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JUST DADDY'S DAY

Today is just Daddy's Day,
And let there be no loss;
In giving praise to him,
Our Daddy, who Is the Boss.

We set this day aside to
Give him our utmost praise;
He who is so thoughtful in
All his quiet ways.

CHEERED g3vi3 fel-f- i-l- lki He is the head of our family.
And the master of the house;
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Again, as quiet as a mouse.
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He matches his pay check.
With all the bills that are;
Including our life insurance.
And the payments on the car.e 5?Tso5rvr mmmw m.
Yet, he doesn't ask for much,
He's as gentle as a dove;
His most urgent desire is
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He always does his level best.
Whichever is his way;te Kyj : ' ssrr rish -- 4 m gL
.May Ciod be extra good to him,
On this, just Father's Day.

C.J.H.

A VESSEL FORMED BY
THE MASTER'S HANDS
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A heart full of love giving aid to

the poor,
Seeking entrance to heaven's own

iana,
Spreading joy all around, for his

cup runneth o'er.
A vessel formed by the Master's

hands.

Serenely he' tells of the peace
that is given,

W'hen God calls and forgiveness
is gained,

Now suffering Jong he looks to
ward life's evening,

A vessel formed by the Master's1 Atv7 afvw utvw ft T7 a 1. u: a' -- - lf) q hands.

With gentleness claims the smile
of a child.

On God's given goodness he
stands,
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of the wild,
A vessel formed by the Master's

hands.

Through meekness he still re-

mains true to the cross,
To be humble our Saviour has

planned,
With temperance masters the lust

and the dross,
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A vessel formed by the Master's
hands.

Hardened by experience, yet soft
where God wills.

Shows the beauty of Jesus so
grand.

For all who should look, his beau-

ty is still,
A vessel fromed by the Master's

hands.

The fruit of the Spirit he hears
day by day.

Treasures sought by monarch and
renowned,

Yet praises the builder of potter
of clay,

A vessel formed by the Master's
hands.

Though some may seek honor.
riches and fame,

In the church, he's content with
God's band,
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Giving and serving, eternally the
same,

A vessel formed by the Master's
hands.

Mrs. Leon Lybrand

MOTHER
Mother is a sacred word.
The meaning behind it shows it.

The worries and work.
And there's clothes to mend
And stockings now to knit.
Oh dear Lord can't you see.
What this little woman means

to me.

Often I have heard her cry.
Where docs all the money fly.
She trys her hardest to give

us the best.
She fills us with love and lots

of happiness.
God sent my mother to take

his place,
Just (or a little while.
She's ready there to do her

work.
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DURM BURM yoUrT SiSl hot: poc" A Someday her black, radiant
hair,

Will turn a silver gray.
Just because of age.
She'll never change her ways.

She'll never change her
Way of filling a room with

happiness.
Or change the way of
Her simple way of dress.
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Tltc phrase, thai mothers are

heaven sent.
Has never been more true.
This poem. Mum. expresses
The love have (or you.

Mary Lenninger.

SPUING TIME
Tile mist up in the heavens
Lightly rests on the mountains

high.
In the distance birds sing
Loud the sons which they know

best.

I.e(t and ripht and o r tlx1 hill
The beautiful green fields Ik.
For there is no greater
Place than spring-tim- in the

West.

iWy Lenn.tjer.
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