































































































































































































































































































































































































Josiah's and Sarah's Scrap-book Sct #19

"If we were in the other fellow's place,
If we knew all that troubles him c¢ach day,
If we could solve the riddle of his facec
And see the many pitfalls in his way,
Perheps we, too, would stend and cry aloud
And shudder at the jeering of the crowd.

How sorely temnted is the sinner hecre

Only the sinner well and truly knows;

“hat buds of hore have blighted yeer by year,
Leaving decay where should have bloomed a rose,
None but the broken toiler heve can tell.

Yet, in his place, would we have donc as well?

If we were standing where the failure stands,
And Imew the disappointments he had faced,

And had our life's work crumble in our hends,
Or, being weak, had sinned snd been disgraced,
Ferhaps we, too, would shuffle down the street
And lie or steal for something warm to eat,

Better then sneers is vpity for the lost.

Pew men by choice upon life's rocks are wreckced,
They thet have failed, and now must pay the cost,
OCnce hopcd to walk the world with hcads ercet;
tnd we, perhaps, who strctch no hand in eid,
Azainst such odds no better would heve played.”

"When darkncss falls and the Sandman comes
And the chilévren ere veady for bed,

"hen you carefully tuck the covers in
“ith a kiss for each drowsy hend--

Open your heart for others, then,

For children who need your carve,

Children vihose homes are empty and cold--
Cpen your heart and share.

“hen chubby hands reach for the brimming milk,
The mug you are able to fill--

"hen you smile with pride ot the rosy cheeks,
Think of little ones hun<ry and i1l

Of faces so paliid and wealr and wen,

Consider how much you can sparc--—

'Inasmuch as to one of the least of these--'
Open your heart and sharel"

"Faint asking means scant receiving."



Josiah's and Sarah's Scrap-book Set #19

"They bvorrowed a bed to lay His head,

Then Christ the Lord came down,

They borrowed the ass in the mountain-pass
For Him to ride to town,

But the crown thet He wore

And the cross that He hore

Were His own.

He borrowed the bread when the crowd He fed
On the grassy mountain side.

He borrowed the dish of broken fish

With which He satisfied—-—

But the crowvm that He wore

And the cross thet He Dbore

ere His own.

le borrowed the ship in vhich to sit
To teach the multitude—-

He horrowed the nest in which to rest,
He had never a home so rude-—-

But the crown that He wore

And the cross thst He bore

Were His own.

He horrowed a room on the way to the tomb
The passover lamb to eat——

They borrowed the cave for Him a grave
They borrowed a winding sheet,

But the crown that He wore

And the cross thet He hore

Were His own.

The thorns on His head were worn in my stead;
For me the Saviour died;

For guilt of my Sin the nails drove in

“hen Him they crucified-——

Thouzh the crown that He wore

And the cross that He bore were His own--
They rightly were mine."

"A moment in the morning,

Teke your Bible in your hand,
And catch a glimpse of glory
Prom the pesceful Promised ILand;
It will linger still before you
Yhen you seek the busy mart,

And like flowers of hope will blossom
Into beauty in your heerw, '
The precious words, like jewels,
Will glisten all the day

"ith a rare effulgent glory

That will brishten all the way."



Josiah's and Sarah's Scrap-book Set #19

"I knov not what shall befall me,
God hengs a mist o'er my eves,

And et sach stevn of my onwsrd wcth
He makes new scenss to rise,

And every jory he sends me comes

As a sweet and ~lad surprise.

I see not & step before me,

As I tread on another year;

But the vast is still in God's keeping,
“"he future His mercy shall clear,

ut vhat looks dark in the distance
liay brishten as I draw near.

For perhaps the dreaded future
Has less bitter thanm I think;
The Lord may sweeten the waters
Before I stoop to drink;

Or, if Yarabk must be Harah,

He will stand beside its brink.

It may be He keeps waiting

Till the cominz of my feet

Some gift of sneh rare blessedness,
Some jo7 so strangely sweet,

That my lips shall only tremble
Tith the thenks they canrnot sreszk.

0 restful, blissful ignorance!
'Tig Dblessed not to know;

It holds me in those mizhty arms
hich will not let me go,

And hushes my soul to rest

On the hosom which loves me sol

So I 7o on not knowing;

I would not if I might;

I would rather walk with Him by feith
Than walk alone by sight.

My heart shrinks back from trials
"Mich the future may disclose,

Yet I never had a sorrow,

But vhat the dear Iord chose,

S50 I send the coming tears back

With the whisnered words, 'He knows,'"

"Mey sunshine flood each dav for you,
And make your mind a gzgerden where
leeds and thorns are very few
Put fresrant flowers blosgsowm there,"



Josigh's and Sarah's Scrav-book Set #19
"Hide thyself by the brook Cherith." I Kings 17:3.

"The world waents its heroes in the spot light, dbut God
hides His by drying brooks! Yes, if some modern Tlijah could
control the water suprly of the naticn and call down fire
Trum Heaven, every city newspaper would carry his name on the
n2gdlines, and he would crowd even our popular Lindbersh off
the vedistal of world-wide fame.

"God had reasons, vhich the text discloses, for hiding
the man of the hour, In the first nlasce, He wanted to hide
him from the wrath of Jezebel, but the Iord also had in mind
the making of Elijah; therefore, He hid him by a drying broox,
One would. naturally think that the Iord would at least hide
Elijah by an-<ever-flowing spring, but He sent him for his we-
ter sup»ly to a brook that was rapidly dryinz un in the nation-
wide famine,

. "Doubtless, the Tord lets us go to many e Cherith when
He knows that the supply will soon be ezhausted, but He knows
also that the very need will throw us all the more back to
God, ™hen the brook dried up, Elijah had no other scurce for
his water supply than Divine help.

"Then God sent Elijah to the drying brook, He gave a
carbon copy to the ravens, and they began their plans under
Divine guidance to find the hidden profit.

"How much of Cod's suprlies have we missed because we
didn't keep our avwointment with Him! He sent the blessings
~one way, and we went another.

""hat difference does it make if the brook is dry, if
all the machinery of God's universe is working together for
our suprort and security! It mey be you are hidden away in
- .gome 1ittle bungelow or out on some ranch, in some city apart-

ment, or at some little failing financial brook and drying vhy-
sical springs; but if God is with you, every real need will he
supplied. And when the brook dries up as it did at Cherith,
God will have a telegram from heaven announcing vou have moved
to Zerevhath where miraculous power waits to zive you 'meal
~and oil', and to make you a real ministering servant to those
about you in need."----Josiah Hopkins,

"Bow dowmn, O Lord, and bid be still
This struggling heart of mine.
"hen will I learn in Thee to rest,
In Thy great will divine®"



Josiah 's and Sarah's Scrap-book Sct #19

"If setting old is thinking bveck

Along life's winding, dusty track

And picking out a place or two

“here laugater was and memory Irew.

I. it is living bygone jovs,

fcealling smiling girls end boys

You played with once, and wondcring how
They are, and also where, right now;
Repeating teles you often told,

Then truly I am getting old.

If zetting o0ld is pondering o'er

The volume of vwhat's zone before,

And wlakinz hend in hend agsin,

With pretty Scrah dovm the lond,

Or swimming in your favorite pool

"ith all your prlaymates after school,
Hecaring glad voices, long since stilled,
Then every day was laushter~filled,
Finding the past now tipped with -o0ld,
Then it must be I'm gettinz old.

If getting o0ld is looking on

To where the friends you've loved have gone,
And feeling God is holding you

Closer than He used ot do;

Talzing and welkins with you more,

Showing yon things you missed before

"hen blindly as a youth you ran;

If it's to glimpse His larzer plan

And catch the purpose Heaven must hold,

Then surely I am getting old."

"The clouds that come at sunset
Helr paint the sky ¢t eve,

Tor cloudless skies and twilicht,
But graycest pictures weave.,

TMor clearest skies at evening
May be serene and stark;

But gorgeous, glowing colors

Come with the light znd dark.

0 soul, fret nect at shadows
The elouds cast o'er thv wey,
Por beautiful the nictures
Thet come &t close of day.”
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EASTIR LILIES

by
"Jogiah Hopkinsg"

In my parsonage yard, there are many beautiful
white lilies at this Daster season, It seems that
God gave them to the world for a message of hope
to tell us as only such flowers can the story of
the Resurrection. Through the long winter, the
bulbs have lain in the cold gresp of winter's frigid
earth, but the sunshine cf Spring has stirred the
mystery of life within their bosoms, and they have
come forth to unfurl their immaculate petals to the
wond ering gaze of those who wa'lk the garden paths,
Every year since the first flowers were strewn over
Eden to beautify man's home, this miracle has been
repeated., How strange that any person would think
for a moment that the grave could hold in its iecy
fingers the Lord of Life when it is powerless to
keep a 1lily in the sodi

To us who have heard the story of the first
Easter go often, it seems incredible that the de-~
ciples expected the body of Jesus to be in the
tomb that Easter morning., If~ry, in whose home Je-
sus had unfolded the truth concerning himself -« the
Lamb of God and the Incarnate Son-~stcod without
the sepulchor weeping, and as she wept, she stooped
down and looked into the sepulcher. She had
misged the truth of his messages! It may be that
she was so0 blinded with grief and disappecintment
that her faith had dropped to a low level. She
wept, because the tomb was emptyi As she wept, she
looked into the tomb for some glimpse of the body
of her Lord!l Hecd she found the body of Josus
in the tomb, thc earth would havc been robbed of
its dearest hope. Wz would have had no CHRIST,
but morely the dcad Crrpenter of Nazareth, Hc was
absent, that he might be forever present with those
who trust Him. Thc tomb was empty that each human
heart might be filled with hope. Although the
tomb contained no visible ccntents save the dis~
carded garments of Jecsus, it was full of everything
that should makc the Christian heart hopeful, even
jubilant at this blcssed scason.
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To that ompty tomb we go for consolation
when Death invades our family circle. It enables
us to more clearly undcrstand the words of Paul =--
"Christ the first fruits, after that they that
arc Christ's at His coming,." The grave is no longer
a blind alley, but a beautiful highway through
which faith passes in triumph to the (Elecstial
City where they ncver dig a grave: The angel that
sat upon the stone aftcr it had boon removed from
the tomb announced the end of the reign of Death.
No longer would the humen pathway end at the grave.
One had gone through and had opened up a highway
for the physical body of man to pass into the life
beyond. All about us countless voices will be
ginging Eastcr hymns when millions greet the rising
sun of this gloriocus Eastor day. Every bursting
bud proclaims thce fact of a resurrectioni Every
blade of grass chants its defiancc to the ground
from which it rises! ZEach fragrant blossom ,
swings its consor of perfume to the Lord of Lifel
How faint will be the veoices of assombled millions
ag thcir hymns rise in the dawn of thie Baster day
comparcd to the innumcrable tongucs of praise in
Nature's Cathedral!l The universe will be a-tune,
declaring to every car that will harken its story
of deathless life.

"There is no dcath, thc stars go down
To rise upon some other shore,

And therc in Heaven's jewelled crowm,.
Thoy shine forevormore."

A member of my congrcgation lost her little
daughter. Thc song of the birds secmed to no
longor fill the woodland, Flowers lost their per-
fumc, and thce sun hid its facc., The bereft mother
sought cvery avonue of comfort, only to rcturn to
hor sorrows and toars., Onc day she remambered that
her 1little girl loved adoringly the beautiful climbe-
ing white roscs that covercd the front porch. The
davghtcr had said one day:

"Mother, why don't thosc prectty white rosocs
climb all the way to Heaven? Thoy are begutiful -
enough for God,"

The mother said, "My child, God wouldn't take
them away from us.. We have so little bcauty.and
swcetness in this poor, brokon-~hcartcd world that
God lcaves us the lovely things-- at lecast, for a
whilc,"



.-

"At lcast for a whilel"™ Shc said that shc ro-
momberod the fcar that gripped her hcart that day
whon she was talking with hor littlc girl-- a fear
that shc was too becautiful to rcmain in this world
always! Now, shc was gono to bc with God.

The mothecr confesscd that doubts began to trouble
her about the Resurrcetion arnd Life beyond the grave,
She prayecd that God would give her some confimmation
of hcr old faith boforc sorrow had frozen her heart.,

A fow days latcr, she was planting a cutting
from the rosc ¥ine on hcr child's grave, thinking
that thc flowcrs that thc 1ittlc onc loved would be
in bloom ncar her rcsting placc., Somc blight settlcd
on that becautiful rosc vinc on thc porch and slowly
took its lifc. Thoy worc cutting away the dead
branchcs when shc suddoenly wondored if the same dis-
casc had killocd thc vinc in thc ccmetcry. She rushed
to the gravc and found the vine growing ard harnging
its immaculatc flowors ovor thce child's rcesting
place. That to hor was a mcssagc from across the
gravc, DEAD HERE--LIVING AND BLOOMING THERE!

Not only docs Dastor spcak to the disconsolatc
hcarts who havc sufforecd bercavement, but it has a
mcssage for thce disappointed souls whose plans have
failcd and whosc hopes aro dcad., This is not tho
only life! Thc ocarthly lifc of Jcsus is divided into
throc poriods-~birth to baptism: baptism to dcath;
dcath to asconsion: The forty days of post-rosur-
rcétion minigtry disclosc the same wondcrful Christ.
Comforting, tcaching, blossing! Wo find Him doing
aftorwards practically all Hec did bcforc His dcath.
Oh, what hopo that brings to my hcart and should
whispcr to yours! ZEtcornity is all mine through
my faith in Christ Jesus. I can not havc many things
for which my hcart crics out now, but God has Eter-
nity in which to givc mec what I have missed in this
lifc. Lot us beliove the Bastor story and be contont
with such things as we have. Therc will be two ro-~
surrcctions for GodVs child: onc, thc marvelous new
1lifc for the body; the other, the rcosurrcction of
dcad drcams from thc gravce-yard of the hcart,
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