,

Shone beauty and pleasure,—her triumphs are by;

And the memory of those that beloved her and praised

Are alike from the minds of the living erased.

So the multitude goes, like the flower and the weed,

That wither away to let others succeed;

So the multitude comes, like, those we behold,

To repeat every tale that hath often been told.

For we are the things our fathers have been;

We see the same sights that our fathers have seen,—

We drink the same stream, we feel the same sun,

And run the same course that our fathers have run.

They died,—ay! they died! and we things that are now,

Who walk on the turf that lies over their brow,

Who make in their dwellings a transient abode,

Meet the changes they met on their pilgrimage road.

’Tis the wink of an eye, ’tis the draught of a breath,

From the bosom of health to the paleness of death,

From the gilded saloon to the bier and the shroud,—

O why should the spirit of mortal be proud?

—William Knox.

Alternate Reading: John 14:15-31.




September First


Honest And Faithful Labor

Under a spreading chestnut tree

The village smithy stands;

The smith, a mighty man is he,

With large and sinewy hands,

And the muscles of his brawny arms

Are strong as iron bands.

His hair is crisp, and black, and long;

His face is like the tan;

His brow is wet with honest sweat,

He earns whate’er he can,

And looks the whole world in the face,

For he owes not any man.

He goes on Sunday to the church,

And sits among his boys;

He hears the parson pray and preach,

He hears his daughter’s voice

Singing in the village choir,

And it makes his heart rejoice.

It sounds to him like her mother’s voice

Singing in Paradise!

He needs must think of her once more,

How in the grave she lies;

And with his hard, rough hand he wipes

A tear out of his eyes.

Toiling,—rejoicing,—sorrowing,

Onward through life he goes;

Each morning sees some task begin,

Each evening sees it close;

Something attempted, something done,

Has earned a night’s repose.

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend,

For the lesson thou hast taught!

Thus at the flaming forge of life

Our fortunes must be wrought;

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped

Each burning deed and thought.

—Henry W. Longfellow.

Alternate Reading: John 4:1-38.




September Second


Man’s Place In The Universe

For Thou hast made man little lower than God, and Crownest him with glory and honor.

—Psalms.



Spiritual Freedom

The human soul is greater, more sacred than the State, and must never be sacrificed to it. The distinction of nations is to pass away. But the individual mind survives, and the obscurest subject, if true to God, will rise to power never wielded by earthly potentates.

A human being is a member of the community, not as a limb is a member of the body, or as a wheel is a part of a machine, intended only to contribute to some general joint result. He was created not to be merged- in the whole, as a drop in the ocean, or as a particle of sand on the seashore, and to aid only in composing a mass. He is an ultimate being, made for bis own perfection as his highest end; made to maintain an individual existence, and to serve others as far as consists with his own virtue and progress. Hitherto governments have tended greatly to obscure this importance of the individual, to depress him in his own eyes, to give him the idea of an outward interest more important than the invisible soul, and of an outward authority more sacred than the voice of God in his own secret conscience.

Rulers have called the private man the property of the State, meaning generally by the State themselves, and thus the many have been sacrificed to the few, and have even believed that this was their highest destination. Nothing seems to me so needful as to give to the individual mind the consciousness, which governments have done so much to suppress, of its own separate worth.

Let the individual feel that through his immortality he may concentrate in his own being a greater good than that of nations. Let him feel that he is placed in the community, not to part with his individuality or to become a tool, but that he should find a sphere for his various powers, and a preparation for immortal glory. To me the progress of society consists in nothing more than in bringing out the individual, of giving him a consciousness of his own being, and in quickening him to strengthen and elevate bis own mind.

—William E. Channing.

Alternate Reading: John 15:1-16.




September Third


The Glory Of Friendship

Six days before the Passover Jesus came to Bethany, where Lazarus, whom he had raised from the dead, was living. There a supper was given in his honor, at which Martha waited, while Lazarus was one of those present at the table. So Mary took a pound of choice spikenard perfume of great value, and anointed the feet of Jesus with it, and then wiped them with her hair. The whole house was filled with the scent of the perfume. One of the disciples, Judas Iscariot, who was about to betray Jesus, asked:

“Why was not this perfume sold for thirty pounds, and the money given to poor people?”

He said this, not because he cared for the poor, but because he was a thief, and, being in charge of the purse, used to take what was put in it.

“Let her alone,” said Jesus, “that she may keep it till the day when my body is being prepared for burial. The poor you always have with you, but you will not always have me.”

Now great numbers of the Jews found out that Jesus was at Bethany; and they came there, not solely on his account, but also to see Lazarus, whom he had raised from the dead. The Chief Priests, however, plotted to put Lazarus, as well as Jesus, to death, because it was owing to him that many of the Jews had left them, and were becoming believers in Jesus.

—John.



Charity

There is no true alms which the hand can hold;

He gives nothing but worthless gold

Who gives from a sense of duty;

But he who gives but a slender mite,

And gives to that which is out of sight, That thread of all -sustaining Beauty

Which runs through all and doth all unite,—

The hand cannot clasp the whole of his alms,

The heart outstretches its eager palms,

For a god goes with it and makes it store

To the soul that was starving in darkness before.

—James Russell Lowell.




September Fourth


Jesus Publicly Enters Jerusalem For The Last Time

On the following day great numbers of people who had come to the Festival, hearing that Jesus was on his way to Jerusalem, took palm-branches, and went out to meet him, shouting as they went:

“‘God save Him!

Blessed is The One Coming in the name of the Lord’—

The King of Israel!”

Having found a young ass, Jesus seated himself on it, in accordance with the passage of Scripture—

“Fear not, Daughter of Zion; Behold, thy King is coming to thee, Sitting on the foal of an ass.”

His disciples did not understand all this at first; but, when Jesus had been exalted, they then remembered that these things had been said of him in Scripture, and that they had done these things for him. Meanwhile the people who were with him, when he called Lazarus out of the tomb and raised him from the dead, were telling what they had seen. This, indeed, was why the crowd met him—because people had heard that he had given this sign of his mission. So the Pharisees said to one another:

“You see that you are gaining nothing! Why, all the world has run after him!”

—John.

The thing that makes the true home hallowed above all other places is that therein all understand and all love.



I Am Resolved

To keep my health!

To do my work!

To live!

To see to it I grow and gain and give!

Never to look behind me for an hour!

To wait in weakness, and to walk in power;

But always fronting onward to the light,

Always and always facing towards the right.

Robbed, starved, defeated, fallen, wide astray-

On, with what strength I have!

Back to the way!

—Charlotte P. Gilman.




September Fifth


When The Heart Is Full Of Love

There is beauty in the forest

When the leaves are green and fair;

There is beauty in the meadow

Where the wild flowers scent the air;

There is beauty in the sunlight

And the soft blue sky above;

Oh, the world is full of beauty,

When the heart is full of love.

—W. L. Smith.



Love As The Key To Life

Do not wonder, Brothers, if the world hates you. We know that we have passed out of Death into Life, because we love our Brothers. The man who does not love remains in a state of Death. Every one who hates his Brother is a murderer; and you know that no murderer has Immortal Life within him.

We have learnt to know what love is from this— that Christ laid down his life on our behalf. Therefore we also ought to lay down our lives on behalf of our Brothers. But, if any one has worldly possessions, and yet looks on while his Brother is in want, and steels his heart against him, how can it be said that the love of God is within him? My children, do not let our love be mere words, or end in talk; let it be true and show itself in acts.

By that we shall know that we are on the side of the Truth; and we shall satisfy ourselves in God’s sight, that if our conscience condemns us, yet God is greater than our conscience and knows everything. Dear friends, if our conscience does not condemn us, then we approach God with confidence, and we receive from him whatever we ask, because we are laying his commands to heart, and are doing what is pleasing in his sight. His command is this—that we should put our trust in the Name of his Son, Jesus Christ, and love one another, in accordance with the command that he gave us. And he who lays his commands to heart maintains union with Christ, and Christ with him. And by this we know that Christ maintains union with us—by our possession of the Spirit which he gave us.

—John.




September Sixth


The Home Builder

She built it herself; and yet she did not know that she had a monument. She lived in it; but she did not know that it existed.

She never dreamed that she was great; or that she was specially useful; or that she had achieved anything worth living for. Sometimes, when she read the stories of historic heroines, she, too, had her “dream of fair women,” and looked with a sigh upon her life made up of little deeds, so little that even she who did them was not conscious of the doing, she whose loom moved so noiselessly that she neither thought how long die was at it nor what a beautiful pattern she was weaving. Indeed, it would have seemed to her, if she had ever thought about herself or her work, to weave itself. But she did not think about herself. Self-consciousness would have destroyed her monument.

Her monument was her home. It grew up quietly, as quietly as a flower grows; and no one knew, she did not know herself, how much she had done to tend and water and train it. She began to build the monument in her teens. She did not finish it until she lay down to her last rest.

—Lyman Abbott.



God’s Partiality To The Home

Search everywhere and you will find that God has reserved the sweetest joys for the home alone.



For The Common Good

When shall all men’s good

Be each man’s rule, and universal peace

Lie like a shaft of light across the land,

And like a lane of beams athwart the sea.

Through all the circle of the golden year?

—Alfred Tennyson.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 12: 46-50.




September Seventh


Jesus In The Temple

Jesus went into the Temple Courts, and drove out all those who were buying and selling there. He overturned the tables of the money-changers, and the seats of the pigeon-dealers, and said to them:

“Scripture says—

“‘My House shall be called a House of Prayer’;

but you are making it ‘a den of robbers.’”

While he was still in the Temple Courts, some blind and some lame people came up to him, and he cured them. But, when the Chief Priests and the Teachers of the Law saw the wonderful things that Jesus did, and the boys who were calling out in the Temple Courts “God save the Son of David!” they were indignant, and said to him:

“Do you hear what these boys are saying?”

“Yes,” answered Jesus; “but did you never read the words—

“‘Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings thou hast called forth perfect praise’?”

Then he left them, and went out of the city to Bethany, and spent the night there.

—Matthew.

Future generations will cherish the homes of their great characters above all other shrines of patriotism.



Lost, Two Golden Hours

Lost, yesterday, somewhere between sunrise and sunset, two golden hours, each set with sixty diamond minutes. No reward offered, for they are gone forever.

—Horace Mann.




September Eighth


The Awakening Of Immortality

Through the midnight heavens an angel flew,

And a soft low song sang he,

And the moon and the stars and the rolling clouds

Heard that holy melody.

He sang of the bliss of sinless souls

’Neath the tents of Eden-bowers;

Of God—the Great One—he sang; and unfeigned

Was his praise of Jehovah’s powers.

A little babe in his arms he bore,

For this world of woe and tears;

And the sound of his song in the soul of the child

Kept ringing, though wordless, for years.

And long languished she on this earth below,

With a wondrous longing filled,

But the world’s harsh songs could not change for her

The notes which that angel trilled.

—M. Y. Lermontov.



Two Angels Note The Deeds Of Men

They have a saying in the East:—

Two angels note the deeds of men,

And one is first, and one is least.

When men do right, one takes his pen

And magnifies the deed to ten.

This angel is at God’s right hand,

And holds the other in command.

He says to him when men do wrong, “The man was weak, temptation strong,—

Write not the record down to-day;

To-morrow he may grieve and pray.”

It may be myth; but this is sooth—

No ruth is lasting as God’s ruth;

The strongest is the tenderest;

He who best knows us loves us best.

—M. R. Knight.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 13:1-21.




September Ninth


Moses And The Worm

The great Moses, the man of God, came to his tent one day,

And called his wife, Safurja, and his children from their play.

“O Sweetest orphaned children! O dearest widowed wife!

We meet, dear ones, no more on earth, for this day ends my life.

Jehovah sent His angel down, and told me to prepare—”

Then swooned Safurja on the ground; the children in despair

Said, weeping, “Who will care for us, when you, dear father, go?”

And Moses wept and sobbed aloud to see his children’s woe.

But then Jehovah spoke from Heaven, “And dost thou fear to die?

And dost thou love this world so well that thus I hear thee cry?”

And Moses said: “I fear not death; I leave this world with joy;

And yet my heart would break for my dear orphaned girl and boy.”

“In whom, then, did thy mother trust, when in thy basket-boat,

An infant on the Nile’s broad stream, all helpless thou didst float?

In whom didst thou thyself confide when by the raging sea

The host of Pharaoh came in sight?”Then Moses said, “In Thee!

In Thee, O Lord, I now confide, as I confided then.”

And God replied, “Go to the shore; lift up thy staff again.”

Then Moses lifted up his rod; the sea rolled wide away,

And in the midst a mighty rock, black and uncovered, lay.

“Smite thou the rock!” said God again. The rock was rent apart,

And then appeared a little worm, close nestled to its heart.

The worm cried, “Praise to God on high, who hears His creatures’ moan,

Nor did forget the little worm concealed within the stone!”

“If I remember,” said the Lord, “the worm beneath the sea,

Shall I forget thy children, who love and honor Me?”

—J. G. Von Herder.



Already And Always Members Of God’s Family

Dear Friends, we are God’s children now; what we shall be in the future has not yet been revealed. What we do know is that, if it should be revealed, we shall be like Christ; because we shall see him as he really is. And every one who has this hope in regard to Christ tries to make himself pure—pure as Christ is.

—John.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 91.




September Tenth


That Only Is Important Which Is Eternal

Over the triple doors of the Cathedral of Milan there are three inscriptions spanning the arches. Over one is carved a wreath of roses with the legend, “all that which pleases is but for a moment.” Over another is sculptured a cross accompanied by the words, “all that which troubles is but for a moment.” But on the great central entrance to the main aisle is the inscription, “That only is important which is eternal.”

What is the goal of life? We may answer the question by asking another, and tiying to live up to an affirmative answer: Are we tender, loving, self-denying, and honest, trying to fashion our lives after that of the model Man of Nazareth,—the first true gentleman that ever breathed?

—O. S. Marden.



Marriage

Marriage on earth seems such a counterfeit,

Mere imitation of the inimitable;

In heaven we have the real and true and sure;

’Tis there they neither marry nor are given

In marriage, but are as the angels; right,

O how right that is, how like Jesus Christ

To say that! Marriage making for the earth,

With gold so much,—birth, power, repute so much,

Or beauty, youth so much, in like of these!

Be as the angels, rather, who, apart,

Know themselves into one, are found at length

Married, but marry never, no, nor give

In marriage; they are man and wife at once

When the true time is; here we have to wait.

Not so long, neither!

—Robert Browning.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 13: 23-30.




September Eleventh


Jesus Talks With The Chief Priests

After Jesus had come into the Temple Courts, the Chief Priests and the Councillors of the nation came up to him as he was teaching, and said:

“What authority have you to do these things? Who gave you this authority?”

“I, too,” said Jesus in reply, “will ask you one question; if you will give me an answer to it, then I, also, will tell you what authority I have to act as I do. It is about John’s baptism. What was its origin? divine or human?”

“If we say ‘divine,’ he will say to us, ‘Why, then, did you not believe him?’ But if we say ‘human,’ we are afraid of the people, for every one regards John as a prophet.”

So the answer they gave Jesus was—“We do not know.”

“Then I,” he said, “refuse to tell you what authority I have to do these things. What do you think of this?


Parable Of The Two Sons

“There was a man who had two sons. He went to the elder and said, ‘Go and work in the vineyard to-day, my son.’

“‘Yes, sir,” he answered; but he did not go. Then the father went to the second son, and said the same. ’I will not,’ he answered; but afterwards he was sorry and went. Which of the two sons did as his father wished?”

“The second,” they said.

“I tell you,” added Jesus, “that tax-gatherers and prostitutes are going into the Kingdom of God before you. For when John came to you, walking in the path of righteousness, you did not believe him, but taxgatherers and prostitutes did; and yet you, though you saw this, even then were not sorry, nor did you believe him.”

—Matthew.




The Most Valuable Land

A hundred foot lot with a home is worth more than a million homeless acres.

Be not simply good,—be good for something.

—Henry D. Thoreau.




September Twelfth


Life’s Heaviest Loss

Upon the white sea sand

There sat a pilgrim band,

Telling the losses that their lives had known,

While evening waned away

From breesy cliff and bay,

And the strong tides went out with weary moan.

Some talked of vanished gold;

Some, of proud honors told;

Some spoke of friends that were their trust no more,

And one, of a green grave

Beside a foreign wave,

That made him sit so lonely on the shore.

But when their tales were done,

There spake among them one,

A stranger, seeming from all sorrow free:

“Sad losses have ye met,

But mine is heavier yet,

For a believing heart hath gone from me!”

“Alas,” those pilgrims said,

“For the living and the dead;

For fortune’s cruelty and love’s sure cross;

For the wrecks of land and sea!

But, however it came to thee,

Thine, stranger, is life’s last and heaviest loss.”

—Francis Brown.



The Hour Of Decision

Once to every man and nation comes the moment to decide,

In the strife of Truth with Falsehood, for the good or evil side;

Some great cause, God’s new Messiah offering each the bloom or blight,

Parts the goats upon the left hand, and the sheep upon the right;

And the choice goes by forever ’twixt that darkness and that light.

—James Russell Lowell.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 13: 36-52.




September Thirteenth


How To Honor God

I have honored Thee on the earth by completing the work which Thou hast given me to do; and now do Thou honor me, Father.

—Jesus.



Growing Old Gracefully

The noble soul in old age returns to God as to that port whence she set forth on the sea of this life. And as the good mariner, when he approaches port, furls his sails, and with slow course gently enters it, so should we furl the sails of our worldly affairs and turn to God with our whole mind and heart, so that we may arrive at that port with all sweetness and peace. And in regard to this we have from our own nature a great lesson of sweetness, that in such a death as this there is no pain nor any bitterness, but as a ripe fruit is easily and without violence detached from its twig, so our soul without affliction is parted from the body in which it has been. And just as to him who comes from a long journey, before he enters into the gate to his city, the citizens thereof go forth to meet him, so the citizens of the eternal life come to meet the noble soul; and they do so through her good deeds and contemplations: for having now rendered herself to God, and withdrawn herself from worldly affairs and thoughts, she seems to see whom she believes to be nigh unto God.

The noble soul then at this age renders herself to God and awaits the end of life with great desire; and it seems to her that she is leaving the inn and returning to her own house, it seems to her that she is leaving the road and returning to the city, it seems to her that she is leaving the sea and returning to port.

And also the noble soul at this age blesses the past times; and well may she bless them, because revolving them through her memory she recalls her right deeds, without which she could not arrive with such great riches or so great gain at the port to which she is approaching. And she does like the good merchant, who when he draws near his port, examines his getting, and says: “had I not passed along such a way, I should not have this treasure, nor have gained that which I may enjoy in my city to which I am drawing near”; and therefore he blesses the way which he has come.

—Dante.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 16: 5-9.




September Fourteenth


Correct Living

Begin your day with this reflection: I shall meet the meddler, the ingrate, the scorner, the envious one, the cynic. Yet these men are thus because they know not how to distinguish between good and evil. But I, who am able to discern the quality of goodness, that it is beautiful, and of evil, that it is loathsome, know also the real being of the wrong-doer that he is kindred to me; not kindred in blood or race, but partaker in intelligence and part also of the Divine.

None of these men can harm me, for none of these can force upon me the evil that I hate. I cannot, then, be angry with my kinsmen nor scorn them. For we are all made to work together, like feet, hands, eyelids, the rows of the upper and lower teeth. Not to work together, therefore, is against nature. And to be vexed with and scorn one another is to strive against one another.

Our life is but a point in time; our bodies hasten to their decreed decay; the future is a mystery, and glory is vanity. Life itself is a battle, or the sojourn of a traveler. What, then, shall guide man aright? One thing, and one thing alone—the love of wisdom. And this is wisdom to keep the Divine spirit within us serene, undefiled, high above pleasure and pain; acting always thoughtfully, simply, sincerely; not dependent upon another man’s action or inaction; accepting all that befalls us or is decreed unto us as coming thence whence we ourselves have come.

Be always doing something serviceable to mankind, and let this constant generosity be your only pleasure, not forgetting in the meantime a due regard to the Deity.

—Marcus Aurelius Antonius.



Spiritual Rivalry

Be good at the depths of you, and you will discover that those who surround you will be good even to the same depths. Therein lies a force that has no name; a spiritual rivalry that has no resistance.

—Maurice Maeterlinck.




September Fifteenth


Jesus Leaves Little For The Emperor

Then the Pharisees went away and conferred together as to how they might lay a snare for Jesus in the course of conversation. They sent their disciples, with Herodians, to say to him:

“Teacher, we know that you are an honest man, and that you teach the Way of God honestly, and are not afraid of any one; for you pay no regard to a man’s position. Tell us, then, what you think. Are we right in paying taxes to the Emperor, or not?”

Perceiving their malice, Jesus answered:

“Why are you testing me, you hypocrites? Show me the coin with which the tax is paid.” And, when they had brought him a florin he asked:

“Whose head and title are these?”

“The Emperor’s,” they answered: on which he said to them:

“Then pay to the Emperor what belongs to the Emperor, and to God what belongs to God.”

They wondered at his answer, and left him alone and went away.

—Matthew.



Three Steps Of Life

Three steps there are our human life must climb.

The first is Force.

The savage struggled to it from the slime

And still it is our last, ashamed recourse.

Above that jagged stretch of red-veined stone

Is marble Law,

Carven with long endeavor, monotone

Of patient hammers, not yet free from flaw.

Three steps there are our human life must climb.

The last is Love,

Wrought from such starry element sublime

As touches the White Rose and Mystic Dove.

—Katherine L. Bates.




September Sixteenth


Immortality

Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting;

The soul that rises with us, our life’s star,

Hath had elsewhere its setting,

And cometh from afar:

Not in entire forgetfulness,

And not in utter nakedness,

But trailing clouds of glory do we come

From God, who is our home:

Heaven lies about us in our infancy!

Shades of the prison house begin to close

Upon the growing boy,

But he beholds the light and whence it flows,

He sees it in his joy;

The youth, who daily from the east

Must travel, still is nature’s priest,

And by the vision splendid

Is on his way attended;

At length the man perceives it die away,

And fade into the light of common day.

—William Wordsworth.



Life A Working Day

Man’s life is but a working day

Whose tasks are set aright;

A time to work, a time to pray,

And then a quiet night.

And then, please God, a quiet night

Where palms are green and robes are white;

A long-drawn breath, a balm for sorrow,

And all things lovely on the morrow.

—Christina G. Rossetti.



Light Through Service

Could we by a wish

Have what we will and get the future now,

Would we wish aught done undone in the past?

So, let him wait God’s instant men call years;

Meantime hold hard by truth and his great soul,

Do out the duty! Through such souls alone

God stooping shows sufficient of His light

For us i’ the dark to rise by. And I rise!

—Robert Browning.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 14:13-21.




September Seventeenth


Where Character Grows Best

Stay, stay at home, my heart, and rest;

Home-keeping hearts are happiest,

For those that wander they know not where

Are full of trouble and full of care;

To stay at home is best.

Weary and homesick and distressed,

They wander east, they wander west,

And are baffled and beaten and blown about

By the winds of the wilderness of doubt;

To stay at home is best.

Then stay at home, my heart, and rest;

The bird is safest in its nest;

O’er all that flutter their wings and fly

A hawk is hovering in the sky;

To stay at home is best.

—Henry W. Longfellow.

Home—the place on earth where the faults and failures of humanity are hidden under the sweet mantle of charity.

—Anon.



Too Busy To Be Happy

(Every American should ponder these wise words of a great Chinese Admiral.)

You Americans are too busy to be happy. You do not seem to understand the real meaning of the word happiness. Joy, exhilaration, pleasure, physical comfort are yours in abundance. But quiet, restful contentment and happiness are strangers to you. Happiness implies tranquility. You are always in a rush, as if God could not get along without your immediate aid. Neither are you ever satisfied with what you have or do. In the end you often win too much,—too much of everything but the one essential thing—LIFE!

—Admiral Tsai Ting-Kano.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 15: 21-28.




September Eighteenth


The Life Sublime

We all live in the sublime. Where else can we live? That is the only place of life. Though you have but a little room, do you fancy that God is not there, too, and it is impossible to live therein a life that shall be somewhat lofty? Do you imagine that you can possibly be alone, that love can be a thing one knows, a thing one sees; that events can be weighed like the gold and silver of ransom?

—Maurice Maeterlinck.



God Working

Who coverest thyself with light as with a garment:

Who stretchest out the heavens like a curtain.

Who layeth the beams of his chambers in the waters:

Who maketh the clouds his chariot:

Who walketh upon the wings of the wind:

Who maketh his angels spirits;

His ministers a flaming fire.

—Psalms.



Vicarious Living

As for myself, my blood is being shed already; the time of my departure is close at hand. I have run the great Race, I have completed the Course, I have preserved the Faith. And now the wreath awaits me, the reward for righteousness, which the Lord, the just Judge, will give me on That Day—and not only to me, but to all who have loved His Appearing.

—Paul.



God’s Bookkeeping

Do not five sparrows sell for a penny? and yet not one of them has escaped God’s notice. No, the very hairs of your heads are all counted. Do not be afraid, then; you are of more value than many sparrows.

—Jesus.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 16: 24-28.




September Nineteenth


Right Relations With God

Jesus, speaking to the crowds and to his disciples, said:

“The Teachers of the Law and the Pharisees now occupy the chair of Moses. Therefore practise and lay to heart everything that they tell you, but do not follow their example, for they preach but do not practise. While they make up heavy loads and pile them on other men’s shoulders, they decline, themselves, to lift a finger to move them. All their actions are done to attract attention. They widen their phylacteries, and increase the size of their tassels, and like to have the place of honor at dinner, and the best seats in the Synagogues, and to be greeted in the markets with respect, and to be called Rabbi by everybody. But do not you allow yourselves to be called Rabbi, for you have only one Teacher, and you yourselves are all Brothers. And do not call any one on the earth your Father, for you have only one Father, the heavenly Father. Nor must you allow yourselves to be called Leaders, for you have only one Leader, the Christ The man who would be the greatest among you must be your servant. Whoever shall exalt himself will be humbled, and whoever shall humble himself will be exalted.

—Matthew.

A good home is the noblest monument anyone can build.



Loveliness Within

Never mind, children dear, about plainness of face,

But strive all you can to be lovely within,

And the beautiful spirit will clothe you with grace,

And this is a joy every mortal can win.

—Celia Thaxter.




September Twentieth


The New Commandment

My children, I am to be with you but a little while longer. I give you a new commandment—Love one another; love one another just as I have loved you. It is by this that every one will recognize you as my disciples —by the love you bear one another.

—Jesus.



Ruskin’s Idea Of A Satisfactory Life

It may be proved, with much certainty, that God intends no man to live in the world without working; but it seems to me not less evident that He intends every man to be happy in his work. It is written, ” In the sweat of thy brow “—but it was never written” in the breaking of thine heart “—” thou shalt eat bread.” And I find that as, on the one hand, infinite misery is caused by idle people who both fail in doing what was appointed for them to do and set in motion various springs of mischief in matters in which they should have had no concern, so, on the other hand, no small misery is caused by overworked and unhappy people, in the dark views which they necessarily take upon themselves and force upon others of work itself. Were it not so, I believe the fact of their being unhappy is in itself a violation of the divine law and a sign of some kind of folly or sin in their way of life. Now, in order that people may be happy in their work, these three things are needed: They must be fit for it; they must not do too much of it; and they must have a sense of success in it—not a doubtful sense, such as needs some testimony of other people for its confirmation, but a sure sense, or, rather, knowledge, that so much work has been done well, and fruitfully done, whatever the world may say or think about it.

—John Ruskin.



A Purblind Race

O purblind race of miserable men,

How many among us even at this hour

Do forge a lifelong trouble for ourselves

By taking true for false, or false for true?

—Alfred Tennyson.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 17:1-13.




September Twenty-First


The Value Of Time

He that is choice of his time will also be choice of his company, and choice of his actions; lest the first engage him in vanity and loss, and the latter, by being criminal, be a throwing his time and himself away, and a going back in the accounts of eternity.

God hath given to man a short time here upon earth, and yet upon this short time eternity depends; and so for every hour of our time we must give an account to the great Judge of men and angels.

—Jeremy Taylor.



For To-Morrow And Its Needs

Lord, for to-morrow and its needs

I do not pray;

Keep me, my God, from stain of sin

Just for to-day.

Help me to labor earnestly,

And duly pray;

Let me be kind in word and deed,

Father, to-day.

Let me no wrong or idle word

Unthinking say;

Set thou a seal upon my lips

Through all to-day.

Let me in season, Lord, be grave,

In season gay;

Let me be faithful to Thy grace,

Dear Lord, to-day.

—Ernest Wilberforce.

Sinful thoughts are even more dangerous than sin itself.

—The Talmud.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 17:14-20.




September Twenty-Second


Declaration Of Faith

I trust in the living God, Father Almighty, Maker of Heaven and earth and of all things and creatures visible and invisible. I trust in the kindness of His law and the goodness of His work. I will strive to love Him and keep His law and see His work while I live. I trust in the nobleness of human nature, in the majesty of its faculties, the fullness of its mercy, and the joy of its love. And I will strive to love my neighbor as myself, and even when I cannot, I will act as if I did. I will not kill or hurt any living creature needlessly, nor destroy any beautiful thing, but will strive to save and comfort all gentle life and guard and perfect all natural beauty on earth. I will strive to raise my own body and soul daily into all the higher powers of duty and happiness, not in rivalship and contention with others, but for the help, delight, and honor of others and for the joy and peace of my own life.

—John Ruskin.



Humanity As It Is

Once in a while, in order that I may be informed in this matter of marital advantage—or disadvantage—I climb as high as I can in the ether of disinterestedness and train my eyes on the domesticity below. And this I see: many houses and few homes; many men and women living together and few real husbands and wives; crowds of accidental offspring and only now and then a child who is the result of spiritual conspiracy planned in the star chamber of intelligence and love— love so sure of its own worth and divinity that it longs for perpetuation in the ampler life of another and later soul.

—Richard Wightman.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 18:1-9.




September Twenty-Third


Jesus Condemns Hypocrites

“Alas for you, Teachers of the Law and Pharisees, hypocrites that you are! You clean the outside of the cup and of the dish, but inside they are filled with the results of greed and self-indulgence. You blind Pharisee! First clean the inside of the cup and the dish, so that the outside may become clean as well. You are like white-washed tombs, which indeed look fair outside, while inside they are filled with dead men’s bones and all kinds of filth. It is the same with you. Outwardly, and to others, you have the look of religious men, but inwardly you are full of hypocrisy and sin. Alas for you, Teachers of the Law and Pharisees, hypocrites that you are! You build the tombs of the Prophets, and decorate the monuments of religious men, and say, ‘Had we been living in the days of our ancestors, we should have taken no part in their murder of the Prophets!’ By doing this you are furnishing evidence against yourselves that you are true children of the men who murdered the Prophets. Fill up the measure of your ancestors’ guilt. You serpents and brood of vipers! How can you escape being sentenced to the Pit? That is why I send you prophets, wise men, and Teachers of the Law, some of whom you will crucify and kill, and some of whom you will scourge in your Synagogues, and persecute from town to town; in order that upon your heads may fall every drop of innocent ‘blood spilt on earth,’ from the blood of innocent Abel down to that of Zechariah, Barachiah’s son, whom you murdered between the Temple and the altar. All this, I tell you, will come home to the present generation.



Jesus Laments The Fate Of Jerusalem

“Jerusalem! Jerusalem! she who slays the Prophets and stones the messengers sent to her—Oh, how often have I wished to gather your children round me, as a hen gathers her brood under her wings, and you would not come! Verily, your House is left to you desolate! For nevermore, I tell you, shall you see me, until you say—

“Blessed is The One Coming in the Name of the Lord!”

—Matthew.




September Twenty-Fourth


How Strange It Will Be

How strange it will be, love—how strange, when we two

Shall be what some lovers become;

You frigid and faithless, I cold and untrue—

You thoughtless of me, and I careless of you—

Our pet names grown rusty with nothing to do—

Love’s bright web unravelled, and rent, and worn through,

And life’s loom left empty—ah hum!

Ah, me,

How strange it will be!

How strange it will be, love—how strange, when we meet

With just a chill touch of the hand!

When my pulses no longer delightedly beat

At the thought of your coming, the sound of your feet—

When I watch not your going, far down the long street;

When your dear loving voice, now so thrillingly sweet,

Grows harsh in reproach or command—

Ah, me,

How strange it will be!

How strange it will be, when we willingly stay

Divided the weary day through!

Or, getting remotely apart as we may,

Sit chilly and silent, with nothing to say,

Or coolly converse on the news of the day,

In a wearisome, old-married-folks sort of way!

I shrink from the picture—don’t you?

Ah, me,

How sad it will be!

Dear love, if our hearts do grow torpid and old,

As many others have done;

If we let our love perish with hunger and cold,

If we dim all life’s diamonds, and tarnish its gold,

If we choose to live wretched, and die unconsoled,

’Twill be strangest of all things that ever were told

As happening under the sun!

Ah, me,

How sad it will be!

—Frank E. Holliday.

Marriage is a holy sacrament; woe unto him who is guilty of desecrating it!

Alternate Reading: Matthew 19:13-14.




September Twenty-Fifth


Home

Home ain’t a place that gold can buy or get up in a minute;

Afore it’s home there’s got to be a heap o’ livin’ in it;

Within the walls there’s got t’ be some babies born, and then

Right there ye’ve got t’bring ‘em up t’ women good, an’ men;

And gradjerly, as time goes on, ye find ye wouldn’t part

With anything they ever used—they’ve grown into yer heart;

The old high chairs, the playthings, too, the little shoes they wore

Ye hoard; an’ if ye could ye’d keep the thumb-marks on the door.

Ye’ve got t’ weep t’ make it home, ye’ve got to sit and sigh,

And watch beside a loved one’s bed, an’ know that Death is nigh;

An’ in the stillness o’ the night t’ see Death’s angel come,

An’ close the eyes o’ her that smiled, an’ leave her sweet voice dumb.

Fer these are scenes that grip the heart, an’ when yer tears are dried,

Ye find the home is dearer than it was, an’ sanctified;

An’ tuggin’ at ye always are the pleasant memories

Of her that was an’ is no more—ye can’t escape from these.

Ye’ve got t’ sing an’ dance fer years, ye’ve got t’ romp an’ play,

An’ learn t’ love the things ye have by usin’ ‘em each day;

Even the roses ’round the porch must blossom year by year

Afore they ’come a part o’ ye suggestin’ someone dear

Who used t’ love ‘em long ago, an’ trained ‘em jes’t’ run

The way they do, so’s they would get the early mornin’ sun;

Ye’ve got t’ love each brick an’ stone from cellar up t’ dome:

It takes a heap o’ livin’ in a house t’ make it home.

—Edgar A. Guest.

No nation can ever rise higher than the level of culture in the homes of the people.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 19: 27-30.




September Twenty-Sixth


When Troubles Make Smiles

I wrote down my troubles every day;

And after a few short years,

When I turned to the heart-aches passed away,

I read them with smiles, not tears.

—John B. O’Reilly.



Victory From Defeat

If you’ve tried and have not won,

Never stop for crying;

All that’s great and good is done

Just by patient trying.

Though your birds, in flying, fall,

Still their wings grow stronger;

And the next time they can keep

Up a little longer.

Though the sturdy oak has known

Many a blast that bowed her,

She has risen again and grown

Loftier and prouder.

If by easy work you beat,

Who the more will prise you?

Gaining victory from defeat,

That’s the test that tries you!

—Phoebe Cary.



God’s Lamp

If I stoop

Into a dark, tremendous sea of cloud,

It is but for a time; I press God’s lamp

Close to my breast; its splendor, soon or late,

Will pierce the gloom: I shall emerge one day.

—Robert Browning.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 36: 5-12.




September Twenty-Seventh


The New Year Ledger

I said one year ago,

“I wonder, if I truly kept

A list of days when life burnt low,

Of days I smiled and days I wept,

If good or bad would highest mount

When I made up the year’s account?”

I took a ledger fair and fine,

“And now,” I said, “when days are glad,

I’ll write with bright red ink the line,

And write with black when they are bad,

So that they’ll stand before my sight

As clear apart as day and night.

I will not heed the changing skies,

Nor if it shine nor if it rain;

But if there comes some sweet surprise,

Or friendship, love or honest gain,

Why, then it shall be understood

That day is written down as good.

When hands and brain stand labor’s test,

And I can do the thing I would

Those days when I am at my best

Shall all be traced as very good.

And in red letters, too, I’ll write

Those rare, strong hours when right is might.

And when pure, holy thoughts have power

To touch my heart and dim my eyes,

And I in some diviner hour

Can hold sweet converse with the skies,

Ah! then my soul may safely write:

“This day has been most good and bright!”

What do I see on looking back?

A red-lined book before me lies,

With here and there a thread of black,

That like a gloomy shadow flies,—

A shadow it must be confessed,

That often rose in my own breast.

And I have found it good to note

The blessing that is mine each day;

For happiness is vainly sought

In some dim future far away.

Just try my ledger for a year,

Then look with grateful wonder back,

And you will find, there is no fear,

The red days far exceed the black.

—Amelia E. Barr.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 21: 12-17.




September Twenty-Eighth


How Love Lightens Labor

A good wife rose from her bed one morn,

And thought, with a nervous dread,

Of the piles of clothes to be washed, and more

Than a dozen mouths to be fed.

“There’s the meals to get for the men in the field,

And the children to fix away

To school, and the milk to be skimmed and churned;

And all to be done this day.”

It had rained in the night, and all the wood

Was wet as it could be;

There were puddings and pies to bake, besides

A loaf of cake for tea.

And the day was hot, and her aching head

Throbbed wearily as she said,

“If maidens but knew what good wives know,

They would not be in haste to wed!”

“Jennie, what do you think I told Ben Brown?”

Called the farmer from the well;

And a flush crept up to his bronzed brow,

And his eyes half bashfully fell.

“It was this,” he said, and coming near

He smiled, and stooping down,

Kissed her cheek,—“’twas this, that you are the best

And the dearest wife in town!”

The farmer went back to the field, and the wife,

In a smiling, absent way,

Sang snatches of tender little songs

She’d not sung for many a day.

And the pain in her head was gone, and the clothes

Were white as the foam of the sea;

Her bread was light, and her butter was sweet,

And as golden as it could be.

“Just think,” the children all called in a breath,

“Tom Wood has run off to sea!

He wouldn’t, I know, if he’d only had

As happy a home as we.”

The night came down, and the good wife smiled

To herself, as she softly said:

“’Tis so sweet to labor for those we love—

It is not strange that maids will wed!”

—Anon.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 22:1-13.




September Twenty-Ninth


What The Heart Of The Young Man Said To The Psalmist

Tell me not, in mournful numbers,

Life is but an empty dream!—

For the soul is dead that slumbers,

And things are not what they seem.

Life is real! Life is earnest!

And the grave is not its goal;

Dust thou art, to dust returnest,

Was not spoken of the soul.

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow,

Is our destined end or way;

But to act, that each to-morrow

Find us farther than to-day.

In the world’s broad field of battle,

In the bivouac of Life,

Be not like dumb, driven cattle!

Be a hero in the strife!

Trust no Future, howe’er pleasant!

Let the dead Past bury its dead!

Act,—act in the living Present!

Heart within, and God o’erhead!

Lives of great men all remind us

We can make our lives sublime,

And, departing, leave behind us

Footprints on the sands of time;

Let us, then, be up and doing,

With a heart for any fate;

Still achieving, still pursuing,

Learn to labor and to wait.

—Henry W. Longfellow.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 22:1-13.




September Thirtieth


The Widow’s Offering

Then Jesus sat down opposite the chests for the Temple offerings, and watched how the people put money into them. Many rich people were putting in large sums; but one poor widow came and put in two farthings, which make a half-penny. On this, calling his disciples to him, Jesus said:

“I tell you that this poor widow has put in more than all the others who were putting money into the chests; for every one else put in something from what he had to spare, while she, in her need, put in all she had—everything that she had to live on.”

—Mark.



The Need Of Sunny People

Christianity wants nothing so much in the world as sunny people, and the old are hungrier for love than for bread, and the oil of joy is very cheap, and if you can help the poor on with the garment of praise, it will be better for them than blankets.

—Henry Drummond.



Good Out Of Contrast

These stones that make, the meadow brooklet murmur

Are the keys on which it plays.

O’er every shelving rock its touch grows firmer,

Resounding notes to raise.

If every path o’er which footsteps wander,

Were smooth as ocean strand,

There were no theme for gratitude and wonder

At God’s delivering hand.

—W. E. Winks.




October First


The Builders

All are architects of Fate,

Working in these walls of Time;

Some with massive deeds and great,

Some with ornaments of rhyme.

Nothing useless is and low;

Each thing in its place is best;

And what seems but idle show

Strengthens and supports the rest.

For the structure that we raise,

Time is with materials filled;

Our to-days and yesterdays

Are the blocks with which we build.

Truly shape and fashion these;

Leave no yawning gap between;

Think not, because no man sees,

Such things will remain unseen.

In the days of elder Art,

Builders wrought with greatest care

Each minute and unseen part;

For the Gods see everywhere.

Let us do our work as well,

Both the unseen and the seen;

Make the house, where Gods may dwell,

Beautiful and clean.

Else our lives are incomplete,

Standing in these walls of Time,

Broken stairways, where the feet

Stumble as they seek to climb.

Build to-day, then, strong and sure,

With a firm and ample base;

And ascending and secure

Shall to-morrow find its place.

Thus alone can we attain

To those turrets, where the eye

Sees the world as one vast plain,

And one boundless reach of sky.

—Henry W. Longfellow.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 25: 31-46.




October Second


The Perfect Father

The more perfect a father is, the more of a sovereign will he be; the better he is as a sovereign, the more excellently will he fulfil his functions as a father. The forms and sanctions of his authority will vary, but the less formal it grows the more real it will become. There is nothing so absolute as the paternal reign in its earliest form. The infant is the most helpless creature in nature; depends for food, clothing, tendance, everything essential to its continued being, on other hands than its own; and the parent’s sovereignty is then a sovereignty of carefulness, a mindfulness which feels every moment that the child can live only in and through those to whom it owes its being. Here the law governs the parent, though the law be love; and in obedience to it the work, as it were, of creating a subject still proceeds, and only as it is well and thoughtfully done can the subject ever be created.

But in due course the new mind and will awake, and sovereignty then assumes a new form, becomes legislative and administrative, frames laws which the child must be now persuaded, now compelled, now beguiled to obey. Here the authority is autocratic, yet with an autocracy which is most tender where most imperious. But the child becomes a youth, and the sovereignty again changes its form, becomes flexible in means that it may be flexible in end, loving the boy too well to tolerate his evil, so watching him that he may by a now regretted severity and a now gracious gentleness be trained and disciplined to good. And when the youth becomes a man, the sovereignty does not cease, though its form is altogether unlike anything that had been before; it may be the fellowship by which the old enrich and ripen the young and the young freshen and enlarge the old; it may be by a name which filial reverence will not sully, or a love and a pride which filial affection will delight to gratify; or it may only be by a memory which, as the years lengthen, grows in beauty and in power. But in whatever form, the sovereignty of a father who has been a father indeed, is of all human authorities the most real and the most enduring.

—A. M. Fairbairn.

Where children honor their parents, there God dwells, there God is honored.

—The Talmud.

Alternate Reading: Matthew 26: 20-35.




October Third


A New Arrival

There came to port last Sunday night

The queerest little craft,

Without an inch of rigging on;

I looked and looked and laughed.

It seemed so curious that she

Should cross the Unknown water,

And moor herself right in my room,

My daughter, O my daughter!

Yet by these presents witness all

She’s welcome fifty times,

And comes consigned to Hope and Love

And common-meter rhymes.

She has no manifest but this,

No flag floats o’er the water,

She’s too new for the British Lloyds—

My daughter, O my daughter!

Ring out, wild bells, and tame ones toot

Ring out the lover’s moon!

Ring in the little worsted socks!

Ring in the bib and spoon!

Ring out the muse! ring in the nurse!

Ring in the milk and water!

Away with paper, pen, and ink—

My daughter, O my daughter!

-George W. Cable.



O Little Feet!

O little feet! that such long years

Must wander on through hopes and fears,

Must ache and bleed beneath your load;

I, nearer to the wayside inn

Where toil shall cease and rest begin,

Am weary thinking of your road!

—Henry W. Longfellow.

Alternate Reading: John 14: 22-31.




October Fourth


The Wisdom Of Brotherly Living

Where are the wise and intelligent men among you? Let them show that their actions are the outcome of a life in the humility of true wisdom. But while you harbor envy and bitterness and a spirit of rivalry in your minds, do not assert your superiority over or give the lie to the Truth. That is not the wisdom which comes from above; it is earthly, animal and devilish. For where envy and rivalry exist, there you will also find disorder and all kinds of mean actions. But the wisdom from above is, before anything else, pure. Beyond that it is peace-loving, gentle, open to conviction, rich in compassion and good deeds, and free from partiality and insincerity. And righteousness, which is the fruit of this wisdom, is the crop that is sown in a peaceful life and which will be harvested by those who work for peace.

—James, the Brother of Jesus.



The Joy Of Peace

There is a peace which no men know

Save those whom suffering hath laid low,—

The peace of pain.

A strength, which only comes to those

Who’ve borne defeat,—greater, God knows,

Than victory.

A happiness which comes at last,

After all happiness seems past,—

The joy of peace.

—Anon.



Inspiration

So nigh is grandeur to our dust,

So near is God to man,

When Duty whispers low, Thou must,

The Youth replies, I can.

—Ralph Waldo Emerson.




October Fifth


Daddies

I would rather be the daddy

Of a romping, roguish crew,

Of a bright-eyed Chubby laddie

And a little girl or two,

Than the monarch of a nation

In his high and lofty seat

Taking empty adoration

From the subjects at his feet.

I would rather own their kisses

As at night to me they run,

Than to be the king who misses

All the simpler forms of fun.

When his dreary day is ending

He is dismally alone,

But when my sun is descending

There are joys for me to own.

He may ride to horns and drumming;

I must walk a quiet street,

But when once they see me coming

Then on joyous, flying feet

They come racing to me madly

And I catch them with a swing

And I say it proudly, gladly,

That I’m happier than a king.

You may talk of lofty places,

You may boast of pomp and power,

Men may turn their eager faces

To the glory of an hour,

But give me the humble station

With its joys that long survive,

For the daddies of the nation

Are the happiest men alive.

—Edgar A. Guest.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 66.




October Sixth


Getting Ready To Move

The owner of the tenement which I have occupied for many years has given notice that he will furnish but little or nothing more for repairs. I am advised to be ready to move.

At first this was not a very welcome notice. The surroundings here are in many respects very pleasant, and were it not for the evidence of decay, I should consider the old house good enough. But even a light wind causes it to tremble and all the braces are not sufficient to make it really secure. So I am getting ready to move.

It is strange how quickly one’s interest is transferred to the prospective home. I have been consulting maps of the new country and reading descriptions of its inhabitants. One who visited it has returned, and from him I learn that it is beautiful beyond description—language breaks down in attempting to tell of what he heard while there. He says that, in order to make an investment there, he has suffered the loss of all things that he owned here, and even rejoices in what others would call “making a sacrifice.”

Another, whose love to me has been proven by the greatest possible test, is now there. He has sent me several clusters of the most delicious fruits. After tasting them, all food here in comparison is insipid.

Two or three times I have been down by the border of the river that forms the boundary, and could almost wish myself among those on the other side. Won’t it be fine to live where “we shall know even as we are known nothing to hide, no doubts, no misunderstandings, just Love, Fellowship and Service,”pleasures for evermore.”

Many of my friends have moved there. I have seen the smile upon their faces, as they passed out of sight. Here the really satisfying joys of life,—its loves and fellowships—have always been hampered by the limitations of time, days, seasons, engagements, happenings, but there—” no night,” and “time shall be no more.”

Often I am asked to make further material investments here, but really many of those I have made are more worrisome than satisfying. On the contrary those which I have made on the other side have given great joy and peace. As our hearts go with our treasures, I am therefore positively declining so-called “good investments,” for most sincerely, I feel that I should be getting ready to move.

—Anon.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 36: 5-12.




October Seventh


When The World Grows Fair

Come hither lads and hearken, for a tale there is to tell,

Of the wonderful days a-coming, when all shall be better than well.

Men in that time a-coming shall work and have no fear

For to-morrow’s lack of earning, and the hunger-wolf anear.

I tell you this for a wonder, that no man then shall be glad

Of his fellow’s fall and mishap, to snatch at the work he had.

For that which the worker winneth shall then be his indeed,

Nor shall half be reaped for nothing by him that sowed no seed.

Oh, Strange new wonderful justice! but for whom shall we gather the gain?

For ourselves and each of our fellows, and no hand shall labor in vain.

Then all Mine and all Thine shall be Ours, and no more shall any man crave

For riches that serve for nothing but fetter a friend for a slave.

And what wealth then shall be left us, when none shall gather gold

To buy his friend in the market, and pinch and pine the sold?

Nay, What save the lovely city, and the little house on the hill,

And the wastes and the woodland beauty, and the happy fields we till;

And the homes of ancient stories, the tombs of the mighty dead;

And the wise men seeking out marvels, and the poet’s teeming head;

And the painter’s hand of wonder, and the marvelous fiddle-bow,

And the banded choirs of music: all those that do and know.

For all these shall be ours and all men’s; nor shall any lack a share

Of the toil and the gain of living, in the days when the world grows fair.

Oh, why and for what are we waiting, while our brothers droop and die,

And on every wind of the heavens a wasted life goes by?

Come, join in the only battle wherein no man can fail,

Where whoso fadeth and dieth yet his deed shall still prevail.

—William Morris.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 139:1-14.




October Eighth


Parable Of The Talents

“For it is as though a man, going on his travels, called his servants, and gave his property into their charge. He gave three thousand pounds to one, twelve hundred to another, and six hundred to a third, in proportion to the ability of each. Then he set out on his travels. The man who had received the three thousand pounds went at once and traded with it, and made another three thousand. So, too, the man who had received the twelve hundred pounds made another twelve hundred. But the man who had received the six hundred went and dug a hole in the ground, and hid his master’s money. After a long time the master of those servants returned, and settled accounts with them. The man who had received the three thousand pounds came up and brought three thousand more. ‘Sir,’ he said, ‘you entrusted me with three thousand pounds; look, I have made another three thousand!’

“‘Well done, good, trustworthy servant!’ said his master. ‘You have been trustworthy with a small sum; now I will place a large one in your hands; come and share your master’s joy!’ Then the one who had received the twelve hundred pounds came up and said, ‘Sir, you entrusted me with twelve hundred pounds; look, I have made another twelve hundred!’

“‘Well done, good, trustworthy servant!’ said his master. ‘You have been trustworthy with a small sum; now I will place a large one in your hands; come and share your master’s joy!’

“The man who had received the six hundred pounds came up, too, and said, ‘Sir, I knew that you were a hard man; you reap where you have not sown, and gather up where you have not winnowed; and, in my fear, I went and hid your money in the ground; look, here is what belongs to you!’

“‘You lazy, worthless servant!’ was his master’s reply. ‘You knew that I reap where I have not sown, and gather up where I have not winnowed? Then you ought to have placed my money in the hands of bankers, and I, on my return, should have received my money, with interest. Therefore,’ he continued, ‘take away from him the six hundred pounds, and give it to the one who has the six thousand. For, to him who has, more will be given, and he shall have abundance; but, as for him who has nothing, even what he has will be taken away from him. As for the useless servant, ’put him out into the darkness’ outside, where there will be weeping and grinding of teeth.’”

—Matthew.

So long as one is true to his home he will not be false to any trust.




October Ninth


God Served By Helping Those In Need

As Sir Launfal mused with a downcast face,

A light shone round about the place;

The leper no longer crouched by his side,

But stood before him glorified,

Shining and tall and fair and straight

As the pillar that stood by the Beautiful Gate,—

Himself the Gate whereby men can

Enter the temple of God in man.

His words were shed softer than leaves from the pine,

And they fell on Sir Launfal as snows on the brine,

That mingle their softness and quiet in one

With the shaggy unrest they float down upon;

And the voice that was softer than silence said:—

“Lo, it is I, be not afraid!

In many climes, without avail,

Thou hast spent thy life for the Holy Grail:

Behold it is here,—this cup which thou

Didst fill at the streamlet for me but now;

This crust is my body broken for thee,

This water his blood that died on the tree;

The Holy Supper is kept indeed

In whatso we share with other’s need.

Not what we give, but what we share,—

For the gift without the giver is bare;

Who gives himself with his alms feeds three.—

Himself, his hungry neighbor, and me.”

—James Russell Lowell.



Life’s Ladder

Love is the ladder by which we climb up to the likeness of God.

—Johann von Schiller.



Helpful Greetings

As ships meet at sea—a moment together, when words of greeting must be spoken, and then away upon the deep —so men meet in this world; and I think we should cross no man’s path without hailing him, and if he needs, give him supplies.

—Henry Ward Beecher.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 119: 1-8.




October Tenth


“If” For Girls

If you can dress to make yourself attractive,

Yet not make puffs and curia your chief delight;

If you can swim and row, be strong and active,

But of the gentler graces lose not sight;

If you can dance without a craze for dancing,

Play without giving play too strong a hold,

Enjoy the love of friends without romancing,

Care for the weak, the friendless and the old;

If you can master French and Greek and Latin,

And not acquire, as well, a priggish mien;

If you can feel the touch of silk and satin,

Without despising calico and jean;

If you can ply a saw and use a hammer,

Can do a man’s work when the need occurs,

Can sing when asked, without excuse or stammer,

Can rise above unfriendly snubs and slurs;

If you can make good bread as well as fudges,

Can sew with skill, and have an eye for dust;

If you can be a friend and hold no grudges,

A girl whom all will love because they must;

If sometime you should meet and love another

And make a home with faith and peace enshrined,

And you its soul,—a loyal wife and mother,—

You’ll work out pretty nearly to my mind

The plan that’s been developed through the ages,

And win the best that life can have in store.

You’ll be, my girl, a model for the sages,—

A woman whom the world will bow before.

—Elizabeth L. Otis.

Alternate Reading: Isaiah 65: 17-25.




October Eleventh


The Chrysalis

My little daughter found one day

A curious something in her play,

That was not fruit, nor flower, nor seed;

It was not anything that grew,

Or crept, or climbed, or swam, or flew;

Had neither legs nor wings, indeed;

And yet she was not sure, she said,

Whether it was alive or dead.

She brought it in her tiny hand

To see if I would understand,

And wondered when I made reply,

“You’ve found a baby butterfly.”

“A butterfly is not like this,”

With doubtful look she answered me.

So then I told her what would be

Some day within the chrysalis:

How, slowly, in the dull brown thing

Now still as death, a spotted wing,

And then another, would unfold,

Till from the empty shell would fly

A pretty creature, by and by,

All radiant in blue and gold.

“And will it, truly?” questioned she—

Her laughing lips and eager eyes

All in a sparkle of surprise— “And shall your little daughter see?”

“She shall!” I said. How could I tell

That ere the worm within its shell

Its gauzy, splendid wings had spread,

My little daughter would be dead?

To-day the butterfly has flown,—

She was not here to see it fly,—

And sorrowing I wonder why

The empty shell is mine alone.

Perhaps the secret lies in this:

I, too, had found a chrysalis,

And Death that robbed me of delight

Was but the radiant creature’s flight!

—Mary E. Bradley.

Alternate Reading: John 5:18-47.




October Twelfth


Columbus’ Birthday

Behind him lay the gray Azores,

Behind the gates of Hercules;

Before him not the ghost of shores.

Before him only shoreless seas.

The good mate said: “Now must we pray

For lo! the very stars are gone;

Speak, Admiral, what shall I say?

”Why say, sail on! and on!”

“My men grow mutinous day by day;

My men grow ghastly wan and weak.”

The stout mate thought of home; a spray

Of salt wave washed his swathy cheek.

“What shall I say, brave Admiral,

If we sight naught but seas at dawn?”

“Why, you shall say, at break of day:

‘Sail on! Sail on! and on!’”

They sailed and sailed, as winds might blow,

Until at last the blanched mate said;

“Why, now, not even God would know

Should I and all my men fall dead.

These very winds forget their way,

For God from these dread seas is gone.

Now speak, brave Admiral, and say—”

He said: “Sail on! and on!”

They sailed, they sailed, then spoke his mate:

“This mad sea shows his teeth tonight,

He curls his lip, he lies in wait,

With lifted teeth as if to bite!

Brave Admiral, Say but one word;

What shall we do when hope is gone?

”The words leaped as a leaping sword:

“Sail on! Sail on! and on!”

Then, pale and worn, he kept his deck,

And peered through darkness all that night

Of all dark nights; and then a speck!

A light! a light! a light! a light!

It grew to be a star-lit flag unfurled!

It grew to be Time’s burst of dawn;

He gained a world! he gave that world

Its grandest lesson: “On and on!”

—Joaquin Miller.

Alternate Reading: John 7: 37-52.




October Thirteenth


The True Test Of Character

“When the Son of Man has come in his glory and all the angels with him, then he ‘will take his seat on his throne of glory’; and all the nations will be gathered before him, and he will separate the people—just as a shepherd separates sheep from goats—placing the sheep on his right hand, and the goats on his left. Then the King will say to those on his right, ‘Come, you who are blessed by my Father, enter upon possession of the Kingdom prepared for you ever since the beginning of the world. For, when I was hungry, you gave me food; when I was thirsty, you gave me drink; when I was a stranger, you took me to your homes; when I was naked, you clothed me; when I fell ill, you visited me; and when I was in prison, you came to me.’

“Then the righteous will answer, ‘Lord, when did we see you hungry, and feed you? or thirsty, and give you drink? When did we see you a stranger, and take you to our homes? or naked, and clothe you? When did we see you ill, or in prison, and come to you?’

“And the King will reply, ‘I tell you, as often as you did it to one of these my Brothers, however lowly, you did it to me.’ Then he will say to those on his left, ‘Go from my presence, accursed, into the enduring fire which has been prepared for the Devil and his angels.’ For, when I was hungry, you gave me no food; when I was thirsty, you gave me no drink; when I was a stranger, you did not take me to your homes; when I was naked, you did not clothe me; and, when I was ill and in prison, you did not visit me.’

“Then they, in their turn, will answer,’ Lord, when did we see you hungry, or thirsty, or a stranger, or naked, or ill, or in prison, and did not supply your wants?’ And then he will reply, ‘I tell you, as often as you failed to do it to one of these, however lowly, you failed to do it to me.’ And these last will go away ‘into enduring punishment,’ but the righteous ‘into enduring life.’”

—Matthew.

Keep your home with all diligence, for out of it God is building civilization.




October Fourteenth


Father’s Merciful Love

(Can any parent read this poem and ever again strike his child in anger, or question the loving mercy of our Father God?)

My little son, who looked from thoughtful eyes

And moved and spoke in quiet grown-up wise,

Having my law the seventh time disobeyed,

I struck him, and dismissed

With hard words and unkissed,—

His mother, who was patient, being dead.

Then fearing lest his grief should hinder sleep,

I visited his bed,

But found him slumbering deep,

With darkened eyelids, and their lashes yet

From his late sobbing wet.

And I, with moan,

Kissing away his tears, left others of my own;

For on a table drawn beside his head,

He had put, within his reach,

A box of counters, and a red-veined stone,

A piece of glass abraded by the beach,

And six or seven shells,

A bottle with bluebells,

And two French copper coins, ranged there with careful art,

To comfort his sad heart.

So when that night I prayed

To God, I wept, and said:—

Ah, when at last we lie with tranced breath,

Not vexing Thee in death,

And Thou rememberest of what toys

We made our joys,

How weakly understood

Thy great commanded good,

Then, fatherly not less

Than I whom Thou hast molded from the clay,

Thou’lt leave Thy wrath, and say,

“will be sorry for their childishness.”

—Coventry Patmore.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 103: 1-13.




October Fifteenth


The Things That Are More Excellent

As we wax older on this earth,

Till many a toy that charmed us seems

Emptied of beauty, stripped of worth,

And mean as dust and dead as dreams,—

For gauds that perished, shows that passed,

Some recompense the Fates have sent:

Thrice lovelier shine the things that last,

The things that are more excellent.

Shall we perturb and vex our soul

For “wrongs” which no true freedom mar,

Which no man’s upright walk control?

And from no guiltless deed debar?

What odds though tonguesters heal, or leave

Unhealed, the grievance they invent?

To things, not phantoms, let us cleave—

The things that are more excellent.

In faultless rhythm the ocean rolls,

A rapturous silence thrills the skies;

And on this earth are lovely souls,

That softly look with aidful eyes.

Though dark, O God, Thy course and trade, I think Thou must at least have meant

That nought which lives should wholly lack

The things that are more excellent.

—William Watson.



Never Grow Old

Never grow old. Time’s furrowed lines

Of pain, of sorrow, and of tears

Must leave their impress, wide and deep,

On the face of declining years.

But the gentle spirit, fraught with love-

Bright deeds of happiness unfold;

Grows brighter, lovelier with age—

More winsome still—grows never old.

—F. M. Vancil.

Alternate Reading: Acts 9: 32-43.




October Sixteenth


Love Of Husband And Wife On The Sinking Titanic

(This poem is a picture of enduring love that should make careless and flippant couples feel ashamed of their lives.)

Husband to Wife:

Beloved, you must go—ask not to stay,—

You are a mother and your duties call,

And we, who have so long been all in all,

Must put the human side of life away.

For one brief moment let us stand and pray,

Sealed in the thought that whatso’er befall

We, who have known the freedom and the thrall

Of a great love, in death shall feel its sway,—

You, you must live, because of his dear need,

You are the one to bear the harder part—

Nay, do not cling—’tis time to say good-by.

Think of me then but as a spirit freed,

Flesh of my Flesh, and Heart of my own Heart,

The love we knew has made me strong to die!

Wife Answers:

I cannot leave you, ask me not to go,

Love of my youth and all my older years—

We, who have met together smiles or tears,

Feeling that each did but make closer grow

The union of our hearts—Ah! say not so

That death shall find us separate. All my fears

Are but to lose you. Life itself appears

A trifling thing—But one great truth I know,

When heart to heart has been so closely knit

That Flesh has been one Flesh and Soul one Soul,

Life is not life if they are rent apart,

And death unsevered is more exquisite

As we, who have known much, shall read the whole

Of Life’s great secret on each other’s heart.

—Corinne R. Robinson.

Alternate Reading: John 10: 22-41.




October Seventeenth


The Plot Against Jesus

When Jesus had finished all this teaching, he said to his disciples:

“You know that in two days’ time the Festival of the Passover will be here; and that the Son of Man is to be given up to be crucified.”

Then the Chief Priests and the Councillors of the nation met in the house of the High Priest, who was called Caiaphas, and plotted together to arrest Jesus by stealth and put him to death; but they said: “Not during the Festival, for fear of causing a riot.”


Jesus Anointed By A Woman At Bethany

After Jesus had reached Bethany, and while he was in the house of Simon the leper, a woman came up to him with an alabaster jar of very costly perfume, and poured the perfume upon his head as he was at table. The disciples were indignant at seeing this.

“What is this waste for?” they exclaimed. “It could have been sold for a large sum, and the money given to poor people.”

“Why are you troubling the woman?” Jesus said, when he noticed it “For this is a beautiful deed that she has done to me. You always have the poor with you, but you will not always have me. In pouring this perfume on my body, she has done it for my burying. I tell you, wherever, in the whole world, this Good News is proclaimed, what this woman has done will be told in memory of her.”



Judas Agrees To Betray Jesus

It was then that one of the Twelve, named Judas Iscariot, made his way to the Chief Priests, and said, ” What are you willing to give me, if I betray Jesus to you? The Priests “weighed him out thirty pieces of silver” as payment. So from that time Judas looked for an opportunity to betray Jesus.

—Matthew.




Woman Sets Her Own Price

Ah, wasteful woman!—she who may

On her sweet self set her own price,

Knowing he cannot choose but pay—

How has she cheapened Paradise!

How given for naught her priceless gift,

How spoiled the bread and spilled the wine,

Which, spent with due, respective thrift,

Had made brutes men, and men divine!

—Coventry Patmore.




October Eighteenth


The Wife To Her Husband

Linger not long. Home is not home without thee:

Its dearest tokens do but make me mourn.

O, let its memory, like a chain about thee,

Gently compel and hasten thy return!

Linger not long. Though crowds should woo thy staying.

Bethink thee, can the mirth of thy friend, though dear,

Compensate for the grief thy long delaying

Costs the fond heart that sighs to have thee here?

Linger not long. How shall I watch thy coming,

As evening shadows stretch o’er moor and dell;

When the wild bee hath ceased her busy humming,

And silence hangs on all things like a spell!

How shall I watch for thee, when fears grow stronger,

As night grows dark and darker on the hill!

How shall I weep, when I can watch no longer!

Ah, art thou absent, art thou absent still?

Haste, haste thee home unto thy cottage dwelling,

Haste, as a bird unto its peaceful nest!

Haste, as a skiff, through tempests wide and swelling,

Flies to its haven of securest rest!

—Anon.



Home, Sweet Home

’Mid pleasures and palaces though we may roam,

Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like home!

A charm from the skies seems to hallow us there,

Which, sought through the world, is ne’er met with elsewhere.

Home! home! sweet, sweet home!

There’s no place like home!

—John Howard Payne.

Alternate Reading: Mark 3: 20-35.




October Nineteenth


Home In A Cottage

I knew by the smoke, that so gracefully curled

Above the green elms, that a cottage was near,

And I said, “If there’s peace to be found in the world,

A heart that is humble might hope for it here!”

It was noon, and on the flowers that languished around

In silence reposed the voluptuous bee;

Every leaf was at rest, and I heard not a sound

But the woodpecker tapping the hollow beech-tree.

And, “Here in this lone little wood,” I exclaimed,

“With a maid who was lovely to soul and to eye,

Who would blush when I praised her, and weep if I blamed,

How blest could I live, and how calm could I die!”

—Thomas Moore.



A Cottage Lone And Still

If there were dreams to sell,

Merry and sad to tell,

And the crier rang the bell,

What would you buy?

A cottage lone and still

With bowers nigh,

Shadowy, my woes to still,

Until I die. Such pearl from Life’s fresh crown

Fain would I shake me down.

Were dreams to have at will

This would best heal my ill,

This would I buy.

—T. L. Beddoes.

Alternate Reading: Romans 11: 25-36.




October Twentieth


The Virgin Martyr

Every wild she-bird has nest and mate in the warm April weather,

But a captive woman, made for love, no mate, no nest, has she.

In the spring of young desire, young men and maids are wed together.

And the happy mothers flaunt their bliss for all the world to see.

Nature’s sacramental feast for them—an empty board for me.

I, a young maid once, an old maid now, deposed, despised, forgotten—

I, like them, have thrilled with passion and have dreamed of a nuptial rest,

Of the trembling life within me, of my children unbegotten,

Of a breathing new-born body to my yearning bosom prest,

Of the rapture of a little soft mouth drinking at my breast.

Time, that heals so many sorrows, keeps mine ever freshly aching.

Though my face is growing furrowed and my brown hair turning white,

Still I mourn my irremedial loss, asleep or awaking;

Still I hear my son’s voice calling “Mother” in the dead of night,

And am haunted by my girl’s eyes that will never see the light.

O my children that I might have had! My children lost forever!

O the goodly years that might have been, now desolate and bare!

O God, what have I lacked, what have I done, that I should never

Take my birthright like the others, take the crown that women wear,

And possess the common heritage to which all flesh is heir?

—Ada Cambridge.



In The Hollow Of God’s Hand

At the heart of the cyclone tearing the sky

And flinging the clouds and towers by

Is a place of central calm:

So here in the roar of mortal things,

I have a place where my spirit sings,

In the hollow of God’s Palm.

—Edwin Markham.

Alternate Reading: Romans 14:1-11.




October Twenty-First


The Choir Invisible

O may I join the choir invisible

Of those immortal dead who live again

In minds made better by their presence: live

In pulses stirred to generosity,

In deeds of daring rectitude, in scorn

For miserable aims that end with self,

In thoughts sublime that pierce the night like stars,

And with their mild persistence urge man’s search

To vaster issues.

So to live is heaven:

To make undying music in the world,

Breathing as beauteous order that controls

With growing sway the growing life of man.

So we inherit that sweet purity

For which we struggled, failed, and agonised

With widening retrospect that bred despair.

Rebellious flesh that would not be subdued,

A vicious parent shaming still its child

Poor anxious penitence, is quick dissolved;

Its discords, quenched by meeting harmonies,

Die in the large and charitable air.

And all our rarer, better, truer self,

That sobbed religiously in yearning song,

That watched to ease the burthen of the world,

Laboriously tracing what must be,

And what may yet be better—saw within

A worthier image for the sanctuary,

And shaped it forth before the multitude

Divinely human, raising worship so

To higher reverence more mixed with love—

That better self shall live till human Time

Shall fold its eyelids, and the human sky

Be gathered like a scroll within the tomb

Unread forever.

This is life to come,

Which martyred men have made more glorious

For us who strive to follow. May I reach

That purest heaven, be to other souls

The cup of strength in some great agony.

Enkindle generous ardor, feed pure love,

Beget the smiles that have no cruelty—

Be the sweet presence of a good diffused,

And in diffusion ever more intense.

So shall I join the choir invisible

Whose music is the gladness of the world.

—George Eliot.

Alternate Reading: Psalms 98.




October Twenty-Second


The Last Supper

So Peter and John went on, and found everything just as Jesus had told them, and they prepared the Passover.

When the time came, Jesus took his place at table, and the Apostles with him.

“I have most earnestly wished,” he said, “to eat this Passover with you before I suffer. For I tell you that I shall not eat it again, until it has had its fulfilment in the Kingdom of God.”

Then, on receiving a cup, after saying the thanksgiving, he said:

“Take this and share it among you. For I tell you that I shall not, after to-day, drink of the juice of the grape, till the Kingdom of God has come.”

Then Jesus took some bread, and, after saying the thanksgiving, broke it and gave to them, with the words:

“This is my body, [which is now to be given on your behalf. Do this in memory of me.”

And in the same way with the cup, after supper, saying:

“This cup is the New Covenant made by my blood which is being poured out on your behalf.] Yet seel the hand of the man that is betraying me is beside me upon the table! True, the Son of Man is passing, by the way ordained for him, yet alas for that man by whom he is being betrayed!” Then they began questioning one another which of them it could be that was going to do this.

—Luke.



The Holy Of Holies

In ancient Jerusalem the Holy of Holies in the center of the Temple was so sacred that it could not be entered by anyone but the High Priest and by him only once a year. The Home is in reality God’s Holy of Holies in which He means for His priest and priestess, father and mother, to officiate day and night.




October Twenty-Third


The Path To Greatness

Those who are regarded as rulers of the heathen, as you know, lord it over them, and their great men are their masters. But among you it must not be so. On the contrary, whosoever wishes to become great among you must be your servant, and whosoever wishes to take a first place among you must be at the call of everyone; for even the Son of Man came not to be served, but to serve, and to give His life a ransom for many.

—Jesus.



When A Man Comes To Himself

What every man seeks is satisfaction. He deceives himself so long as he imagines it to lie in self-indulgence, so long as he deems himself the center and object of effort. His mind is spent in vain upon itself. Not in action itself, not in “pleasure” shall it find its desires satisfied, but in consciousness of right, of powers greatly and nobly spent. It comes to know itself in the motives which satisfy it, in the zest and power of rectitude. Christianity has liberated the world, not as a system of ethics, not as a philosophy of altruism, but by its revelation of the power of pure and unselfish love. Its vital principle is not its code, but its motive. Love clear sighted, loyal, personal, is its breath and immortality.

Christ came not to save Himself, assuredly, but to save the world. His motive, His example, are every man’s key to his own gifts and happiness. The ethical code He taught may no doubt be matched, here a piece, there a piece, out of other religions, other teachings and philosophies. Every thoughtful man with a conscience must know a code of right and of pity to which he ought to conform, but without the motive of Christianity, without love, he may be the purest altruist and yet be as sad and as unsatisfied as Marcus Aurelius.

Christianity gave us, in the fullness of time, the perfect image of right living, the secret of social and of individual well-being; for the two are not separable, and the man who receives and verifies that secret in his own living has discovered npt only the best way to serve the world, but also the one happy way to satisfy himself. Then, indeed, has he come to himself. After this fretfulness passes away, experience mellows and strengthens and makes more fit, and old age brings, not senility, not regret, but higher hope and serene maturity.

—Woodrow Wilson.

First of all, I must make myself a man; if I do not succeed in that, I can succeed in nothing.

—James A. Garfield.

Alternate Reading: Romans 15: 7-21.




October Twenty-Fourth


The Little Child That Was

(Mothers who grieve for a child that was should remember that God is Mother too. How great is the love of the most devoted mother for her babe! It is not one millionth of God’s love for the same babe.)

The night throbs on; Oh, let me pray, dear Lord!

Crush off his name a moment from my mouth.

To Thee my eyes would turn, but they go back,

Back to my arm beside me where he lay—

So little, Lord, so little and so warm!

I cannot think that thou hadst need of him!

He was so little, Lord, he cannot sing,

He cannot praise Thee; all his life had learned

Was to hold fast my kisses in the night.

Forgive me, Lord, but I am sick with grief.

And tired of tears and cold to comforting.

Thou art wise, I know, and tender, aye, and good,

Thou hast my child, and he is safe in Thee,

And I believe—

Ah, God, my child shall go

Orphaned among the angels! All alone,

So little and alone! He knows not Thee,

He only knows his mother—give him back!

—Josephine Daskam.



The Growth Of Civilization

Great truths are portions of the soul of man;

Great souls are portions of eternity;

Each drop of blood that e’er through true heart ran

With lofty message, ran for you and me;

For God’s law, since the starry song began,

Hath been, and still forevermore must be,

That every deed which shall outlast life’s span

Must goad the soul to be erect and free.

—James Russell Lowell.

Alternate Reading: I Corinthians 1:18-31.




October Twenty-Fifth


The Little Child That Never Was

The Little Child That Never Was is a very beautiful child. He is absolutely without faults or flaws or disfigurements of any kind. He is all, all. All that his father, his mother, would have him to be. And he has a great work to do in the world—that Little Child That Never Was. He will either sweeten the life of his poor lonely father or mother or else make it as bitter as wormwood. He will wonderfully soften or cruelly harden them. The Little Child That Never Was calls his solitary father and lonely mother to the service of the world’s childhood. It is a great thing for the world that there are men and women with no children of their own. For there are little children without fathers and without mothers, and there are little children with fathers and mothers who would be better off if they had none. And the lonely men and women are called by the Little Child That Never Was to devote their lives to the service of the lonely little children. And in ministering to the world’s childhood they will lose their loneliness and their longing, for the Little Child That Never Was will become incarnate in the little children around them, and they will hear his laughter and wipe away his tears after all.

—F. W. Boreham.



Sowing And Reaping

Every sower must some day reap

Fruits from the seed he has sown;

How carefully then it becomes us to keep

A watchful eye on the seed, and seek

That we may not weep to receive our own.

—Anon.



Be True

To conscience be true, and to man true,

Keep faith, hope, and love in your breast,

And when you have done all you can do,

Why, you may trust for the rest.

—Alice Cary.

Alternate Reading: I Corinthians 2: 1-16.




October Twenty-Sixth


The Dignity Of Service

And a dispute arose among them as to which of them was to be regarded as the greatest. Jesus, however, said:

“The kings of the Gentiles lord it over them, and their oppressors are styled Benefactors. But with you it must not be so. No, let the greatest among you become like the youngest, and him who leads like him who serves. Which is the greater—the master at the table or his servant? Is not it the master at the table? Yet I myself am among you as one who serves. You are the men who have stood by me in my trials; and, just as my Father has assigned me a Kingdom, I assign you places, so that you may eat and drink at my table in my Kingdom, and be seated upon twelve thrones as judges of the twelve tribes of Israel.


Peter’s Fall Foretold

“Simon! Simon! listen. Satan demanded leave to sift you all like wheat, but I prayed for you, Simon, that your faith should not fail. And you, when you have returned to me, are to strengthen your Brothers.”

—Luke.




Self Mastery

Our desires are bonds, fettering us as well as others. It is only when we get to the point of letting the bird out of its cage that we can realize how free the bird has set us. Whatever we cage, shackles us with desire whose bonds are stronger than those of iron chains. I tell you, Sir; this is just what the world has failed to understand. They all seek to reform something outside themselves.

But reform is wanted only in one’s own desire, nowhere else, nowhere else!

We think that we are our own masters when we get in our hands the object of our desire—but we are really our own masters only when we are able to cast out our desires from our minds.

—Rabindranath Tagore.




October Twenty-Seventh


Genuine Hospitality

Above all things, let your love for one another be very earnest, for love throws a veil over countless sins. Never grudge hospitality to one another.

—Peter.



Evils That Love Would Prevent

The mutual attacks of state on state; the mutual usurpations of family on family; the mutual robberies of man on man; the want of kindness on the part of the sovereign and of loyalty on the part of the minister; the want of tenderness and filial duty between father and son—these, and such as these, are the things injurious to the empire. All this has arisen from want of mutual love. If but that one virtue could be made universal, the princes loving one another would have no battlefields; the chiefs of families would attempt no usurpations; men would commit no robberies; rulers and ministers would be gracious and loyal; fathers and sons would be kind and filial; brothers would be harmonious and easily reconciled. Men in general loving one another, the strong would not make prey of the weak; the many would not plunder the few; the rich would not insult the poor; the noble would not be insolent to the mean; and the deceitful would not impose upon the simple.

—Mo Ti.



The Road To Happiness

I wonder why it is that we are not kinder than we are! How much the world needs it. How easily it is done. How spontaneously it acts. How infallibly it is remembered. How super-abundantly it pays itself back—for there is no debtor in the world so honorable as love.

There is no happiness in having and getting, but only in giving. Half the world is on the wrong scent in the pursuit of happiness.

—Henry Drummond.

Alternate Reading: I Corinthians 12:1-31.




October Twenty-Eighth


Growth From Within By The Law Of Love

All that does not grow out of one’s inner being, all that is not one’s own original feeling and thought, or that at least does not awaken that, oppresses and defaces the individuality of man instead of calling it forth, and nature becomes thereby a caricature. Shall we never cease to stamp human nature, even in childhood, like coins? to overlay it with foreign images and foreign superscriptions, instead of letting it develop itself and grow into form according to the law of life planted in it by God, the Father, so that it may be able to bear the stamp of the Divine, and become an image of God?

This theory of love is to serve as the highest goal and pole-star of human education, and must be attended to in the germ of humanity, the child, and truly in his very first impulses. The conquest of self-seeking egoism is the most important task of education; for selfishness isolates the individual from all communion, and kills the life-giving principle of love. Therefore the first object of education is to teach to love, to break up the egoism of the individual, and to lead him from the first stage of communion in the family through all the following stages of social life to the love of humanity, or to the highest self-conquest by which man rises to Divine unity.

—Friedrich Froebel.



Set Your Mind On Things Above

In moral and spiritual culture we must seek not only for reverence and readiness, but also for loftiness of mind. Set your mind on things above. Contemplate lofty themes. Let your thoughts move among the august and sublime. Don’t let them grovel among the mire. It is a heartening truth that the Mind can be trained to feel so much at home among things that are pure as to feel orphaned and lonely when the pure is absent.

—J. H. Jowett.

Alternate Reading: II Corinthians 10:1-6.




October Twenty-Ninth


The Man With The Hoe

God made man in His own image, in the image of God made He him.

—Genesis

Bowed by the weight of centuries he leans

Upon his hoe and gazes on the ground.

The emptiness of ages in his face,

And on his back the burden of the world.

Who made him dead to rapture and despair,

A thing that grieves not and that never hopes,

Stolid and stunned, a brother to the ox?

Who loosened and let down this brutal jaw?

Whose was the hand that slanted back this brow?

Whose breath blew out the light within this brain?

Is this the Thing the Lord God made and gave

To have dominion over sea and land;

To trace the stars and search the heavens for power:

To feel the passion of Eternity?

Is this the Dream He dreamed who shaped the suns

And marked their ways upon the ancient deep?

Down all the stretch of Hell to its last gulf

There is no shape more terrible than this—

More tongued with censure of the world’s blind greed—

More filled with signs and portents for the soul—

More fraught with menace to the universe.

O masters, lords, and rulers in all lands,

How will the future reckon with this Man?

How answer his brute question in that hour

When whirlwinds of rebellion shake the world?

How will it be with kingdoms and with kings—

With those who shaped him to the thing he is—

When this dumb Terror shall reply to God,

After the silence of the centuries?

—Edwin Markham.

Alternate Reading: I Kings 21: 1-20.




October Thirtieth


A Lesson In Brotherliness

Before the Passover Festival began, Jesus knew that the time had come for him to leave the world and go to the Father. He had loved those who were his own in the world, and he loved them to the last. The Devil had already put the thought of betraying Jesus into the mind of Judas Iscariot, the son of Simon; and at supper, Jesus—although knowing that the Father had put everything into his hands, and that he had come from God, and was to return to God—rose from his place, and, taking off his upper garments, tied a towel round his waist. He then poured some water into the basin, and began to wash the disciples’ feet, and to wipe them with the towel which was tied round him. When he came to Simon Peter, Peter said:

“You, Master! Are you going to wash my feet?”

“You do not understand now what I am doing,” replied Jesus, ” but you will learn by and by.”

“You shall never wash my feet!” exclaimed Peter.

“Unless I wash you,” answered Jesus, “you have nothing in common with me.”

“Then, Master, not my feet only,” exclaimed Simon Peter, “but also my hands and my head.”

“He who has bathed,” replied Jesus, “has no need to wash, unless it be his feet, but is altogether clean; and you,” he said to the disciples, “are clean, yet not all of you.” For he knew who was going to betray him, and that was why he said “You are not all clean.” When he had washed their feet, and had put on his upper garments and taken his place, he spoke to them again.

“Do you understand what I have been doing to you?” he asked. “You yourselves call me ‘the Teacher’ and ‘the Master,’ and you are right, for I am both. If I, then—‘the Master’ and ‘the Teacher’—have washed your feet, you also ought to wash one another’s feet; for I have given you an example, so that you may do just as I have done to you. In truth I tell you, a servant is not greater than his master, nor yet a messenger than the man who sends him. Now that you know these things, happy are you if you do them.”

—John.




October Thirty-First


Hallow E’en

Awake, arise, you dead men all—dead women, waken you,

The hunters’ moon is in the sky—her cruse of frosty dew

Earth empties; throw your covers off, of grave grass, rank and green.

This is the dead men’s holiday, ’tis Hallow E’en.

Brother and sister parted long by bitter words and blind

Forget the years of severed ways with old love in their mind.

The beggar that of hunger died, the girl that died of shame,

Are playing in that spirit land some childish game.

Husband and wife forget the wrong that kept their souls apart—

Hand lies in hand so tenderly as heart beats for dear heart.

This is the day for buried love to see as it is seen,

This is the dead men’s holiday—All Hallow’s E’en.

—Nora Hopper.



Be Cheerful

Laugh, and the world laughs with you;

Weep, and you weep alone.

For the sad old earth must borrow its mirth,

But has trouble enough of its own.

Sing, and the hills will answer;

Sigh, it is lost on the air.

The echoes bound to a joyful sound,

But shrink from voicing care.

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.



Perseverance

We must not hope to be mowers,

And to gather the ripe gold ears,

Unless we have first been sowers

And watered the furrows with tears.

It is not just as we take it,

This mystical world of ours,

Life’s field will yield as we make it

A harvest of thorns or of flowers.

—Johann W. von Goethe.

Alternate Reading: Hebrews 12:1-6.




November First


All-Saints’ Day

One feast, of holy days the crest,

I, though no Churchman, love to keep,

All-Saints,—the unknown good that rest

In God’s still memory folded deep;

The bravely dumb that did their deed,

And scorned to blot it with a name,

Men of the plain heroic breed,

That loved heaven’s silence more than fame.

—James Russell Lowell.



Somewhere In God’s Wide Universe

“How can I cease to pray for thee? Somewhere

In God’s wide universe thou art to-day.

Can He not reach thee with His tender care?

Can He not hear me when for thee I pray?

“Somewhere thou livest and hast need of Him,

Somewhere thy soul sees higher heights to climb,

And somewhere, too, there may be valleys dim

Which thou must pass to reach the heights sublime.

“Then all the more because thou canst not hear

Poor human words of blessing will I pray.

O, true brave heart, God bless thee whereso’er

In God’s wide universe thou art to-day.”

—Anon.



My Hope

My own hope is, a sun will pierce

The thickest cloud earth ever stretched;

That, after Last, returns the First,

Though a wide compass round be fetched;

That what began best, can’t end worst,

Nor what God blessed once, prove accurst.

—Robert Browning.

Alternate Reading: John 14:1-7.




November Second


Wife, Children, And Friends

When the black-lettered list to the gods was presented

(The list of what Fate for each mortal intends),

At the long string of ills a kind goddess relented,

And slipped in three blessings—

Wife, children, and friends.

In vain surly Pluto maintained he was cheated,

For justice divine could not compass its ends;

The scheme of man’s penance he swore was defeated,

For earth becomes heaven with—

Wife, children, and friends.

The dayspring of youth, still unclouded by sorrow,

Alone on itself for enjoyment depends;

But drear is the twilight of age, if it borrow

No warmth from the smile of—

Wife, children, and friends.

Let the breath of renown ever freshen and nourish

The laurel which o’er the dead favorite bends;

O’er me wave the willow, and long may it flourish,

Bedewed with the tears of—

Wife, children, and friends.

—W. R. Spencer.



The Richest Man

The richest man on earth is the man who lives in the purest, sweetest and happiest home.

Alternate Reading: Acts 10:1-43.




November Third


Truth Never Defeated

Truth, crushed to earth, shall rise again;

The eternal years of God are hers;

But Error, wounded, writhes in pain,

And dies among his worhippers.

—William Cullen Bryant.



Jesus Sees Glory In Approaching Death

When Judas had gone out, Jesus said:

“Now the Son of Man has been exalted, and God has been exalted through him; and God will exalt him with himself—yes, he will exalt him forthwith. My children, I am to be with you but a little while longer. You will look for me; and what I said to the Jews— ‘You cannot come where I am going’ —I now say to you. I give you a new commandment—Love one another; love one another as I have loved you. It is by this that every one will recognize you as my disciples—by your loving one another.”

—John.



Spoken Of Christ

Alexander, Caesar, Charlemagne, and myself founded empires, but upon force. Jesus Christ alone founded His empire upon love; and at this hour millions of men would die for Him. He speaks, and at once generations become His by stricter, closer ties than those of blood. He lights up the flame of a love which consumes self-love, and prevails over every other love. In every attempt to effect this thing, namely, to make Himself beloved, man deeply feels his own impotence; so that Christ’s greatest miracle undoubtedly is the reign of character.

—Napoleon on St. Helena.




November Fourth


The Coming Man

Oh, not for the great departed,

Who formed our country’s laws,

And not for the bravest-hearted

Who died in freedom’s cause,

And not for some living hero

To whom all bend the knee,

My muse would raise her song of praise—

But for the man to be.

For out of the strife which woman

Is passing through to-day,

A man that is more than human

Shall yet be born, I say.

A man in whose pure spirit

No dross of self will lurk;

A man who is strong to cope with wrong,

A man who is proud to work.

A man with hope undaunted,

A man with godlike power,

Shall come when he most is wanted,

Shall come at the needed hour.

He shall silence the din and clamor

Of clan disputing with clan,

And toil’s long fight with purse-proud might

Shall triumph through this man.

Mourn not for vanished ages

With their great heroic men,

Who dwell in history’s pages

And live in the poet’s pen.

For the grandest times are before us,

And the world is yet to see

The noblest worth of this old earth

In the men that are to be.

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

The greater homes of the present will produce the greater men of the greater future.

Alternate Reading: Acts 4: 5-20.




November Fifth


Our Trysting-Places

There are no chance meetings. We keep tryst. “It is a strange truth of life,” says Stopford Brooke, “that unknowingly we are continually hovering close to our destiny. We think again and again, in the street, at night before sleep attacks us with her envious silence, that perhaps to-day we met, or perhaps to-morrow we shall meet, him or her who will upturn our life and make it new.”

Think of our courtships, for example. Is it not G. K. Chesterton who says that the spectacle of a pair of lovers wandering in a leafy lane is a greater slice of history than the record of a battle? For a battle is a grim story of the past; whilst, as you gaze upon the happy man and maid, you look down the long avenues of future generations. Can anyone believe that our courtships come about by chance? If so, our homes are the temples of chance, our children are the offspring of chance, the race is the creation of chance, and we have expelled God from His own universe.

Yes; that pair of lovers met by appointment, not only in the leafy lane last night, but when they first saw each other’s faces, and felt a tingling consciousness that their destiny had saluted them. Edwin Arnold sings:

Somewhere there waiteth in this world of ours

For each lone soul another lonely soul.

Each chasing each through all the weary hours

And meeting strangely at some sudden goal.

Then blend they, like green leaves with golden flowers,

Into one beautiful and perfect whole; And life’s long night is ended, and the way

Lies open, onward to eternal day.

“A woman cannot find rest,” says Dr. Alexander Whyte, “but in the house of her husband. Knit as her heart is, and will forever be, to her father and to her mother, yet there is a soul somewhere in God’s hand to whom she was knit before she was born, and when God opens His hand twin-soul leaps out to meet twin-soul, and she is married in the Lord.”

—F. W. Boreham.

Two loving hearts in a true home are more capable of making future history than a million soldiers on the battle-field.

Alternate Reading: Acts 5:12-16.




November Sixth


If We Only Understood

Could we but draw back the curtains

That surround each other’s lives,

See the naked heart and spirit,

Know what spur the action gives,

Often we should find it better,

Purer than we judge we should;

We should love each other better

If we only understood.

Could we judge all deeds by motives,

See the good and bad within,

Often we should love the sinner

All the while we loathe the sin.

Could we know the powers working

To o’erthrow integrity,

We should judge each other’s errors

With more patient charity.

If we knew the cares and trials,

Knew the effort all in vain,

And the bitter disappointment—

Understood the loss and gain—

Would the grim external roughness

Seem, I wonder, just the same?

Should we help where now we hinder?

Should we pity where we blame?

Ah! we judge each other harshly,

Knowing not life’s hidden force;

Knowing not the fount of action

Is less turbid at the source;

Seeing not amid the evil

All the golden grains of good;

Oh, we’d love each other better,

If we only understood!

—Anon.

Alternate Reading: Acts 5: 17-42.




November Seventh


Living In Eternity Now

“Do not let your hearts be troubled. Believe in God; believe also in me. In my Father’s Home there are many dwellings. If it had not been so, I should have told you, for I am going to prepare a place for you. And, since I go and prepare a place for you, I shall return and take you to be with me, so that you may be where I am; and you know the way to the place where I am going.”

“We do not know where you are going, Master,” said Thomas; “so how can we know the way?” Jesus answered: “I am the Way, and the Truth, and the Life; no one ever comes to the Father except through me. If you had recognized me, you would have known my Father also; for the future you will recognize him, indeed you have already seen him.”

“Master, show us the Father,” said Philip, “and we shall be satisfied.”

“Have I been all this time among you,” said Jesus, “and yet you, Philip, have not recognized me? He who has seen me has seen the Father, how can you say then, ‘Show us the Father’? Do not you believe that I am in union with the Father, and the Father with me? In giving you my teaching I am not speaking on my own authority; but the Father himself, always in union with me, does his own work. Believe me,” he said to them all, “when I say that I am in union with the Father and the Father with me, or else believe me on account of the work itself. In truth I tell you, he who believes in me will himself do the work that I am doing; and he will do greater work still, because I am going to the Father. Whatever you ask, in my Name, I will do, that the Father may be honored in the Son. If you ask anything, in my Name, I will do it.”

—John.



The Successful Life

Forenoon, and afternoon, and night;—forenoon.

And afternoon, and night; Forenoon, and—what?

The empty song repeats itself. No more?

Yea, that is life; make this forenoon sublime,

This afternoon a psalm, this night a prayer.

And time is conquered, and thy crown is won.

—E. R. Sill.




November Eighth


The Culture Of The Home

The true culture of the home is that of the spirit. The best way of keeping the father, the wife, the boys and the girls from evil is to make the home attractive and sufficient in itself. A man’s home ought to be enough for him so that if everything else in the world were taken away he might console himself with its abiding treasures.

—C. S. Macfarland.



I Will Build Me A Nest On The Greatness Of God

Oh, what is abroad in the marsh and the terminal sea?

Somehow my soul seems suddenly free

From the weighing of fate and the sad discussion of sin,

By the length and the breadth and the sweep of the marshes of Glynn.

Ye marshes, how candid and simple and nothing withholding and free

Ye publish yourselves to the sky and offer yourselves to the sea!

Tolerant plains, that suffer the sea and the rains and the sun,

Ye spread and span like the catholic man who hath mightily won

God out of knowledge, and good out of infinite pain,

And sight out of blindness, and purity out of stain.

As the marsh-hen secretly builds on the watery sod,

Behold I will build me a nest on the greatness of God:

I will fly in the greatness of God as the marsh-hen flies

In the freedom that fills all the space ’twixt the marsh and the skies:

By so many roots as the marsh-grass sends into the sod

I will heartily lay me a-hold on the greatness of God.

—Sidney Lanier.

Reverence of God is the basis of morality.

—The Talmud.

Alternate Reading: Acts 8:14-25.




November Ninth


God On Earth As The Spirit Of Truth

“If you love me, you will lay my commands to heart, and I will ask the Father, and he will give you another Helper, to be with you always—the Spirit of Truth. The world cannot receive this Spirit, because it does not see him or recognize him, but you recognize him, because he is always with you, and is within you. I will not leave you bereaved; I will come to you. In a little while the world will see me no more, but you will still see me; because I am living, you will be living also. At that time you will recognize that I am in union with the Father, and you with me, and I with you. It is he who has my commands and lays them to heart that loves me; and he who loves me will be loved by my Father, and I will love him, and will reveal myself to him.”

“What has happened, Master,” said Judas (not Judas Iscariot), “that you are going to reveal yourself to us, and not to the world?”

“Whoever loves me,” Jesus answered, “will lay my Message to heart; and my Father will love him, and we will come to him and make our home with him. He who does not love me will not lay my Message to heart; and the Message to which you are listening is not my own, but that of the Father who sent me.

” I have told you all this while still with you, but the Helper—the Holy Spirit whom the Father will send in my Name—he will teach you all things, and will recall to your minds all that I have said to you. Peace be with you! My own peace I give you. I do not give to you as the world gives. Do not let your hearts be troubled, or dismayed. You heard me say that I was going away and would return to you. Had you loved me, you would have been glad that I was going to the Father, because the Father is greater than I. And this I have told you now before it happens, that, when it does happen, you may still believe in me. I shall not talk with you much more, for the Spirit that is ruling the world is coming. He has nothing in common with me; but he is coming that the world may see that I love the Father, and that I do as the Father commanded me. Come, let us be going.”

—John.




November Tenth


The Sum Of True Righteousness

This is the sum of true righteousness—

Treat others as thou wouldst thyself be treated.

Do nothing to thy neighbor which hereafter

Thou wouldst not have thy neighbor do to thee.

In causing pleasure or in giving pain,

In doing good or injury to others,

In granting or refusing a request,

A man obtains a proper rule of action

By looking on his neighbor as himself.

—The Maha-Bharata



God The Builder Of The World

When we see a stately house, although we see not the man who built it, yet will we conclude shus: Surely some wise artificer has been working here. Can we, when we behold the stately theatre of Heaven and Earth, conclude other than that the finger, arms, and wisdom of God have been here, although we see not Him that is invisible, and although we know not the time when He began to build? Every creature in Heaven and Earth is a loud preacher of this truth. Who set those candles, those torches of Heaven? Could any frame a man but one wiser and greater than man? What power of men or angels can make the least blade of grass, or put life into the least fly, if once dead? There is, therefore, a Power over all created power, which is God.

—Thomas Shepard.



Duty

When duty comes a-knocking at your gate,

Welcome him in, for if you bid him wait,

He will depart only to come once more

And bring seven other duties to your door.

—Edwin Markham.

Alternate Reading: I Peter 2: 13-22.




November Eleventh


Armistice Day



In Flanders’ Fields

In Flanders’ fields the poppies blow

Between the crosses, row on row,

That mark our place, and in the sky

The larks still bravely singing fly,

Scarce heard amid the guns below.

We are the dead. Short days ago

We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,

Loved and were loved, and now we lie

In Flanders’ fields.

Take up our quarrel with the foe,

To you from falling hands we throw

The torch—be yours to hold it high.

If ye break faith with us who die,

We shall not sleep tho poppies grow

In Flanders’ fields.

—John McCrae.



The Reply

Rest ye in peace, ye Flanders dead,

The fight that ye so bravely led

We’ve taken up, and we will keep

True faith with you who lie asleep.

With each a cross to mark his bed,

And poppies blowing overhead.

Where once his own life blood ran red,

So let your rest be sweet and deep,

In Flanders’ fields.

Fear not that ye have died for naught.

The torch you threw to us we caught,

Ten million hands will hold it high,

And freedom’s cause will never die—

We’ve learned the lesson you have taught,

In Flanden’ fields.

—R. W. Lillard.

Be the first to hold out the hand of peace.

He who maketh peace among strivers will inherit eternal life.

When two men quarrel, he who first is silent is the better man.

—The Talmud.

Alternate Reading: Isaiah 2: 2-4.




November Twelfth


The Worn Wedding-Ring

Your wedding ring wears thin, dear wife; ah, summers not a few,

Since I put it on your finger first, have passed o’er me and you;

And, love, what changes we have seen,—what cares and pleasures, too,—

Since you became my own dear wife, when this old ring was new!

O, Blessings on that happy day, the happiest of my life,

When, thanks to God, your low, sweet “Yes,” made you my loving wife!

Your heart will say the same, I know; that day’s as dear to you,—

That day that made me yours, dear wife, when this old ring was new.

Years bring fresh links to bind us, wife,—young voices that are here;

Young faces round our fire that make their mother’s yet more dear;

Young loving hearts your care each day makes yet more like to you,

More like the loving heart made mine when this old ring was new.

The past is dear, its sweetness fresh our memories treasure yet;

The griefs we’ve borne, together borne, we would not now forget.

Whatever, wife, the future brings, heart unto heart still true,

We’ll share as we have shared all else since this old ring was new.

—W. C. Bennett.

Alternate Reading: Acts 11: 1-18.




November Thirteenth


Brave And True

Whatever you are, be brave, boys!

The liar’s a coward and slave, boys!

Though clever at ruses,

And sharp at excuses,

He’s a sneaking and pitiful knave, boys!

Whatever you are, be frank, boys!

’Tis better than money and rank, boys!

Still cleave to the right,

Be lovers of light,

Be open, aboveboard, and frank, boys!

Whatever you are, be kind, boys!

Be gentle in manner and mind, boys!

The man gentle in mien,

Words and tempers, I ween,

Is the gentleman truly refined, boys!

Whatever you are, be true, boys!

Be visible through and through, boys!

Leave to others the shamming,

The “greening” and the “cramming,”

In fun and in earnest, be true, boys!

—Henry Downton.



A Lie Never Needed

Dare to be true. Nothing can need a lie.

A fault which needs it most, grows two thereby.

—George Herbert.



The Folly Of Falsehood

He who tells a lie is not sensible how great a task he undertakes; for he must be forced to invent twenty more to maintain that one.

—Alexander Pope.

So long as I have lived I have striven to live worthily.

—Alfred, the Great (His dying words.)

Alternate Reading: Acts 13:1-12.




November Fourteenth


Jesus, The Ideal Life

Jesus, there is no dearer name than Thine,

Which Time has blazoned on his mighty scroll;

No wreaths nor garlands ever did entwine

So fair a temple of so vast a soul.

There every virtue set his triumph seal;

Wisdom conjoined with strength and radiant grace,

In a sweet copy heaven to reveal,

And stamp Perfection on a mortal face.

Once on the earth wert Thou, before men’s eyes

That did not half Thy beauteous brightness see;

E’en as the emmet does not read the skies,

Nor our weak orbs look through immensity.

—Theodore Parker.



Lead Me Deeper Into Life

Lead me, yea, lead me deeper into life,

This suffering, human life wherein Thou livest

And breathest still, and bholdest Thy way divine.

’Tis here, O pitying Christ, where Thee I seek,

Here where the strife is fiercest; where the sun

Beats down upon the highway thronged with men,

And in the raging mart. Oh! deeper lead

My soul into the living world of souls

Where Thou dost move.

But lead me, Man Divine,

Where’er Thou willest, only that I may find

At the long journey’s end Thy image there,

And grow more like it. For art not Thou

The human shadow of the infinite Love

That made and fills the endless universe!

The very Word of Him, the unseen, unknown

Eternal Good that rules the summer flower

And all the worlds that people starry space!

—Richard Watson Gilder.

Alternate Reading: Acts 14: 1-28.




November Fifteenth


Fellowship With God On Earth

“I am the True Vine, and my Father is the Vinegrower. Any unfruitful branch in me he takes away, and he cleanses every fruitful branch, that it may bear more fruit. You are already clean because of the Message that I have given you. Remain united to me, and I will remain united to you. As a branch cannot bear fruit by itself, unless it remains united to the vine; no more can you, unless you remain united to me. I am the Vine, you are the branches. He that remains united to me, while I remain united to him—he bears fruit plentifully; for you can do nothing apart from me. If any one does not remain united to me, he is thrown away, as a branch would be, and withers up. Such branches are collected and thrown into the fire, and are burnt. If you remain united to me, and my teaching remains in your hearts, ask whatever you wish, and it shall be yours. It is by your bearing fruit plentifully, and so showing yourselves my disciples, that my Father is honored. As the Father has loved me, so have I loved you; remain in my love. If you lay my commands to heart, you will remain in my love; just as I have laid the Father’s commands to heart and remain in his love. I have told you all this so that my own joy may be yours, and that your joy may be complete. This is my command—Love one another, as I have loved you.”

—John.



There’s A Wideness In God’s Mercy

There’s a wideness in God’s mercy,

Like the wideness of the sea;

There’s a kindness in His justice,

Which is more than liberty.

For the love of God is broader

Than the measure of man’s mind;

And the heart of the Eternal

Is most wonderfully kind.

If our love were but more simple,

We should take Him at His word;

And our lives would be all sunshine

In the sweetness of our Lord.

—F. W. Faber.




November Sixteenth


Advice To The Young

My son, be this thy simple plan:

Serve God, and love thy brother man;

Forget not, in temptation’s hour,

That sin lends sorrow double power;

Count life a stage upon thy way,

And follow conscience, come what may;

Alike with earth and Heaven sincere,

With hand and brow and bosom clear,

“Fear God, and know no other fear.”

—Anon.



The Higher Good

Father, I will not ask for wealth or fame,

Though once they would have joyed my carnal sense;

I shudder not to bear a hated name,

Wanting all wealth—myself my sole defence.

But give me, Lord, eyes to behold the truth,

A seeing sense that knows eternal right,

A heart with pity filled, and gentle ruth,

A manly faith that makes all darkness light;

Give me the power to labor for mankind;

Make me the mouth of those that cannot speak;

Eyes let me be to groping men and blind;

A conscience to the base; and to the weak

Let me be hands and feet; and to the foolish, mind; And lead still farther on such as Thy Kingdom seek.

—Theodore Parker.



Troubles That Never Come

Some of your hurts you have cured,

And the sharpest you still have survived.

But what torments of grief you endured

From evils that never arrived!

—Ralph Waldo Emerson.

Alternate Reading: Acts 17:16-31.




November Seventeenth


A Psalm Of The Good Teacher

The Lord is my Teacher:

I shall not lose the way to wisdom.

He leadeth me in the lowly path of learning,

He prepareth a lesson for me every day;

He findeth the clear fountains of instruction,

Little by little He showeth me the beauty of the truth.

The world is a great book that He hath written,

He turneth the leaves for me slowly;

They are all inscribed with images and letters,

His voice poureth light on the pictures and the words.

Then am I glad when I perceive His meaning,

He taketh me by the hand to the hill-top of vision;

In the valley also He walketh beside me,

And in the dark places He whispereth to my heart.

Yea, though my lesson be hard it is not hopeless,

For the Lord is very patient with His slow scholar;

He will wait awhile for my weakness,

He will help me to read the truth through tears.

Surely Thou wilt enlighten me daily by joy and by sorrow;

And lead me at last, O Lord, to the perfect knowledge of Thee. .

—Henry Van Dyke.



That Which Endures

Build as man may, Time gnaws and peers

Through marble fissures, granite rents;

Only Imagination rears

Imperishable monuments.

Let Gaul and Goth pollute the shrine,

Level the altar, fire the fane:

There is no razing the Divine;

For God returns and God remains.

—Alfred Austin.

Alternate Reading: Acts 20:17-38.




November Eighteenth


Freedom And Tolerance

Is true Freedom but to break

Fetters for our own dear sake,

And, with leathern hearts, forget

That we owe mankind a debt?

No! true freedom is to share

All the chains our brothers wear,

And, with heart and hand, to be

Earnest to make others free.

They are slaves who fear to speak

For the fallen and the weak;

They are slaves who will not choose

Hatred, scoffing, and abuse,

Rather than in silence shrink

From the truth they needs must think;

They are slaves who dare not be

In the right with two or three.

—James Russell Lowell.



The Brotherhood Of Man

They tell me, Liberty, that in thy name

I may not plead for all the human race;

That some are born to bondage and disgrace,

Some to a heritage of woe and shame,

And some to power supreme, and glorious fame:

With my whole soul I spurn the doctrine base,

And, as an equal brotherhood, embrace

All people, and for all fair freedom claim!

Know this, O man! whatever thy earthly fate—

God never made a tyrant nor a slave:

Woe, then, to those who dare to desecrate

His glorious image!—for to all He gave

Eternal rights, which none may violate;

And, by a mighty hand, the oppressed He yet shall save!

—William L. Garrison.

Alternate Reading: Acts 21:1-14.




November Nineteenth


The World And God

“I am giving you these commands that you may love one another. If the world hates you, you know that it has first hated me. If you belonged to the world, the world would love its own. Because you do not belong to the world, but I have chosen you out of the world— that is why the world hates you. Remember what I said to you— ‘A servant is not greater than his master.’ If they have persecuted me, they will also persecute you; if they have laid my Message to heart, they will lay yours to heart also. But they will do all this to you, because you believe in my Name, for they do not know him who sent me.”

—John.

God needed human hands with which to minister to His children, therefore He made mothers.



The Mother’s Heart

The mother’s heart is the child’s school-room. When God thought of Mother, He must have laughed with satisfaction and framed it quickly,—so rich, so deep, so divine, so full of soul, power and beauty was the conception.

—Henry Ward Beecher.



God’s Teachers

God sends His teachers unto every age,

To every clime, and every race of men,

With revelations fitted to their growth

And shape of mind, nor gives the realm of Truth

Into the selfish rule of one lone race;

Therefore each form of worship that hath swayed

The life of man, and given it to grasp

The master-key of knowledge, reverence,

Enfolds some germs of goodness and of right.

—Anon.




November Twentieth


The Puritans

The Puritans were men whose minds had derived a peculiar character from the daily contemplation of superior beings and eternal interests. Not content with knowledge, in general terms, of an overruling Providence, they habitually ascribed every event to the will of the Great Being for whose power nothing was too vast, for whose inspection nothing was too minute. To know him, to serve him, to enjoy him, was with them the great end of existence. They rejected with contempt the ceremonious homage which other sects substituted for the pure worship of the soul. Instead of catching occasional glimpses of the Deity through an obscuring veil, they aspired to gaze full on His intolerable brightness, and to commune with Him face to face.

Hence originated their contempt for terrestrial distinctions. The difference between the greatest and the meanest of mankind seemed to vanish, when compared with the boundless interval which separated the whole race from Him on whom their own eyes were constantly fixed. They recognized no title of superiority but His favor, they despised all the accomplishments and all the dignities of the world. If they were unacquainted with the works of philosophers and poets, they were deeply read in the oracles of God. If their names were not found in the registers of heralds, they were recorded in the Book of Life. If their steps were not accompanied by a splendid train of menials, legions of ministering angels had charge over them. Their palaces were houses not made with hands, their diadems were crowns of glory which should never fade away. On the rich and the eloquent, on nobles and priests, they looked down with contempt; for they esteemed themselves rich in a more precious treasure and eloquent in a more sublime language, nobles by the right of an earlier inheritance and priests by the imposition of mightier hands.

—T. B. Macaulay.

Alternate Reading: Acts 21: 27-40.




November Twenty-First


True Love

How do I love thee! Let me count the ways:—

I love thee to the depth and breadth and height

My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight

For the ends of Being and ideal Grace.

I love thee to the level of every day’s

Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light.

I love thee freely, as men strive for Right;

I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise.

I love thee with the passion put to use

In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith.

I love thee with a love I seemed to lose

With my lost saints. I love thee with the breath,

Smiles, tears, of all my life! And, if God choose,

I shall but love thee better after death.

—Elizabeth B. Browning.



Earth Hallowed By Jesus’ Holiness

“This is the earth He walked on; not alone

That Asian country keeps the sacred stain;

Ah, not alone the far Judean plain,

Mountain and river! Lo, the sun that shone

On him, shines now on us; when the day is gone

The moon of Galilee comes forth again

And lights our path as His; endless chain

Of years and sorrows makes the round world one.

The air we breathe, He breathed—the very air

That took the mould and music of His high

And godlike speech. Since then shall mortal dare

With base thought front the ever-sacred sky—

Soil with foul deed the ground whereon He laid

In holy death His pale, immortal head!”

—Richard Watson Gilder.

Alternate Reading: Nehemiah 4.




November Twenty-Second


Jesus’ Farewell Sermon

“I have spoken to you in this way so that you may not falter. They will expel you from their Synagogues; indeed the time is coming when any one who kills you will think that he is making an offering to God. They will do this, because they have not learnt to know the Father, or even me. But I have spoken to you of these things that, when the time for them comes, you may remember that I told you about them myself. I did not tell you all this at first, because I was with you. But now I am to return to him who sent me; and yet not one of you asks me— ‘Where are you going?’ although your hearts are full of sorrow at all that I have been saying to you. Yet I am only telling you the truth; it is for your good that I should go away. For otherwise the Helper will never come to you, but, if I leave you, I will send him to you.”

—John.



The Need Of Spiritual Power

I do not think the world is dying for new ideas. A teacher has a high place amongst us, but someone is wanted here and abroad far more than a teacher. It is power we need; power that shall help us to solve our practical problems, power that shall help us to realise a high, individual spiritual life; power that shall make us daring enough to act out all we have seen in vision, all we have learnt in principle from Jesus Christ.

—C. A. Berry.



Life Ever Young

There is a life that remains ever young.

All through the day, all through the day,

Singing at evening the song it has sung

All through the length of the day;

Love is the glory that never grows old.

Keeping it light where the shadows have rolled,

All through the length of the day.

—George Matheson.




November Twenty-Third


We Thank Thee

For mother-love and father-care,

For brothers strong and sisters fair,

For love at home and here each day,

For guidance lest we go astray,

Father in Heaven, we thank Thee.

For this new morning with its light,

For rest and shelter of the night,

For health and food, for love and friends,

For everything His goodness sends,

Father in Heaven, we thank Thee.

For flowers that bloom about our feet,

For tender grass, so fresh, so sweet,

For song of bird and hum of bee,

For all things fair we hear or see,

Father in Heaven, we thank Thee.

For blue of stream and blue of sky,

For pleasant shade of branches high,

For fragrant air and cooling breeze,

For beauty of the blooming trees,

Father in Heaven, we thank Thee.

—Ralph Waldo Emerson.



I Am An American

(At the completion of the Bunker Hill Monument)

When honored and decrepit age shall lean against the base of this monument, and troops of ingenuous youth shall be gathered round it, and when the one shall speak to the other of its objects, the purposes of its construction, and the great and glorious events with which it is connected, there shall rise from every youthful breast the ejaculation, “Thank God, I—I also—am an American!”

—Daniel Webster.



Reverence

Dear Lord and Father of mankind,

Forgive our feverish ways.

Reclothe us in our rightful mind;

In purer lives Thy service find,

In deeper reverence, praise.

—John G. Whittier.

Alternate Reading: Acts 22:1-29.




November Twenty-Fourth


Radiate Helpful Influence

Be one of those who are always radiating success thoughts, health thoughts, joy thoughts, uplifting, helpful thoughts, scattering sunshine wherever they go. These are the helpers of the world, the lighteners of burdens, the people who ease the jolts of life and soothe the wounded and give solace to the discouraged.

Learn to radiate joy, not stingily, not meanly, but generously. Fling out your gladness without reserve. Shed it in the home, on the street, on the car, in the store, everywhere, as the rose sheds its beauty and flings out its fragrance.

When the world learns that love thoughts heal—that they carry balm to wounds; that thoughts of harmony, of beauty, and of truth always uplift, beautify, and ennoble; that the opposite carry death, destruction, and blight everywhere—it will learn the true secret of right living.

—O. S. Marden.



Give Us To Build Above The Deep Intent

We know the paths wherein our feet should press,

Across our hearts are written Thy decrees:

Yet now, O Lord, be merciful to bless

With more than these.

Grant us the will to fashion as we feel,

Grant us the strength to labor as we know,

Grant us the purpose, ribbed and edged with steel,

To strike the blow.

Knowledge we ask not—knowledge Thou hast lent,

But, Lord, the will—there lies our bitter need,

Give us to build above the deep intent

The deed, the deed.

—John Drinkwater.

Alternate Reading: Acts 24:1-27.




November Twenty-Fifth


Raising The Dead

Gird up thy loins, said Elisha to his servant Gehazi (when the Shunamite woman implored him to raise her son to life), and take my staff in thine hand. If any one meet thee, salute him not; but lay this staff on the boy’s face, and his soul will return to him again.

So Gehazi took the prophet’s staff with joy, for he had long been wishing to get hold of it, that he, too, might work a miracle. As he was hurrying along, Jehu called out to him, Whither away so fast, Gehazi? To raise one from the dead, says Gehazi, and here is the staff of the prophet.

Jehu and a curious crowd from all the towns and villages on the way hurried after to see one rise from the dead. Gehazi with great alacrity hurried along, the mob with him, and, entering the Shunamite’s house, he laid the staff on the face of the dead child; but there was neither voice nor movement. He turned the staff about, placed it in different positions, to the right and to the left, above, below; but the child awoke not. Gehazi was confounded, and the mob hooted at him. Ashamed, he returned to the prophet, and said, The boy does not wake up.

The prophet took his staff, hastened to Shunem, entered the house, and closed the door against all spectators. He prayed to the Lord, and then went to the corpse, placed himself on the child, his mouth to the child’s mouth, his eyes to the child’s eyes till the child’s body became warm. With what did he warm the dead to Life? With that silent, humble prayer, and with the breathing of an unselfish, disinterested love. Here, take thy son again, said the prophet to the mother; and the self-seeking, vain Gehazi stood confounded and ashamed.

—The Talmud.

When, in the distant future, the historian searches the world for the most sacred acre known to humanity he will find on it a home.

Alternate Reading: Acts 25:1-12.




November Twenty-Sixth


The Prayer Of Jesus

After saying this, Jesus raised his eyes heavenwards, and said:

“Father, the hour has come; honor thy Son, that thy Son may honor thee; even as thou gavest him power over all mankind, that he should give Immortal Life to all those whom thou hast given him. And the Immortal Life is this—to know thee the one true God, and Jesus Christ whom thou hast sent as thy Messenger. I have honored thee on earth by completing the work which thou hast given me to do; and now do thou honor me, Father, at thy own side, with the honor which I had at thy side before the world began.

“I have revealed thee to those whom thou gavest me from the world; they were thy own, and thou gavest them to me; and they have laid thy Message to heart. They recognize now that everything that thou gavest me was from thee; for I have given them the teaching which thou gavest me, and they received it, and clearly understood that I came from thee, and they believed that thou hast sent me as thy Messenger. I intercede for them; I am not interceding for the world, but for those whom thou hast given me, for they are thy own—all that is mine is thine, and all that is thine is mine—and I am honored in them. Now I am to be in this world no longer, but they are still to be in the world, and I am to come to thee. Holy Father, keep them by that revelation of thy Name which thou hast given me, that they may be one, as we are.”

—John.

Socrates said he was not an Athenian or a Greek, but a citizen of the world.

—Plutarch.




November Twenty-Seventh


Cleon And I

Cleon hath a million acres, not a one have I;

Cleon dwelleth in a palace, in a cottage I;

Cleon hath a dozen fortunes, not a penny I;

Yet the poorer of the twain is Cleon, and not I.

Cleon, true, possesses acres, but the landscape I;

Half the charm to me it yieldeth money cannot buy,

Cleon harbors sloth and dullness, freshening vigor I;

He in velvet, I in fustian, richer man am I.

Cleon is a slave to grandeur, free as thought am I;

Cleon fees a score of doctors, need of none have I;

Wealth-surrounded, care-environed, Cleon fears to die;

Death may come, he’ll find me ready, happier man am I.

Cleon sees no charm in nature, in a daisy I;

Cleon hears no anthems ringing in the sea and sky;

Nature sings to me forever, earnest listener I;

State for state, with all attendants, who would change? Not I!

—Charles Mackay.



The World My Fatherland

I am not the native of a small corner only; the whole world is my fatherland.

—Seneca.

The whole world is a man’s birth-place.

—Statius.

Alternate Reading: Acts 25:13-37.




November Twenty-Eighth

“He was a friend to man, and he lived

In a bouse by the side of the road.”

—Homer.


The House By The Side Of The Road

There are hermit souls that live withdrawn

In the place of their self-content;

There are souls like stars, that dwell apart,

In a fellowless firmament;

There are pioneer souls that blaze their paths

Where highways never ran—

But let me live by the side of the road

And be a friend to man.

Let me live in a house by the side of the road,

Where the race of men go by—

The men who are good and the men who are bad,

As good and as bad as I.

I would not sit in the scorner’s seat,

Or hurl the cynic’s ban—

Let me live in a house by the side of the road

And be a friend to man.

I see from my house by the side of the road,

By the side of the highway of life,

The men who press with the ardor of hope,

The men who are faint with the strife.

But I turn not away from their smiles nor their tears,

Both parts of an infinite plan—

Let me live in a house by the side of the road

And be a friend to man.

I know there are brook-gladdened meadows ahead

And mountains of wearisome height;

That the road passes on through the long afternoon

And stretches away to the night.

But still I rejoice when the travelers rejoice,

And weep with the strangers that moan,

Nor live in my house by the side of the road

Like a man who dwells alone.

Let me live in my house by the side of the road—

It’s here the race of men go by.

They are good, they are bad, they are weak, they are strong.

Wise, foolish—so am I;

Then why should I sit in the scorner’s seat,

Or hurl the cynic’s ban?

Let me live in my house by the side of the road

And be a friend to man.

—Sam Walter Foss.

Alternate Reading: Acts 28:1-32.




November Twenty-Nimth


Jesus In Gethsemane

Then Jesus came with them to a garden called Gethsemane, and he said to his disciples:

“Sit down here while I go and pray yonder.”

Taking with him Peter and the two sons of Zebediah, he began to show signs of sadness and deep distress of mind.

“I am sad at heart,” he said, “sad even to death; wait here, and watch with me.”

Going on a little further, he threw himself on his face in prayer.

“My Father,” he said, “if it is possible, let me be spared this cup; only, not as I will, but as thou willest.”

Then he came to his disciples, and found them asleep.

“What!” he said to Peter, “could none of you watch with me for one hour? Watch and pray, that you may not fall into temptation. True, the spirit is eager, but human nature is weak.”

Again, a second time, he went away, and prayed.

“My Father,” he said, “if I cannot be spared this cup, but must drink it, thy will be done!”

And coming back again he found them asleep, for their eyes were heavy. So he left them, and went away again, and prayed a third time, again saying the same words.

Then he came to the disciples, and said:

“Sleep on now, and rest yourselves. Hark! my time is close at hand, and the Son of Man is being betrayed into the hands of wicked men. Up, and let us be going. Look! my betrayer is close at hand.”

—Matthew.



Into The Woods My Master Went

Into the woods my Master went,

Clean forspent, forspent.

Into the woods my Master came,

Forspent with love and shame.

But the olives they were not blind to him;

The little gray leaves were kind to Him;

The thorn-tree had a mind to Him

When into the woods He came.

Out of the woods my Master went,

And He was well content.

Out of the woods my Master came,

Content with death and shame.

When Death and Shame would woo Him last,

From under the trees they drew Him last:

’Twas on a tree they slew Him last,

When out of the woods He came.

—Sidney Lanier.




November Thirtieth


The Arrest Of Jesus

So Judas, who had obtained the soldiers of the Roman garrison, and some police-officers from the Chief Priests and the Pharisees, came there with lanterns, torches, and weapons. Jesus, aware of all that was coming upon him, went to meet them, and said to them:

“For whom are you looking?”

“Jesus of Nazareth,” was their answer.

“I am he,” said Jesus.

(Judas, the betrayer, was also standing with them.) When Jesus said “I am he,” they drew back and fell to the ground. So he again asked for whom they were looking, and they answered: “Jesus of Nazareth.”

“I have already told you that I am he,” replied Jesus, “so, if it is for me that you are looking, let these men go.”

This was in fulfilment of his words—“Of those whom thou hast given me I have not lost one.”

At this, Simon Peter, who had a sword with him, drew it; and struck the High Priest’s servant, and cut off his right ear. The servant’s name was Malchus. But Jesus said to Peter:

“Sheathe your sword. Shall I not drink the cup which the Father has given me?”

So the soldiers of the garrison, with their commanding officer and the Jewish police, arrested Jesus and bound him, and took him first of all to Annas.

—John.



When Jesus Met Despair

Jesus met the spirit of despair in the Garden of Gethsemane; and after the meeting, the cross had no terrors for Him, because He had already endured them; the grave no fear, because He had already conquered it How calm and gentle was the voice with which He wakened His disciples, how firm the step with which He went to meet Judas! The bitterness of death was behind Him in the shadow of the olive-trees. The peace of Heaven shone above Him in the silent stars.

—Henry Van Dyke.




December First


God’s Garden Of Gethsemane

In golden youth, when seems the earth

A summer land of singing mirth,

When souls are glad and hearts are light

And not a shadow lurks in sight,

We do not know it, but there lies,

Somewhere veiled under evening skies,

A garden all must sometime see—

The garden of Gethsemane.

With joyous steps we go our ways;

Love lends a halo to our days,

Light sorrows sail like clouds afar.

We laugh and say how strong we are!

We hurry on, and, hurrying go

Close to the borderland of woe

That waits for you, and waits for me,

Forever waits—Gethsemane.

Down shadowy lanes, across strange streams,

Bridged over by our broken dreams,

Behind the misty caps of years,

Beyond the great salt fount of tears

The garden lies. Strive as you may,

You cannot miss it in your way.

All paths that have been or may be,

Pass somewhere through Gethsemane.

All those who journey, soon or late.

Must pass within the garden’s gate;

Must kneel alone in darkness there,

And battle with some fierce despair.

God pity those who cannot say

“Not mine but Thine”: who only pray

“Let this cup pass,” and cannot see

His purpose in Gethsemane.

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

All soil is sacred by the dust of the dead and all air is hallowed by the living presence of our unseen friends.

Alternate Reading: Acts 27:1-44.




December Second


The Culture Of The Cross

Jesus Himself remains for ever the convincing illustration of the culture of the Cross. His rejection by a wicked generation and the outrages heaped upon Him seemed an unredeemed calamity to His disciples. His undeserved and accumulated trials were at times a burden almost too great for Jesus’ own soul. But He entered into their meaning before the end, because they were bringing His humanity to the fulness of perfection. Without His cross Jesus had been poorer in the world this day and might have been unloved. It was suffering that wrought in Him that beauty of holiness, sweetness of patience, wealth of sympathy, and grace of compassion, which constitute His divine attraction, and are seating Him on His throne.

Once when the cloud fell on Him, He cried, “Father, save me from this hour”; when the cloud lifted, Jesus saw of the travail of His soul—” I, if I be lifted up from the earth, will draw all men unto me.” In the upper room Jesus was cast down for an instant; then Iscariot went out to arrange for the arrest, and Jesus revived at the sight of the cross: ” Now is the Son of Man glorified.” Two disciples are speaking of the great tragedy as they walk to Emmaus, when the Lord joins them and reads the riddle of His life. It was not a disaster: it was a design. “Ought not Christ to have suffered these things, and to enter into his glory?” The perfection of Jesus was the fruit of the cross.

“Thou must go without, go without—that is the everlasting song which every hour all our life through hoarsely sings to us”—is the profound utterance of a great teacher; but Jesus has said it better in His commandment of self-abnegation and His offer of the cross.

Jesus nowhere commanded that one cling to His cross, He everywhere commanded that one carry His cross, and out of this daily crucifixion has been born the most beautiful sainthood from St. Paul to St. Francis, from a Kempis to George Herbert. For there is no salvation of the soul nor hope of everlasting life but in the cross.

—John Watson.

Alternate Reading: Acts 28:1-16.




December Third


Brotherliness Of The Open Road

Now I see the secret of the making of the best persons,

It is to grow in the open air and to eat and sleep with the earth.

Here a great personal deed has room.

(Such a deed seizes upon the hearts of the whole race of men,

Its effusion of strength and will overwhelms law and mocks all authority and all argument against it.)

Here is the test of wisdom,

Wisdom is not finally tested in schools,

Wisdom cannot be passed from one having it to another not having it,

Wisdom is of the soul, is not susceptible of proof, is its own proof,

Applies to all stages and objects and qualities and is content,

Is the certainty of the reality and immortality of things, and the excellence of things;

Something there is in the float of the sight of things that provokes it out of the soul.

Now I re-examine philosophies and religions,

They may prove well in lecture-rooms, yet not prove at all under the spacious clouds and along the landscape and flowing currents.

Here is realisation,

Here is a man tallied—he realises here what he has in him,

The past, the future, majesty, love—if they are vacant of you, you are vacant of them.

—Walt Whitman.



Where Angels Work

Immediately afterwards the Spirit drove Jesus out into the wilderness; and he was there in the wilderness forty days, tempted by Satan, and among the wild beasts, while angels ministered to him.

—Mark.



Useless Worry

Be still, sad heart, and cease repining;

Behind the clouds the sun is shining;

Thy fate is the common fate of all,

Into each life some rain must fall,

Some days must be dark and dreary.

—Henry W. Longfellow.

Alternate Reading: Acts 28:17-31.




December Fourth


In My Soul I Am Free

Stone walls do not a prison make,

Nor iron bars a cage;

Minds innocent and quiet take

That for a hermitage;

If I have freedom in my love,

And in my soul am free,

Angels alone, that soar above,

Enjoy such liberty.

—Richard Lovelace.



Jesus Before The High Priest

The High Priest questioned Jesus about his disciples and about his teaching.

“For my part,” answered Jesus, “I have spoken to all the world openly. I always taught in some Synagogue, or in the Temple Courts, places where all the Jews assemble, and I never spoke of anything in secret. Why question me? Question those who have listened to nge as to what I have spoken about to them. They must know what I said.”

When Jesus said this, one of the police-officers, who was standing near, gave him a blow with his hand.

“Do you answer the High Priest like that?” he exclaimed.

“If I said anything wrong, give evidence about it,” replied Jesus; “but if not, why do you strike me?”

Annas sent him bound to Caiaphas the High Priest.

Meanwhile Simon Peter was standing there, warming himself; so they said to him:

“Are not you also one of his disciples?”

Peter denied it.

“No, I am not,” he said.

One of the High Priest’s servants, a relation of the man whose ear Peter had cut off, exclaimed:

“Did not I myself see you with him in the garden?”

Peter again denied it; and at that moment a cock crowed.

—John.




December Fifth


The World Against Me

“The world is against me,” he said with a sigh.

“Somebody stops every scheme that I try.

The world has me down and it’s keeping me there;

I don’t get a chance. Oh, the world is unfair!

When a fellow is poor then he can’t get a show;

The world is determined to keep him down low.”

“What of Abe Lincoln?” I asked. “Would you say

That he was much richer than you are to-day?

He hadn’t your chance of making his mark,

And his outlook was often exceedingly dark;

Yet he clung to his purpose with courage most grim

And he got to the top. Was the world against him?

“What of Ben Franklin? I’ve oft heard it said

That many a time he went hungry to bed.

He started with nothing but courage to climb,

But patiently struggled and waited his time.

He dangled awhile from real poverty’s limb,

Yet he got to the top. Was the world against him?

“I could name you a dozen, yes, hundreds, I guess,

Of poor boys who’ve patiently climbed to success;

All boys who were down and who struggled alone,

Who’d have thought themselves rich if your fortune they’d known;

Yet they rose in the world you’re so quick to condemn,

And I’m asking you now, was the world against them?”

—Edgar A. Guest.

Alternate Reading: I Corinthians 15:12-58.




December Sixth


God’s Plow

There are times in one’s life when all the world seems to turn against us. Our motives are misunderstood, our words are misconstrued, a malicious smile or an unkind word reveals to us the unfriendly feelings of others. Our advances are repulsed, or met with icy coldness; a dry refusal arrests in our lips the offer of help.

Oh! how hard it all seems, and the more so, that we cannot divine the cause.

Courage, patience, poor disconsolate one! God is making a furrow in your heart, where He will surely sow His grace.

It is rare when injustice, or slights patiently borne, do not leave the heart at the close of the day filled with marvelous joy and peace. It is the seed God has sown springing up and bearing fruit

—Anon.



Two Singers

One touched his facile lyre to please the ear

And win the bussing plaudits of the town,

And sang a song that caroled loud and dear;

And gained at once a blazing, brief renown.

Nor he, nor all the crowd behind them, saw

The ephemeral list of pleasant rhymers dead:

Their voices once deemed a title without flaw

To fame, whose phantom radiance long had fled.

Another sang his soul out to the stars,

And the deep hearts of men. The few who passed

Heard a low, thoughtful strain behind his bare,

As of some captive in a prison cast.

And when that thrilling voice no more was heard,

Him from his cell in funeral pomp they bore;

Then all that he had sung and written stirred

The world’s great heart with thoughts unknown before.

—C. P. Cranch.

Alternate Reading: Hebrews 4:1-16.




December Seventh


The Meaning Of Death

Death is the gate of life.

—John Milton.



Facing The Inevitable Cheerfully

All that breathe will share

Thy destiny in death. The gay will laugh

When thou art gone, the solemn brood of care

Plod on, and each one, as before, will chase

His favorite phantom; yet all these shall leave

Their mirth and their employments, and shall come

And make their bed with thee. As the long train

Of ages glide away, the sons of men—

The youth in life’s green spring, and he who goes

In the full strength of years, matron and maid,

And the sweet babe, and the gray-headed man—

Shall, one by one, be gathered to thy side

By those who in their turn shall follow them.

So live, that when thy summons comes to join

The innumerable caravan that moves

To the pale realm of shade, where each shall take

His chamber in the silent halls of death,

Thou go not, like the quarry-slave at night,

Scourged to his dungeon, but, sustained and soothed

By an unfaltering trust, approach thy grave

Like one who raps the drapery of his couch

About him, and lies down to pleasant dreams.

—William Cullen Bryant.

Men must endure their going hence, even as their coming hither: Ripeness is all.

—William Shakespeare.



No Death But Change

There is no death! What seems so is transition;

This life of mortal breath

Is but a suburb of the life Elysian

Whose portal we call death.

—Henry W. Longfellow.

Alternate Reading: Hebrews 12:1-13.




December Eighth


Jesus Before Pilate

From Caiaphas they took Jesus to the Government House. It was early in the morning. But they did not enter the Government House themselves, lest they should become “defiled,” and so be unable to eat the Passover. Therefore Pilate came outside to speak to them.

“What charge do you bring against this man?” he asked.

“If he had not been a criminal, we should not have given him up to you,” they answered.

“Take him yourselves,” said Pilate, “and try him by your own Law.”

“We have no power to put any one to death,” the Jews replied—in fulfilment of what Jesus had said when indicating the death that he was destined to die.

After that, Pilate went into the Government House again, and calling Jesus up, asked him:

“Are you the King of the Jews?”

“Do you ask me that yourself?” replied Jesus, “or did others say it to you about me?”

“Do you take me for a Jew?” was Pilate’s answer. “It is your own nation and the Chief Priests who have given you up to me. What have you done?”

“My kingly power,” replied Jesus, “is not due to this world. If it had been so, my servants would be doing their utmost to prevent my being given up to the Jews; but my kingly power is not from the world.”

“So you are a King after all!” exclaimed Pilate.

“Yes, it is true I am a King,” answered Jesus. “I was born for this, I have come into the world for this— to bear testimony to the Truth. Every one who is on the side of Truth listens to my voice.”

“What is Truth?” exclaimed Pilate.

After saying this, he went out to the Jews again, and said:

“For my part, I find nothing with which he can be charged. It is, however, the custom for me to grant you the release of one man at the Passover Festival. Do you wish for the release of the King of the Jews?”

“No, not this man,” they shouted again, “but Barabbas!” This Barabbas was a robber.

—John.




December Ninth


Heroism

I understand the large hearts of heroes,

The courage of present times and all times,

How the skipper saw the crowded and rudderless wreck of the steamship, and Death chasing it up and down the storm,

How he knuckled tight and gave not back an inch and was faithful of days and faithful of nights,

And chalked in large letters on a board, “Be of good cheer, we will not desert you”;

How he follow’d with them and tack’d with them three days and would not give it up,

How he saved the drifting company at last,

How the lank loose-gown’d women looked when boated from the side of their prepared graves,

How the silent old-faced infants and the lifted sick, and the sharp-lipp’d unshaved men;

All this I swallow, it tastes good, I like it well, it becomes mine, I am the man, I suffered, I was there.

The disdain and calmness of martyrs,

The mother of old, condemn’d for a witch, burned with dry wood, her children gazing on,

The pounded slave that flags in the race, leans by the fence blowing, covered with sweat.

I am the hounded slave, I wince at the bite of the dogs, Hell and despair are upon me, crack and again crack the marksmen,

I clutch the rails of the fence, my gore dribs, thinn’d with the ooze of my skin,

I fall on the weeds and stones,

The riders spur their unwilling horses, haul close,

Taunt my dizzy ears and beat me violently over the head with whip-stocks.

—Walt Whitman.



Heroism Smiles At The Inevitable

To stand with a smile upon your face, against a stake from which you cannot get away—that no doubt is heroic. True glory is resignation to the inevitable. But to stand unchained, with perfect liberty to go away held only by the higher chains of duty, and let the fire creep up to the heart—that is heroism.

—F. W. Robertson.

Alternate Reading: Hebrews 13:1-7.




December Tenth


Death Challenged

Fear death?—to feel the fog in my throat,

The mist in my face,

When the snows begin, and the blasts denote

I am nearing the place,

The power of the night, the press of the storm,

The post of the foe;

Where he stands, the Arch Fear in a visible form,

Yet the strong man must go:

For the journey is done and the summit attained,

And the barriers fall,

Though a battle’s to fight ere a guerdon be gained,

The reward of it all.

I was ever a fighter, so—one fight more.

The best and the last!

I would hate that death bandaged my eyes and forebore,

And bade me creep past.

No! let me taste the whole of it, fare like my peers

The heroes of old,

Bear the brunt, in a minute pay glad life’s arrears

Of pain, darkness, and cold.

For sudden the worst turns the best to the brave,

The black minute’s at end.

And the elements’ rage, the fiend-voices that rave

Shall dwindle, shall blend,

Shall change, shall become first a peace out of pain,

Then a light, then thy breast,

O thou soul of my soul! I shall clasp thee again,

And with God be the rest!

—Robert Browning.

Alternate Reading: Hebrews 13: 8-16.




December Eleventh


The Humiliation Of Humanity

Then Jesus came outside, wearing the crown of thorns and the purple robe; and Pilate said to them:

“Here is the man!”

When the Chief Priests and the police-officers saw him, they shouted:

“Crucify him! Crucify him!”

“Take him yourselves and crucify him,” said Pilate. “For my part, I find nothing with which he can be charged.”

“But we,” replied the Jews, “have a Law, under which be deserves death for making himself out to be the Son of God.”

When Pilate heard what they said, he became stall more alarmed; and, going into the Government House again, he said to Jesus:

“Where do you come from?”

But Jesus made no reply. So Pilate said to him:

“Do you refuse to speak to me? Do not you know that I have power to release you, and have power to crucify you?”

“You would have no power over me at all,” answered Jesus, “if it had not been given you from above; and, therefore, the man who betrayed me to you is guilty of the greater sin.”

This made Pilate anxious to release him; but the Jews shouted:

“If you release that man, you are no friend of the Emperor! Any one who makes himself out to be a king is setting himself against the Emperor!”

On bearing what they said, Pilate brought Jesus out, and took his seat upon the Bench at a place called The Stone Pavement—in Hebrew Gabbatha. It was the Passover Preparation Day, and about noon. Then be said to the Jews:

“Here is your King!”

At that the people shouted:

“Kill him! Kill him! Crucify him!”

“What! shall I crucify your King?” exclaimed Pilate.

“We have no king but the Emperor,” replied the Chief Priests; whereupon Pilate gave Jesus up to them to be crucified.

—John.



Family Fellowship

Heavenly Father, may the atmosphere of the unseen heaven make the atmosphere of our home! Bind our family life into a strong and enduring fellowship. Drive out everything that makes for division and strife.

—J. H. Jowett.




December Twelfth


Love’s Proof Of Immortality

Another marvel: some one has me fast

Within his ample palm; ’tis not a grasp

Such as they use on earth, but all around

Over the surface of my subtle being,

As though I were a sphere, and capable

To be accosted thus, a uniform

And gentle pressure tells me I am not

Self-moving, but borne forward on my way.

And hark! I hear a singing; yet in sooth

I cannot of that music rightly say

Whether I hear, or touch, or taste the tones.

Oh, what a heart-subduing melody!

—John Henry Newman.



Love Expels Doubt

Beneath the deep and solemn midnight sky,

At the last verge and boundary of time,

I stand and listen to the starry chime

That sounds to the inward sense and will not die.

Now do the thoughts that daily hidden lie

Arise, and live in a celestial clime—

Unutterable thoughts, most high, sublime,

Crossed by one dread that frights mortality.

Thus, as I muse, I hear my little child

Sob in its sleep within the cottage near—

My own dear child!—Gone is that mortal doubt!

The Power that drew our lives forth from the wild

Our Father is; we shall to Him be dear,

Nor from His universe be blotted out!

—Richard Watson Gilder.



A Room For You

Do not any of you be disheartened. Believe in God. And believe in me, too. In my Father’s home are many rooms. If it had not been so, I should have told you; I am going to prepare a place for you. And if I do go and prepare it, I shall return, and will take you to be with me, so that you may be where I am.

—Jesus.

Alternate Reading: II Peter 2:1-9.




December Thirteenth


My Own Shall Come To Me

Serene I fold my hands and wait,

Nor care for wind, nor tide, nor sea.

I rave no more ’gainst time or fate,

For lo! my own shall come to me.

I stay my haste, I make delays,

For what avails this eager pace?

I stand amid the eternal ways,

And what is mine shall know my face.

Asleep, awake, by night or day

The friends I seek are seeking me;

No wind can drive my bark astray,

Nor change the tide of destiny.

What matter if I stand alone?

I wait with joy the coming years;

My heart shall reap what it has sown.

And gather up its fruit of tears.

The stars come nightly to the sky;

The tidal wave comes to the sea;

Nor time, nor space, nor deep, nor high,

Can keep my own away from me.

The waters know their own and draw

The brook that springs in yonder heights;

So flows the good with equal law

Unto the soul of pure delights.

—John Burroughs.



The Moment Of Decision

Once to every man and nation comes the moment to decide,

In the strife of Truth and Falsehood, for the good or evil side;

Some great cause, God’s new Messiah offering each the bloom or blight;

Parts the goats upon the left hand, and the sheep upon the right;

And the choice goes by forever ’twixt that darkness and that light.

—J. H. Jowett.

Alternate Reading: II Peter 2: 10-22.




December Fourteenth


The Crucifixion Of Jesus

So they took Jesus; and he went out, carrying his cross himself, to the place which is named from a skull, or, in Hebrew, Golgotha. There they crucified him, and two others with him—one on each side, and Jesus between them. Pilate also had these words written and put up over the cross—

JESUS OF NAZARETH, THE KING OF THE JEWS.

These words were read by many of the Jews, because the place where Jesus was crucified was near the city; and they were written in Hebrew, Latin, and Greek. The Jewish Chief Priests said to Pilate:

“Do not write ‘The King of the Jews’ but write what the man said— ‘I am King of the Jews.’”

But Pilate answered—

“What I have written, I have written.”

When the soldiers had crucified Jesus, they took his clothes and divided them into four shares—a share for each soldier—and they took the coat also. The coat had no seam, being woven in one piece from top to bottom. So they said to one another:

“Do not let us tear it, but let us cast lots for it, to see who shall have it.” This was in fulfilment of the words of Scripture—

“They shared my clothes among them, And over my clothing they cast lots.”

That was what the soldiers did. Meanwhile near the cross of Jesus were standing his mother and his mother’s sister, as well as Mary the wife of Clopas and Mary of Magdala. When Jesus saw his mother, and the disciple whom he loved, standing near, he said to his mother:

“There is your son.”

Then he said to that disciple:

“There is your mother.”

And from that very hour the disciple took her to live in his house.

—John.



Mother Of Mine

If I were hanged on the highest hill,

Mother o’ mine, O mother o’ mine!

I know whose love would follow me still,

Mother o’ mine, O mother o’ mine!

If I were drowned in the deepest sea,

Mother o’ mine, O mother o’ mine!

I know whose tears would come down to me,

Mother o’ mine, O mother o’ mine!

If I were damned of body and soul,

I know whose prayers would make me whole,

Mother o’ mine, O mother o’ mine!

—Rudyard Kipling.




December Fifteenth


The Death Of Jesus

Afterwards, knowing that everything was now finished, Jesus said, in fulfilment of the words of Scripture:

“I am thirsty.”

There was a bowl standing there full of common wine; so they put a sponge soaked in the wine on the end of a hyssop-stalk, and held it up to his mouth. When Jesus had received the wine, he exclaimed:

“All is finished!”

Then, bowing his head, he resigned his spirit to God.

It was the Preparation Day, and so, to prevent the bodies from remaining on the crosses during the Sabbath (for that Sabbath was a great day), the Jews asked Pilate to have the legs broken and the bodies removed. Accordingly the soldiers came and broke the legs of the first man, and then those of the other who had been crucified with Jesus; but, on coming to him, when they saw that be was already dead, they did not break his legs. One of the soldiers, however, pierced his side with a spear, and blood and water immediately flowed from it. This is the statement of one who actually saw it—and his statement may be relied upon, and he knows that he is speaking the truth—and it is given in order that you also may be convinced. For all this took place in fulfilment of the words of Scripture—

“Not one of its bones shall be broken.”

And there is another passage which says—

“They will look upon him whom they pierced.”


The Burial Of Jesus

After this, Joseph of Ramah, a disciple of Jesus—but a secret one, owing to his fear of the Jews—begged Pilate’s permission to remove the body of Jesus. Pilate gave him leave; so Joseph went and removed the body. Nicodemus, too—the man who had formerly visited Jesus by night—came with a roll of myrrh and aloes, weighing nearly a hundred pounds. They took the body of Jesus, and wound it in linen with the spices, according to the Jewish mode of burial. At the place where Jesus had been crucified there was a garden, and in the garden a newly-made tomb in which no one had ever been laid. And so, because of its being the Preparation Day, and as the tomb was close at hand, they laid Jesus there.

—John.




The Recompense Of Death

When I was laid in my coffin

Quite done with Time and its fears,

My son came and stood beside me—

He hadn’t been home for years;

And right on my face came dripping

The scald of his salty tears;

And I was so glad to know his breast

Had turned at last to the old home nest,

That I said to myself (in an underbreath):

“This is the recompense of Death!”

—Susie M. Bates.




December Sixteenth


The Resurrection Of Jesus

On the first day of the week, early in the morning, while it was still dark, Mary of Magdala went to the tomb, and saw that the stone had been removed. So she came running to Simon Peter, and to that other disciple who was Jesus’ friend, and said to them:

“They have taken away the Master out of the tomb, and we do not know where they have laid him!”

Upon this, Peter started off with that other disciple, and they went to the tomb. The two began running together; but the other disciple ran faster than Peter, and reached the tomb first. Stooping down, he saw the linen wrappings lying there, but did not go in. Presently Simon Peter came following behind him, and went into the tomb; and he looked at the linen wrappings lying there, and the cloth which had been upon Jesus’ head, not lying with the wrappings, but rolled up on one side, separately. Then the other disciple, who had reached the tomb first, went inside too, and he saw for himself and was convinced. For they did not then understand the passage of Scripture which says that Jesus must rise again from the dead. The disciples then returned to their companions.

—John.



Why Seek The Living Among The Dead?

“The Lord is risen indeed,

He is here for your love, for your need—

Not in the grave, nor the sky,

But here where men live and die;

And true the word that was said:

‘Why seek ye the living among the dead?’

“Wherever are tears and sighs,

Wherever are children’s eyes,

Where man calls man his brother,

And loves as himself another,

Christ lives! The angels said:

‘Why seek ye the living among the dead?’”

—Richard Watson Gilder.




December Seventeenth


The Continuity Of Life

Jesus plainly teaches that the next life is a continuation of the present on a higher level, that it will be itself a continual progress. When He referred to the many mansions in His Father’s house, He may have been intending rooms—places where those who had been associated together on earth may be gathered together; but He may be rather intending stations—stages in that long ascent of life that shall extend through the ages of ages.

Does not this conception of the future solve a very dark problem—the lives that have never arrived. Besides the man whose gifts have been laid out at usury and gained a splendid interest, are others whose talents have been hid, not by their own doing, but by Providence. They realized their gift; they cherished it; they would have used it; but for them there was no market. Providence, who gave them wings, placed them in a cage. Round us on every side are cramped, hindered, stillborn lives—merchants who should have been painters, clerks who should have been poets, laborers who should have been philosophers. Their talent is known to a few friends; they die, and the talent is buried in their coffin. Jesus says “NO!”

It has at last been sown for the harvest; it will come into the open and blossom in another land. These also are being trained—trained by waiting. They are the reserve of the race, kept behind the hill till God requires them. They will get their chance; they will come into their kingdom,

Where the days bury their golden suns

In the dear hopeful West.

The continuity of life lifts the shadow also from another mystery—the lives that have been cut off in their prime. When one is richly endowed and carefully trained, and has come to the zenith of his power, his sudden removal seems a reflection on the economy of God’s Kingdom. Why call this man to the choir celestial when he is so much needed in active service? According to Jesus, he has not sunk into inaction, so much subtracted from the forces of righteousness. He has simply gone where the fetters of this body of humiliation and embarrassment of adverse circumstances shall be no longer felt.

—John Watson.

Alternate Reading: Jude 1: 3-25.




December Eighteenth


Sunset And Evening Star

Sunset and evening star,

And one clear call for me!

And may there be no moaning of the bar

When I put out to sea,

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,

Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from out the boundless deep

Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,

And after that the dark!

And may there be no sadness of farewell

When I embark;

For though from out our bourne or Time and Place

The flood may bear me far,

I hope to see my Pilot face to face

When I have crossed the bar.

—Alfred Tennyson.



All Is Well

I held it truth, with him who sings

To one clear harp in divers tones,

That men may rise on stepping-stones

Of their dead selves to higher things.

But who shall so forecast the years

And find in loss a gain to match?

Or reach a hand through time to catch

The far-off interest of tears?

—Alfred Tennyson.

Alternate Reading: Revelation 2: 8-11.




December Nineteenth


Jesus Appears To Mary

Meanwhile Mary was standing close outside the tomb, weeping. Still weeping, she leant forward into the tomb, and perceived two angels clothed in white sitting there, where the body of Jesus had been lying, one where the head and the other where the feet had been.

“Why are you weeping?” asked the angels.

“They have taken my Master away,” she answered, “and I do not know where they have laid him.”

After saying this, she turned round, and looked at Jesus standing there, but she did not know that it was Jesus.

“Why are you weeping? Whom are you seeking?” he asked.

Supposing him to be the gardener, Mary answered:

“If it was you, Sir, who carried him away, tell me where you have laid him, and I will take him away myself.”

“Mary!” said Jesus.

She turned round, and exclaimed in Hebrew:

“Rabboni!” (or, as we should say, Teacher).

“Do not hold me,” Jesus said; “for I have not yet ascended to the Father. But go to my Brothers, and tell them that I am ascending to him who is my Father and their Father, my God and their God.”

Mary of Magdala went and told the disciples that she had seen the Master, and that he had said this to her.


Jesus Appears To The Apostles

In the evening of the same day—the first day of the week—after the doors of the room, in which the disciples were, had been shut for fear of the Jews, Jesus came and stood among them and said: “Peace be with you”; after which he showed them his hands and his side. The disciples were filled with joy when they saw the Master. Again Jesus said to them: ” Peace be with you. As the Father has sent me as his Messenger, so I am sending you.”

After saying this, he breathed on them, and said:

“Receive the Holy Spirit; if you remit any one’s sins, they have been remitted; and, if you retain them, they have been retained.”

—John.





December Twentieth


Immortality

Immortality is a fact of man’s nature; so it is a part of the universe, just as the sun is a fact in the heavens and a part of the universe. Both are writings from God’s hand; each therefore a revelation from Him, and of Him, only not miraculous, but natural, regular, normal. Yet each is just as much a revelation from Him as if the great Soul of all had spoken in English speech to one of us and said, ” There is a sun there in the heavens and thou shalt live forever.” Yes, the fact is more certain than such speech would make it, for this fact speaks always—a perpetual revelation, and no words can make it more certain. As a man attains consciousness of himself, he attains consciousness of his immortality. At first he asks proof no more of his eternal existence than of his present life; instinctively he believes both. Nay, he does not separate the two; this life is one link in that golden chain of immortality; the next life another and more bright, but in the same chain. Immortality is what philosophers call an ontological fact; it belongs essentially to the being of man. To my mind this is the great proof of immortality: The fact that it is written in human nature; written there so plain that the rudest nations have not failed to find it, to know it; written just as much as form is written on the circle, and extension on matter in general. It comes to our consciousness as naturally as the notions of time and space. We feel it as a desire; we feel it as a fact. What is thus in man is writ there of God, who writes no lies. To suppose that this universal desire has no corresponding gratification is to represent Him not as the father of all, but as only a deceiver. I feel the longing after immortality, a desire essential to my nature, deep as the foundation of my being; I find the same desire in all men. I feel conscious of immortality; that I am not to die; no, never to die, though often to change. I cannot believe this desire and consciousness are felt only to mislead, to beguile, to deceive me. I know God is my Father and the Father of the nations. Can the Almighty deceive His children? For my own part, I can conceive of niothing which shall make me more certain of my immortality. I ask no argument from learned lips. No miracle could make me more sure; no, not if the sheeted dead burst cerement and shroud, and, rising forth from their honored tombs, stood here before me, the disenchanted dust once more enchanted with that fiery life; no, not if the souls of all my sires since time began came thronging round, and with miraculous speech told me they lived and I should also live, I could only say, “I knew all this before, why waste your heavenly speech?” I have now indubitable certainty of eterpal life. Death, removing me to the next state, can give me infallible certainty.

—Theodore Parker.

Alternate Reading: Revelation 3: 1-6.




December Twenty-First


Nobility

True worth is in being, not seeming—

In doing each day that goes by

Some little good—not in the dreaming

Of great things to do by and by.

For whatever men say in their blindness,

And spite of the fancies of youth,

There’s nothing so kingly as kindness,

And nothing so royal as truth.

We get back our mete as we measure—

We cannot do wrong and feel right;

Nor can we give pain and gain pleasure,

For justice avenges each slight.

The air for the wing of the sparrow,

The bush for the robin and wren;

But always the path that is narrow

And straight, for the children of men.

’Tis not in the pages of story

The heart of its ills to beguile,

Though he who makes courtship to Glory

Gives all that he hath for her smile.

For when from her heights he has won her,

Alas! it is only to prove

That nothing’s so sacred as honor,

And nothing so loyal as love!

We cannot make bargains for blisses.

Nor catch them like fishes in nets;

And sometimes the thing our life misses,

Helps more than the thing which it gets.

For good lieth not in pursuing,

Nor gaining of great nor of small,

But just in the doing; and doing

As we would be done by, is all.

Through envy, through malice, through hating,

Against the world early and late,

No jot of our courage abating—

Our part is to work and to wait.

And slight is the sting of his trouble

Whose winnings are less than his worth;

For he who is honest is noble,

Whatever his fortunes or birth.

—Alice Cary.

Alternate Reading: Revelation 3: 7-11.




December Twenty-Second


Forever Alive, Forever Forward

The soul travels; the body does not travel as much as the soul;

The body has just as great a work as the soul, and parts away at last for the journeys of the soul.

All parts away for the progress of souls;

All religion, all solid things, arts, governments—all that was or is apparent upon this globe or any globe, falls into niches and comers before the procession of souls along the grand roads of the universe.

Of the progress of the souls of men and women along the grand roads of the universe, all other progress is the needed emblem and sustenance.

Forever alive, forever forward, they go! they go!

—Walt Whitman.



The Law Of A Happy Life

Are you willing to take the Beatitudes of our Master, our Elder Brother, and Saint Paul’s chapter on love, and saturate your whole scheme of human relations with them: your friendships, your likes, your dislikes, your neighborliness, your trade and political relations, your club life and all the rest? Will you agree to these simple comments on some of Saint Paul’s words? “Love is not covetous, for it would scorn to profit by another’s loss.” “Love will not kill either suddenly with a sword or slowly by unkindness, for love gives and enhances life.” “Love will not steal, either goods from the counter, money from the purse, value from the stock, or time from an employer.” “Love will not be proud, for the weakness of another is a sorrow as keen as though that weakness were our own.”

—William F. McDowell.

Alternate Reading: Revelation 3: 14-22.




December Twenty-Third


The Life Sublime

A boy of twelve in old Jerusalem one day realised that he had reached the age when he must think for himself and make decisions. Without false ideas of independence he went back to his home and workshop and did the things his parents thought best, but he began that day to live his own life and to make plans for helping the world. He was not ambitious to be rich or famous, he would not fight, and he hated meanness, cruelty, injustice and hypocrisy. When he grew to manhood he healed sick people, comforted the sorrowful, pitied those who did wrong, divided his food with the hungry, strengthened the weak and made friends with children.

He loved the sea and boats, the hills and fields, flowers and birds. He was brave in danger, patient when persecuted, heroic in temptation, pure in heart, and so loving and unselfish that millions of people who never saw him love him and would lay down their lives for him. He did not preach long sermons—he never wrote a book. You could easily commit to memory all his recorded words. He died poor and almost friendless, and yet we celebrate his birthday throughout the world; we date our letters from the year of hfe birth; we offer in Congress and Parliaments prayers in his name. The history of his life is printed in four hundred languages. Kings and emperors, presidents and judges, statesmen and scholars, peasants and slaves, declare this to be the greatest and best of all books. Thousands of magnificent buildings have been erected to him—abbeys, cathedrals and churches. Our greatest colleges were dedicated to this poor boy who never went to college, never left his own little country, and died when he was only thirty-three years old. From his life and death painters, poets, orators and musicians have gained their highest inspiration. From this wonderful, perfect boyhood and the work he began, girls and boys of every land may learn kindness, courage, obedience and devotion to duty.

Alternate Reading: Revelation 22: 6-16.




December Twenty-Fourth


Jesus Appears To Thomas

But Thomas one of the Twelve, called The Twin, was not with them when Jesus came; so the rest of the disciples said to him: “We have seen the Master!”

“Unless I see the marks of the nails in his hands,” he exclaimed, “and put my finger into the marks, and put my hand into his side, I will not believe it.”

A week later the disciples were again in the house, and Thomas with them. After the doors had been shut, Jesus came and stood among them, and said: “Peace be with you.” Then he said to Thomas:

“Place your finger here, and look at my hands; and place your hand here, and put it into my side; and do not refuse to believe, but believe.”

And Thomas exclaimed:

“My Master, and my God!”

“Is it because you have seen me that you have believed?” said Jesus. “Blessed are they who have not seen, and yet have believed!”


The Object Of This Gospel

There were many other signs of his mission that Jesus gave in presence of the disciples, which are not recorded in this book; but these have been recorded that you may believe that Jesus is the Christ, the Son of God—and that, through your belief in his Name, you may have Life.



Jesus Ascends To Heaven

After this, Jesus led them out as far as Bethany, and there raised his hands and blessed them. As he was in the act of blessing them, he left them [and was carried up into Heaven.] They [bowed to the ground before him and] returned to Jerusalem full of joy; and they were constantly in the Temple Courts, blessing God.

—John.
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The Home Pledge Card

I Pledge God:

That I will exalt the home above all other interests as the institution of supreme importance in the Kingdom of God, and that I will renounce everything in my life that I know to be injurious to any home;

That I will endeavor to secure for my own home, health, beauty, refinement and happiness; and will ever cherish it as God’s school for character training;

That I will try never to desecrate the sanctity of any other home by thought, word, or deed; and will regard it always as my sacred duty to influence others to live so as not to be injurious but helpful to all homes.

Name ……………………………..

Address……………………………



Program For The Dedication Of A Home


	Singing: “Home, Sweet Home.”

	Minister Reading: “The Kingdom of Love.”

	The Address of the Minister (impromptu).

	Minister Reading the “Dedicatory Prayer.”

	Presentation of Home by Husband and Wife.

	The Minister Pronounces the Dedicatory Sentence.

	Prayer of Dedication.

	Benediction.




Home, Sweet Home!

’Mid pleasures and palaces though we may roam,

Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like home;

A charm from the sky seems to hallow us there,

Which, seek through the world, is ne’er met with elsewhere.

Home! Home! sweet, sweet Home! There’s no place like Home! there’s no place like Home!

An exile from Home, splendor dazzles in vain;

O, give me my lowly thatched cottage again!

The birds singing gaily, that came at my call,—

Give me them,—and the peace of mind, dearer than all!

Home! Home! sweet, sweet Home!

There’s no place like Home! there’s no place like Home!

How sweet ’tis to sit ’neath a fond father’s smile,

And the cares of a mother to soothe and beguile!

Let others delight ’mid new pleasures to roam,

But give me, oh, give me, the pleasures of Home!

Home! Home! sweet, sweet Home!

There’s no place like Home! there’s no place like Home!

To thee I’ll return, overburdened with care;

The heart’s dearest solace will smile on me there;

No more from that cottage again will I roam;

Be it ever so humble, there’s no place like Home.

Home! Home! sweet, sweet Home!

There’s no place like Home! there’s no place like Home!

—John Howard Payne.



The Kingdom Of Love

In the dawn of the day when the sea and the earth

Reflect the sunrise above,

I set forth with a heart full of courage and mirth

To seek for the Kingdom of Love.

I asked of a Poet I met on the way

Which cross-road would lead me aright.

And he said: “Follow me, and ere long you shall see

Its glittering turrets of light.”

And soon in the distance a city shone fair.

“Look yonder,” he said; “how it gleams!

But alas! for the hopes that were doomed to despair,

It was only the”Kingdom of Dreams.”

Then the next man I asked was a gay Cavalier,

And he said: “Follow me, follow me”;

And with laughter and song we went speeding along

By the shores of Life’s beautiful sea.

Then we came to a valley more tropical far

Than the wonderful vale of Cashmere,

And I saw from a bower a face like a flower

Smile out on the gay Cavalier.

And he said: “We have come to humanity’s goal:

Here love and delight are intense.” But alas and alas! for the hopes of my soul—

It was only the “Kingdom of Sense.”

As I journeyed more slowly I met on the road

A coach with retainers behind.

And they said: “Follow me, for our Lady’s abode

Belongs in that realm, you will find.”

’Twas a grand dame of fashion, a newly-made bride,

I followed, encouraged and bold;

But my hopes died away like the last gleams of day,

For we came to the “Kingdom of Gold.”

At the door of a cottage I asked a fair maid. “I have heard of that realm,” she replied;

“But my feet never roam from the”Kingdom of Home,”

So I know not the way,” and she sighed.

I looked on the cottage; how restful it seemed!

And the maid was as a dove.

Great light glorified my soul as I cried:

“Why Home is the Kingdom of Love!”

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.



Address of the Minister (impromptu).



“Dedication Prayer”

God of Wisdom, God of Might!

Father! dearest name of all,

Bow Thy throne, and bless our rite;

’Tis Thy children on Thee call.

Glorious One! look down from heaven,

Warm each heart and hear each vow;

Unto Thee this home is given,

With Thy presence fill it now.

Fill it now! on every soul

Shed the incense of Thy grace;

While our anthem echoes roll

In this consecrated place,

While Thy holy page we read,

While the prayers Thou lov’st ascend,

While Thy cause Thy servants plead,

Fill this home, our God, our Friend!

Fill it now,—oh, fill it long!

So, when death shall call us home,

Still to Thee, in many a throng,

May our children’s children come.

Bless them, Father, long and late;

Blot their sins, their sorrows dry;

Make this home to them the gate,

Leading to their home on high.

There, when time shall be no more,

When the trials of life are past,

May the souls from every shore

Congregate in peace at last!

Then to Thee, Thou One all-wise,

Shall the gathered millions sing,

Till the arches of the skies

With their hallelujahs ring.

—Charles Sprague.



Presentation of the Home:

The husband and wife shall then address the minister, saying: We present this, our home, to be set apart from all unhallowed uses and devoted to the service of God.

Dedicatory Sentence by the Minister:

Inasmuch as the members of this family desire to have this, their home, kept always pure, helpful and happy and maintained for Christian service, I solemnly dedicate it in the sight of God as their home, to be cherished as the center of their interest and affection; to be maintained for all who dwell herein as a school of character; to be for guests a shelter from the storms of life, where they may ever find healing sympathy and fellowship; to be for this community a lamp of life radiating sweet influences of beauty and service; to be safeguarded with the utmost diligence as a unit in the Kingdom of God that His will may ever be done herein as it is done in Heaven; to be loved as the sacred shrine that links this life to Heaven by daily worship and service.

Prayer of Consecration by the Minister:

O God, Our Father, as Thou hast Thyself established the family for the purpose of propagating and training human life, we consecrate this home to Thee and pray that Thy lovingkindness and tender mercy may ever rest upon each member of this family. Thou alone canst create life, and yet Thou hast called us to work with Thee in training character that we all may ultimately become perfect as Thou art perfect. May no storms of passion ever be so strong as to break the ties of love in this home. May Thy almighty hand be a shield to protect this home from all outside influences that poison the heart, embitter the mind, and degrade the soul. May nothing be allowed to grow herein that is unfit for Thy Kingdom, but may all vie with each other in making this home beautiful, healthful and happy.

As Jesus, our Savior, loved the home and so tenderly ministered to the children, may we, too, exalt our home above all other interests in this life and place the child in the midst of all our thought and affection. May children always be welcome in this home of Thine; and, as their angels serve God through their tender ministry to the little ones, so may we count it our highest privilege to serve Thee by patiently caring for them, and esteem it our holiest act of worship to train them to be good and reverent and useful.

O God of all love, we would erect in this home an altar unto Thee, whereon the sacrificial fires of praise and thanksgiving shall never bum low, but grow brighter as the swift years speed us toward our eternal home. Be Thou our unseen Guest in all our conversations and fellowship and so reveal Thyself by a daily baptism of Thy Life that no one going out from this home may ever become careless of his obligations as a child of Thine or fail in the service to which Thou hast called each one of us.

Benediction.




A Welcome to a Guest

To be sung by the famfly at a guest enters the hone, or enters the dining room for the evening meal, and sung to the tune of Auld Lang Syne.


Welcome Home

A welcome to our home, dear friend,

A welcome to our home;

Our love encircles you, dear friend,

Our love encircles you;

And wheresoe’er you go, dear friend,

And whatsoe’er you do,

Our love will e’er be true, dear friend,

Our love will e’er be true.




Crowning Of Mother

(When baby is one month old celebrate the occasion by having the Home Council devoted to the following program:)


	With the mother seated holding the baby in her arms, and the family and guests standing, let the father take a wreath made of some evergreen and crown the mother, saying as he does so:

“Great mercy has God bestowed upon thee,

And crowned thee with glory and honor;

Age after age He elevates above all others,

The mother who reverences His name.”


	The family physician, who should be a guest, then weighs the baby, and otherwise makes a physical examination, and advises the parents as to its care. At this time the mother should start a record, entering in this book the important facts, such as birthday, weight, and other information for future reference.

	The father reads “Baby,” by George MacDonald (see December 28th).



	The grandmother or God-mother reads “Weighing the Baby,” (see August 4th).

	The minister, who should also be a guest, then reads Luke 18: 15-17, and closes the program with prayer.





Program for Birthdays

In order to keep the home the center of interest for all members of the family it is important that all birthdays be observed in some appropriate manner. The following suggestions are made, out of many that might be offered, as features of a pleasant evening in celebration of such an event.


	Have the chair of the honored member of the family decorated with flowers appropriate to the month in which the birth-day falls.

	Have a birth-day cake with as many candles as the years of age and have the honored member cut and serve it.

	Have the honored member read from his favorite poem the lesson that he wishes to leave for the family.

	At the conclusion of the Home Council let all stand and sing to the tune of Auld Lang Syne:




Another golden mile, my Dear, Another golden mile;

Your love was golden, too, my Dear, In all this golden year.

And now we pledge our love anew, We pledge our love anew;

And whatsoe’er the years may bring, Our love will e’er be true.





Program for the Marriage Anniversary

Married love should grow and become richer and sweeter from year to year; and each anniversary of the marriage should mark a distinct advance in devotion over all preceding years. This important fact should be celebrated on each wedding anniversary by this program:


	Family and guests gather about the table and await the husband and wife, who enter to the playing of Mendelssohn’s Wedding March.

	After the supper the husband reads, “The Worn Wedding-Ring” (from November 12th).

	The Wife reads “How Do I Love Thee,” (November 21st).

	The minister, who should be a guest, should continue the program with prayer, ending with this benediction:

“The Lord bless thee and keep thee;

”The Lord make His face to shine upon thee, and be gracious unto thee;

“The Lord lift up His countenance upon thee, and give thee peace.”






Program For A Funeral Service In The Home


Note.—In a Christian Home there should be no music on this occasion, for the emotions are already extremely tense; and there should be no display of mourning. There should be the least possible formality, and no tiptoeing or whispering, but a natural movement of everyone in a courteous, respectful manner.




1. When the time arrives as announced, the minister should begin reading slowly and very distinctly:

“I am the Resurrection and the Life. Those that believe in Me, though they die, will live.”

“In My Father’s home are many rooms. If it had not been so, I should have told you; I am going to prepare a place for you. And if I go and prepare it, I shall return, and will take you to be with me, so that you may be where I am.”

“For we know that if the tent—that earthly body which is now our home—should be taken down, we have a home of God’s building, a home not made by human hands, an enduring home in Heaven.”

(Following poem is adapted for the occation)

“’Tis hard to take the burden up.

When he has laid it down;

He brightened all the joy of life,

He softened every frown;

But Oh, ’tis good to think of him,

When we are troubled sore!

Thanks be to God that he hath lived,

Although he’s here no more.

”More home-like seems the vast unknown,

Since he has entered there;

To follow him is not so hard,

Wherever he may fare;

He cannot be where God is not,

On any sea or shore;

Whate’er betides, Thy love abides,

Our God, for evermore.”



2. Should be read by one of the most intimate friends:

(adapted for the occation)

Our Father’s great house has many rooms,

In that sweet home above,

And every dear child has there a place,

Prepared by our Father’s love.

’Tis here that our lives are tested,

While learning His Kingdom’s rule;

From here our lives exalted,

Enroll in that higher school.

Like weary and wornout children,

That sigh for the daylight’s close,

He knows we oft are weary,

And long for our home’s repose.

So He calls us in from our labors,

Ere the shadows around us creep,

And silently watching o’er us,

He giveth His loved ones sleep.

He giveth it, Oh! so gently,

As a mother will lull to rest,

The babe that she softly pillows,

So tenderly on her breast.

Forgotten then are the sorrows,

And the thorns that made us weep.

For our Father’s Home is healing,

And giveth His loved ones sleep.

All dread of the distant future,

And all fears that oppress to-day,

Like mists that clear in the sunlight,

Have noiselessly passed away.

Nor call nor clamour can rouse him (or her)

From slumbers so pure and sweet,

His voice alone can reach him,

While He giveth His loved one sleep.

Weep not that his toils are over,

Weep not that his race is won,

God grant that we rest as calmly,

When our work, like his, is done.

Till then we pray for wisdom,

Our faithful course to keep,

Till we shall hear His summons,

To give His loved ones sleep.



3. The minister should then read one or more of the following selections according to the circumstances:


	The Continuity of Life (December 17).

	My Own Shall Come to Me (December 13).

	Crossing the Bar (December 18).

	The Meaning of Death (December 7).





4. A brief talk by the minister and prayer, concluding with the Lord’s Prayer.




Grace And Prayers For Children


1

“Our Father, we thank Thee for all the blessings Thou hast given, and pray Thee to make us helpful to those about us and true to Thee.” Amen.



2

“Lord, for tomorrow and its needs I do not pray;

Keep me, my God, from stain of sin just for to-day.

Help me to labor earnestly, and duly pray;

Let me be kind in word and deed, Father, today.” Amen.



3

“More gratitude give me,

More trust in the Lord,

More pride in His glory,

More hope in His word,

More fit for Thy Kingdom,

More used would I be,

More blessed and holy,

More, Savior, like Thee.” Amen.



4

“They who seek the throne of grace

Find that throne in every place;

If in sickness or in health,

If in want or in wealth,

When we look to God in prayer,

God is present everywhere.” Amen.



5

“O Thou, whose bounty fills our life

With every blessing meet,

We give Thee thanks for everything,

The bitter and the sweet.

We thank Thee for the desert road,

And for the river-side,

For all Thy goodness hath bestowed

And all Thy grace denied.” Amen.



6

“O Father, may these hearts of ours

A lesson learn from birds and flowers,

And from all worry rest;

And feel secure that One above,

In perfect wisdom, perfect love,

Is working for the best.” Amen.



7

“Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me,

Bless Thy little lambs to-night,

Through the darkness be Thou near me,

Bless my sleep till morning light.

All this day Thy hand has led me,

And I thank Thee for Thy care.

Thou hast clothed me, warmed me, fed me,

Listen to my evening prayer.

Let my sins be all forgiven.

Bless the friends I love so well,

Take me when I die to Heaven,

Happy there with Thee to dwell.” Amen.



8

“I love to learn of Jesus,

Our Savior from above,

His life was pure and holy,

And full of deeds of love. O Savior, be our teacher,

And lead us in Thy way,

Be near to help and bless us,

And keep us day by day.” Amen.



9: Grace For The Evening Meal

When all are seated at the table let each taiember of the family lift his glass of water, as if to take a drink, and hold it, while all repeat in concert these words:

In gratitude to God, our Father, and

In memory of Jesus, our Brother and Savior.




The School Council

While this book has been prepared particularly for the Home Council, it is well adapted for use in the school, either at chapel or at opening of classes. It is the sacred duty of every educator to keep fresh in the minds of the students that character is the primary object of all education. To that end we suggest the following program for use in school:


	Salute to the flag; after which sing one stanza of America or Star-Spangled Banner. (School standing.)

	The leader of chapel reads the daily lesson in this volume.

	The school standing and lifting the right hand in salute repeat in concert the following:



In gratitude to God, our Father, and in obedience to the laws of my state, I will try never to mistreat anyone as to his person or property, but will endeavor at all times to be kind and helpful, and thereby aim to become a worthy member of an ideal Nation of justice, health and happiness for all.



Children’s Code Of Morals


Prepared by William J. Hutchins for the Character Education Institution.



Boys and girls who are good Americans try to become strong and useful, that our country may become ever greater and better. Therefore they obey the laws of right living which the best Americans have always obeyed.


I: The Law of Health

The Good American Tries to Gain and to Keep Perfect Health

The welfare of our country depends upon those who try to be physically fit for their daily work Therefore:


	I will keep my clothes, my body and my mind clean.

	I will avoid those habits which would harm me, and will make and never break those habits which will help me.

	I will try to take such food, sleep and exercise as will keep me in perfect health.





II: The Law of Self-Control

The Good American Controls Himself

Those who best control themselves can best serve their country.


	I will control my tongue, and will not allow it to speak mean, vulgar or profane words.

	I will control my temper, and will not get angry when people or things displease me.

	I will control my thoughts, and will not allow a foolish wish to spoil a wise purpose.





III: The Law of Self-Reliance

The Good American Is Self-Reliant

Self-conceit is silly, but self-reliance is necessary to boys and girls who would be strong and useful.


	I will gladly listen to the advice of older and wiser people; I will reverence the wishes of those who love and care for me, and who know life and me better than I; but I will learn to think for myself, choose for myself, act for myself.

	I will not be afraid of being laughed at. I will not be afraid of doing right when the crowd does wrong. Fear never made a good American.





IV: The Law of Reliability

The Good American Is Reliable

Our country grows great and good as her citixens are able more fully to trust each other. Therefore:


	I will be honest, in word and in act. I will not lie, sneak, or pretend, nor will I keep the truth from those who have a right to it.

	I will not do wrong in the hope of not being found out. I cannot hide the truth from myself and cannot often hide it from others.

	I will not take without permission what does not belong to me.

	I will do promptly what I have promised to do. If I have made a foolish promise, I will at once confess my mistake, and I will try to make good any harm which my mistake may have caused. I will so speak and act that people will find it easier to trust each other.





V: The Law of Clean Play

The Good American Plays Fair

Clean play increases and trains one’s strength, and helps one to be more useful to one’s country. Therefore:


	I will not cheat, nor will I play for keeps. If I should not play fair, the loser would lose the fun of the game, the winner would lose his self-respect, and the game itself would become a mean and often cruel business.

	I will treat my opponent with courtesy.

	If I play in a group game, I will play, not for my own glory, but for the success of my team and the fun of the game.

	I will be a good loser or a generous winner.





VI: The Law of Duty

The Good American Does His Duty

The shirker or the willing idler lives upon the labor of others, burdens others with the work which he ought to do himself. He harms his fellow-citizens, and so harms his country.

I will try to find out what my duty is, what I ought to do, and my duty I will do, whether it is easy or hard. What I ought to do I can do.



VII: The Law of Good Workmanship

The Good American Tries to do the Right Thing in the Right Way

The welfare of our country depends upon those who have learned to do in the right way the things that ought to be done. Therefore:


	I will get the best possible education, and learn all that I can from those who have learned to do the right thing in the right way.

	I will take an interest in my work, and will not be satisfied with slip-shod and merely passable work. A wheel or a rail carelessly made may cause the death of hundreds.

	I will try to do the right thing in the right way, even when no one else sees or praises me. But when I have done my best, I will not envy those who have done better, or have received larger reward. Envy spoils the work and the worker.





VIII: The Law or Team-Work

The Good American Works in Friendly Co-operation with His Fellow-Workers

One man alone could not build a city or a great railroad. One man alone would find it hard to build a house or a bridge. That I may have bread, men have sowed and reaped,’ men have made plows and threshers, men have built mills and mined coal, men have made stoves and kept stores. As we learn better how to work together, the welfare of our country is advanced.


	In whatever work I do with others, I will do my part and will help others do their part.

	I will keep in order the things which I use in my work. When things are out of place, they are often in the way, and sometimes they are hard to find. Disorder means confusion, and the waste of time and patience.

	In all my work with others, I will be cheerful. Cheerlessness depresses all the workers and injures all the work.

	When I have received money for my work, I will be neither a miser nor a spendthrift. I will save or spend as one of the friendly workers of America.





IX: The Law or Kindness

The Good American Is Kind

In America those who are of different races, colors, and conditions must live together. We are of many different sorts, but we are one great people. Every unkindness hurts the common life, every kindness helps the common life. Therefore:


	I will be kind in all my thoughts. I will bear no spites or grudges. I will not think unkindly of any other girl or boy just because I am of a different race or color or condition. I will never despise anybody.

	I will be kind in all my speech. I will not gossip, nor will I speak unkindly of anyone. Words may wound or heal.

	I will be kind in all my acts. I will not selfishly insist on having my own way. I will always be polite. Rude people are not good Americans. I will not trouble unnecessarily those who do work for me. I will do my best to prevent cruelty, and will give my best help to those who need it most.





X: The Law of Loyalty

The Good American Is Loyal

If our America is to become ever greater and better, her citizens must be loyal, devotedly faithful, in every relation of life.


	I will be loyal to my family. In loyalty I will gladly obey my parents or those who are in their place. I will do my best to help each member of my family to strength and usefulness.

	I will be loyal to my school. In loyalty I will obey and help other pupils to obey those rules which further the good of all.

	I will be loyal to my town, my state, my country. In loyalty I will respect and help others to respect their laws and their courts of justice.

	I will be loyal to humanity. In loyalty I will do my best to help the friendly relations of our country with every other country, and to give to everyone in every land the best possible chance.

If I try simply to be loyal to my family, I may be disloyal to my school. If I try simply to be loyal to my school, I may be disloyal to my town, my state and my country. If I try simply to be loyal to my town, state and country, I may be disloyal to humanity. I will try above all things else to be loyal to humanity; then I shall surely be loyal to my country, my state and my town, to my school and to my family.



And he who obeys the law of loyalty obeys all of the other nine laws of The Good American.



Historical Note

This code was awarded the Donor’s prise of $5,000 in the National Morality Codes Competition, 1916, for the best Children’s Code of Morals, the judges being Professor George Trumbull Ladd, of Yale University; Justice Mahlon Pitney, of the Supreme Court of the United States, and President, Mrs. Phillip North Moore, of the National Council of Women. All the states participated and the competition was under the auspices of the Character Education Institution.




Humanity’s Code Of Religion

According to Jesus


	The Law of Love to God: “Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy strength, and with all thy mind.”

	The Law of Love for Others: “Thou shalt love thy neighbor as if he were thyself.”



“Do these and you will live.”





Acknowledgments

We extend our acknowledgments and thanks to the following publishers and authors for special permission to include selections protected by copyright as cited below:

The Abingdon Press, New York, for selections from Frederick W. Boreham—


	God Will Keep His Word

	The Little Child That Is to Be

	The Little Child That Was

	The Little Child That Is

	The Little Child That Never Was

	Our Trysting-Places



The Beacon Press, Inc., Boston, for selections from F. L. Hosmer—


	The Thought of God

	My Country



D. Appleton and Company, New York, for selections from William Cullen Bryant—

Selected Poems

W. B. Conkey Company, Hammond, Ind., for selections from Ella Wheeler Wilcox—


	As You Go Through Life

	Trust in Yourself

	However the Battle is Ended

	Love is Enough

	Two Sinners

	We Two

	The Coming Man

	God’s Garden of Gethsemane

	The Kingdom of Love



T.Y. Crowell Company, New York, for selections from

George Eliot—


	The Choir Invisible



Elizabeth Barrett Browning—


	A Child’s Thought of God

	Too Ready with Complaint



Alice Cary—


	The Best Picture

	Nobility



Phoebe Cary—


	Suppose, My Little Lady

	Victory from Defeat



O.S. Marden—


	Value of Character Training and other selections



George H. Doran Company for selection from

Charles M. Sheldon—


	Jesus the Carpenter



E. P. Dutton and Company for selections from

George Macdonald—


	Baby

	Who Dwelleth in the Secret Place



Frances Ridley Havergal—


	Reality



Doubleday, Page and Company for selections from

Walt Whitman—


	Letters from God

	Living in Eternity

	I Know I Am Deathless

	The Measureless Soul of Man

	What Is the Grass?

	Heroism



Harr Wagner Company, San Francisco, for selections from Joaquin Miller—


	Columbus

	The Fortunate Isles



Harper and Brothers for selections from

Algernon Charles Swinburne—


	Of Such Is the Kingdom of Heaven

	A Baby’s Hands, Like Rose-Buds Furled

	The Salt of the Earth



Margaret E. Sangster—


	Washington’s Birthday



Houghton, Mifflin Company for selections from

Emma Lazarus—


	The Prayer of Nations

	The New Colossus



C. P. Cranch—


	Two Singers



John Burroughs—

-My Own Shall Come to Me

Henry W. Longfellow—


	Loyalty of Purpose

	Prayer

	Character Builders

	I Shot an Arrow into the Air

	Stay at Home, My Heart, and Rest

	The Psalm of Life

	The Builders

	Honest and Faithful Labor



James Russell Lowell—


	Abraham Lincoln

	What Is So Rare as a Day in June

	Sir Launfal



Ralph Waldo Emerson—


	Always Something Sings

	Manners

	We Thank Thee



Oliver Wendell Holmes—


	Behold the Rocky Wall

	The Two Armies



Richard Watson Gilder—


	The Meaning of Pain

	The Heavenly Urge

	Lead Me Deeper Into Life



E. R. Sill

John Drinkwater

John G. Whittier—


	We May Not Climb the Heavenly Steeps

	The Eternal Goodness



Jones Very

Thomas B. Aldrich

Little, Brown and Company, Boston, for selections from

Francis Bourdillon—


	The Night Has a Thousand Eyes

	Jean Ingelow



Edward Everett Hale

Helen Hunt Jackson—


	Two Truths



Longmans, Green and Company, New York and London, for selection from William Morris—


	When the World Grows Fair



Lothrop, Lee and Shepard Company, Boston, for selections from Sam Walter Foss—


	The House by the Side of the Road



G. P. Putnam’s Sons, Publishers, New York and London, for selection from W. H. Carruth—


	Each in His Own Tongue



The Macmillan Company, New York, for selections from

Charles A. Ellwood

Rabindranath Tagore

William Watson

Alfred Tennyson—


	Ring Out, Wild Bells

	For What Are Men Better Than Sheep

	And He That Shuts Love Out

	Follow Your Star That Lights

	That Nothing Walks with Aimless Feet

	O Yet We Trust That Somehow Good

	Flower in the Crannied Wall

	More Things Are Wrought by Prayer Let Woman Make Herself Her Own I Was First of All the Kings Who Drew When Shall All Men’s Good 0 Purblind Race of Miserable Men Crossing the Bar



The Penn Publishing Company, Philadelphia, for selection from Amelia E. Barr—


	The New Year Ledger



Reilly and Lee Company, Chicago, for selections from Edgar A. Guest—


	Home

	The World Is Against Me

	Denial

	Daddies

	The Home Builders



Charles Scribner’s Sons, New York, for selections from Sidney Lanier—


	Barnacles

	Into the Woods My Master Went

	The Marshes of Glynn



J. G. Holland—


	The Need of Men

	Heaven Is Not Reached by a Single Bound



Henry van Dyke—


	Four Essentials

	The Psalm of the Good Teacher



George Sully and Company for selections from Joseph Morris—


	Crossing the Delaware

	It Can Be Done

	If You Can’t Go Over or Under, Go Round



The Music Publishers’ Protective Association for Mother Machree, by Rida J. Young

The Everyland Magazine, West Medford, Mass., for From a Carpenter’s Shop

The Following Authors personally:


	Dr. Frank Crane

	Mr. Joseph Morris

	Dr. Edwin Markham

	Mr. John Godfrey Saxe



We are grateful to the many friends who have given encouragement and advice in the preparation of this book, and we especially thank Dr. E. O. Watson and Dr. W. L. Darby for their helpful criticisms and suggestions.


EPUB/media/cover-front.jpg
TN T

et 3

The Savior of
Civilization
J. E. McCULLOCH

TN






