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1S the plala old chiurch that's speaking,
and I beg you hear to-day,
For wheo this duy comes round ngain
T will wll be torn away.
Every brick nod beam and timber
must make room for newer things;
Teunfess I am old-tashioned, bat your thoughtiess
parting stivgs,

I have shelterod you, dear childeen, and have
echued rongs of pralse,

Words of counsel wnd of warning--taithiul triead
through ail the days,

When yoor feet passed o'or my threshold T hnve
been your Sabbath bome;

Many are the prayers 1've echood that You might
not, waywanrd, rosm.

And I miss the sweet child faces that have
changed and older growo;

Bat wherevor they ave guided I stil) clalm thew
for my own,

"Tis at Chlldren's Day we're parting—and you'll
pardon your old friepd—

For your days are but beéginuing; wine will soon
be aL an ond.

Think then 'tin the old chureh speaking—build
Yyour lives so stroog aad troe,

Take Christ for your master builder; let him
Plan your lives for you.

And, triends. while you build the temple, with
15 walls 80 wide and high,

For the old church and I8 wemories; give me
but a partiog sigh,

1 have witnessed :
witnessed joy and pr

Gurnered souls in God's
falth and long delays,

Yet through all your God haws Jed youn—noted
faith nod prayers and tears,

1 have heard yoor prayers answered—for these

ol:l_ brick walls have ears,
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God has told you throogh bis servants, standing
in wy palpit old—

You shonld lead she little chlldren, that not one
Iamb from the fold,

Should stray through your carcless teachlog,
thoughtless word or prayerless life.

He is strvogth when you plead weakness; He is

peice above all strife.

Slug your songs to-day the sweetest for the sake
ot days gono by;
For the roses thint bave withered —though their
tragrance lives on high,
«For the denr and misslog faces; for the new
feiends bere to-day;
For the strength thas will not falter In the
straight and parrow wiy.

And when Children’s Day s over ana the old
church ls no wore,

When no more you'll cross my threshold, nor
come through wmy opes door,

Think bow brick and beam aod timber will be
gono next Children's Dav;

Think thas I am nearly humano, and I've loved
you ln my way.

~Ella Strathmore Whits,




