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My Mother's Bible

This book is all that's left me now, —
Tears will unbidden start, —

With faltering lip and throbbing brow
I press it to my heart.

For many generations past
Here is our family tree;

My mother's hands this Bible clasped,
She, dying, gave it me.

Ah! well do I remember those
Whose names these records bear;
Who round the hearthstone used to close,
After the evening prayer,
And speak of what these pages said
In tones my heart woul% thrill!
Though they are with the silent dead,
Here are they living still!

My father read this holy book
To brothers, sisters, dear;
How calm was my poor mother's look,
Who loved God's word to hear!
Her angel face, — I see it yet!
What thronging memories come!
Again that little group is met
Within the halls of home!

Thou truest friend man ever knew,
Thy constancy I've tried;

When all were false, I found thee true,
My counsellor and guide.

The mines of earth no treasures give
That could this volume buy;

In teaching me the way to live,
It taught me how to die!

George Pope Morris (1802-1864)
American journalist & poet

ENMEEEANNRISHCE | BRAREEBEIN ,



ABEENIZESRYF William Ross Wallace

%E%t%¥l
K{EES I EHNHEE
rE=E O NE, FE,

T, FREEAE
BHALRRINEE

FEERMNEE
E A IREENZENTE |

M th =5
MR,

AHIENFIEE

=EH , B EHINE
 EBRNERRIERE--
RAE , SlRAE ,
AR BB
ERIREBNIZERTF |
MEhEEZ MR,

AW, {REY(Eas S EAtHE
MBI E.

&7 , ﬂBﬁl  RSFEBANNBIIL |,
Y ORI E R

2BEGRNHEES
R AFE T EE s
EAIEEIZENT
BFHEEEHR,
BERTE . *
TR mIMRSR T MR
EMERIRE
X RORIEER--

EREZEERISHE
FALKRHBIE LR
ESAPHEENEEEHITF |,
MFLESZHR,

#E) 1 (William Ross Wallace, 1819-1881)%R s



The Hand That Rocks the Cradle

Blessing on the hand of women!

Angels guard its strength and grace,
In the palace, cottage, hovel,

Oh, no matter where the place;
Would that never storms assailed it,

Rainbows ever gently curled;
For the hand that rocks the cradle

Is the hand that rules the world.

Infancy's the tender fountain,

Power may with beauty flow,
Mother's first to guide the streamlets

From them souls unresting grow--
Grow on for the good or evil,

Sunshine streamed or evil hurled;

For the hand that rocks the cradle
Is the hand that rules the world.

Woman, how divine your mission
Here upon our natal sod!
Keep, oh, keep the young heart open
Always to the breath of God!
All true trophies of the ages
Are from mother-love impearled;
For the hand that rocks the cradle
Is the hand that rules the world.

Blessings on the hand of women!
Fathers, sons, and daughters cry,
And the sacred song is mingled
With the worship in the sky —
Mingles where no tempest darkens,
Rainbows evermore are hurled;
For the hand that rocks the cradle
Is the hand that rules the world.

William Ross Wallace (1819-1881)
American poet
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