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A S  A THANK OFFERING 
TO 

JEHOVAH GOD. 
THROUGH WHOSE TENDER 

PROVIDENCES 
THE VERSES HEREIN CONTAINED 

WERE MADE POSSIBLE. 
THIS VOLUME 

IS  
DEDICATED 

THE SWEET-BRIER ROSE 

Beside my cottage door i t  grows, 
The loveliest, daintiest flower tha t  blows, 

A sweet-brier rose. 
At  dewy morn or  twilight's close, 
The rarest perfume from it flows,- 

This strange, wild rose. 
But  when the raindrops on i t  beat,  
Ah, then i ts  odors grow more sweet 

About my feet! 
Ofttimes with loving tenderness 
I t s  soft green leaves I gently press 

In sweet caress,- 
A still more wondrous fragrance flows, 
The more my fingers firmly close, 

And crush the rose1 
* * 

Dear Lord, Oh, let my life be so,- 
Its perfume when the tempests blow, 

The sweeter flow! 
And should i t  be Thy blessed will 
With crushing grief my soul to  fill, 

Press harder still, 
And while i ts  dying fragrance flows, 
I'll whisper low, "He loves and knows 

His crushed brier-rose." 
January 26. 1909 

Copyrighted 1928 

bu 
GERTRUDE WOODCOCK SEIEE~T 

KEEP SWEET 

Soul, let nothing make thee fretful,  
Nothing bitter o r  regretful. 

Heart,  keep sweet, keep sweet! 
And all day long 

E'en from the moment of thy waking, 
Let  a song 

Keep welling from a hear t  that's breaking, 
Soul, keep sweet, keep sweet! 

February 10. 1915 
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THE HIDDEN CROSS 

The n~ultitucle saw but  the cross of olive-wood 
The Marl of Sorrows bore, nor knew how underneath, 
Close-pressed upon His heart, a hidden cross H e  

wore,- 
A dark and blectling weight of sin and human woe, 
Matle heavier with the sentence of God's broken law, 
And crowned with thorns of scornful and malicious 

hate,- 
A cross the worltl's Redeemer found on Jordan's 

brinlc, 
Nor laid i t  clown until H e  came to Calvary. 

Ofttimes it seemed H e  almost craved some human 
aid, 

Some sympathizing heart  to  share t h a t  cruel cross. 
Jerusalem, Jerusalem, hadst thou bu t  known 
What  time t h a t  cross bore heaviest on the  yearning 

Iienrt 
Of Him, thy  King!-And yet, 0, slow of fai th  and 

hard 
Of heart, "Ye would not,"-and the  King passed on 

His way;  
And of the people, there was none with Him, H e  trod 
Alone the winepress of this dark world's shame and 

woe! 

0, chosen three, had ye but watched with H i m  "one 
hour," 

Tha t  awful night in  dark Gethsemane, ye might 
Have lightened some the cruel weight of t h a t  dread 

cross, 
Have known and shared with Him t h a t  agonizing 

woe,- 
Alas! Alas1 Your eyes were heavy, and ye slept. 
So now, "sleep on ant1 take your rest," ye weary ones, 
A holy angel's wing hath eased the hidden cross,- 
Your Master, strengthened, waits t h a t  other cross to  

bear ! 

Which cross bore heavier on t h e  way to Calvary,- 
The cross the cruel Roman soldiers laid upon 
Tha t  Blessed One? Ah! no, it was  the unseen cross 
Tha t  crushed Him to the earth, tha t  wrung fro111 

those pale lips 
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?'he agonizing cry, "My God, My God, Oh, why 
Hast  Thou forsaken me?" In grief Earth rent  her  

breast, 
The sun grew dark. T i e  finished, and the  price is 

paid,-- 
The hidden cross had pierced tha t  loving, tender heart! 
"Take up thy cross and follow Me", the Master said. 
Ah, yes, His faithful Bride must also bear a cross,- 
The hidden cross, made not of life's vicissitudes 
Alone, i t s  ills ant1 pain, i t s  loss and overty, 
The outward signs the multitude bekold; 
Ah! no, we follow in His steps, who went before 
Us  in the narrow way. We, too, must bear the  woe, 
Be touched with feelinz of the world's infirmity,- 
I t s  weary weight of sin and curse of broken law. 
Let us, therefore, go  forth to  Him, "without the  gate," 
Lay down our lives in sacrifice, spend and be spent, 
And, while we clasp this cross more closely t o  our 

breast, 
Press on toward Calvary, fo r  there our Bridegroom 

waits 
To take the cross of woe, and give the Crown of Joy! 
March. 1902 

"INSTANT IN SEASON" 

If while I walk the  busy mart,  
I find there one whose fainting heart  
By some kind, sympathetic word 
'l'o new life n ~ i g h t  be stirred, 

Lord, help me say it  now! 
Or, if upon the thorny road 
1 meet another 'neath a load 
Of sorrow, which my tears  might share, 
And thus the burden bear, 

Lord, help me shed them now! 
If any ointment, rare  and sweet, 
I Ion&: to  pour upon "His feet," 
To rest and soothe them by the  wap 
My hantl let nothing stay, 

Lortl, help me  bring it now! 
I 'ccmber. I905 
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"BE OF GOOD CHEER" 
Matt. 14 :27 

When tempest-tossed on life's wild sea, 
And fair skies clisappear, 

Above the storm He calls to thee, 
" T i s  I, be of good cheer!" 

Though Satan's darts be fiercely hurled, 
Beloved, help 1s near, 

Trust Him who overcame the world, 
And be thou of good cheer. 

In  tribulation's darkest hour, 
Yield not to doubt or  fear, 

But calmly rest in His all-power, 
Who saith, "Be of good cheer." 

Press on, beloved, in the race, 
The goal is very near, 

hou soon shalt see His face,- 
thou of good cheer! 

IS00 

J CONSOLATION 

When thy pathway straitened lies, beloved, 
Call on Me; 

Ever fix on Me thine eves. beloved. 
- 7  

Follow Me: - - - - -  - 

I will never leave thee nor forsake thee, 
Lean on Me1 

When with trials sore beset, beloved, 
Come to Me; 

~a lva rv ' s  hour do not forget. beloved. " - - .  
Think on Me; 

I will never leave thee nor forsake thee, 
Trust in Me! 

When the dark night darker grows, beloved, 
Cry to Me; 

When the cold stream colder flows, beloved, 
Cling to Me; 

I will never leave thee, but will take thee 
Home with Me! 

IN THE WILDERNESS 

Be still, and murmur not, poor heart, 
When God shall lead thee to a "desert place," 

And bid thee dwell apart; 
If ravens in the wilderness 
Did feed the servant of the Lord, will He 

For thee, His child, do less? 
Nor fear, sad heart, its loneliness,- 
Hath He not said, "I never will forsake 

Nor leave thee comfortless?" 
Have faith, thy Master may design 
To fit thee thus for Kingdom work and bliss,- 

And wilt thou then repine? 
Be patient, let His will be done; 
Be calm, be strong, that  He may finish there 

The work He hath begun. 
"A little while," He soon will come, 
And say to thee, "It is enough, my child, 

My faithful one, come home!" 
March 12, 1906 

SWEET DAY OF  REST 

I know some day my Lord will come, 
And stand within my humble home,- 
His glorious presence in the room 
Will make i t  like a rose in bloom. 
His voice, like music on mine ear, 
Will banish every thought of fear, 
He'll fold me closely to His breast 
And there in peace I'll sweetly rest. 
And, Oh, my Lord, on that sweet day 
I know the wortls that Thou wilt say, 
"It is enough my child, come home, 
Thy work is done, beloved, come." 
Then 1'11 arise and go with Thee 
Across the shining, crystal sea, 
Until we reach that blissful shore 
Where we shall dwell for evermore. 

July 30. 1908 
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THE FIELD O F  BATTLE 

To grasp the two-ctlgecl sworct, ant1 forward rush up- 
on the foe, 

To hear the Captain's cry. to  see the flash of answer- 
Ing eyes. 

To feel the throbbing hearts  of battling comrades in 
the ranks,- 

That  rapturous inspiration know, of warring for  the 
Right. 

The holy joy of following Him who points and leads 
the way! 

Ah! yes, 'tis glorious thus  to  f ight  the goodly fight, 
and yet, 

Methinks, beyond the firing line, beneath those snowy 
tents, 

A fiercer conflict rages night and day, where tremb- 
ling hands, 

Wan lips and fever-lighted eyes do battle with a host 
Of deadly foes,-grim giants, Doubt and Disappoint- 

ment, fierce 
Despair,-before whose fiery dar t s  the  bravest well 

might quail! 

They also hear the call, and hoarsely cry, "Lord here 
am I!" 

They strive t o  reach their swords, to  struggle t o  their 
feet,  bu t  back 

In helpless agony of weakness on their pallets fall, 
With brain afire, and reason tottering on i ts  throne, 

their t ea rs  
Of anguish flow! Sometimes the noise of battle 

sweeps beyond 
The range of those poor, straining ears, and then 

the  spectre Fear  
Stalks through the  room, and lays a n  icy hand upon 

each heart: 
The awful thought, Our Captain hath forsaken and , forgot, 
Our comrades forge ahead, they leave us  here alone 

t o  die! 

t But no! the Lord of Battles is most merciful, H e  sends 
I 
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A swift-winged messenger: "Yea, though a mother 
may forget 

Her  sucking child, yet will I not forget!" Then like 
the calm 

That  cometh a f te r  storm, sweet peace and quiet reign 
within 

Those troubled breasts, and so He giveth His beloved 
sleep. 

Ah, then, true-hearted comrades in the  forefront of 
the  fight,  

Remember tha t  the wounded t o  God's army still be- 
long, 

And send betimes to them a white-winged messenger 
of cheer. 

Oh, give Love's roses now, nor keep them for  the  
coffin's lid, 

(A single flower is  sweeter f a r  than thousands by 
and b y ) ;  

Take time to speak a tender word, t o  shed a pitying 
tear, 

Or  breathe, a t  least, a prayer throughout the watches 
of the  night, 

~ n d  thus prove more than conquerors through the  
power of deathless love! 

January 26. 1909 

4 EVENING PRAYER 

Father, now the day  is  over, 
Weary, worn, myself I bring; 

My defenseless head, Oh, cover 
With the shadow of Thy wing. 

Pardon all the day's transgressing, 
Cleanse from every stain of sin; 

Lord, I come, my need confessing, 
Make and keep me pure within. 

Wipe away my tea rs  of sorrow, 
Take me to Thy loving breast, 

Make me stronger fo r  the  morrow, 
Give me peace and holy rest. 

August. 1905 
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THE ANGEL O F  GETHSEMANE 

Twas midnight, and the Man of Sorrows took His 
chosen three, 

And sought with weary step the shelter of Gethse- 
mane 

To pray, His soul exceeding sorrowful, e'en unto 
death, 

And heavy laden with the sin and woe of all the 
world. 

In agony of bloody sweat He fell upon His face, 
And cried, with tears, "My God, My Father, if i t  be 

Thy will, 
Oh, let this cup of shame and numbering with trans- 

gressors pass,- 
If i t  be possible! Yet not My will, but Thine be 

done I" 
And then His thoughts turned to  the sacrifice,-a fear 

bore down 
With agonizing weight upon His heart, lest to 

comply 
With every jot and tittle of the Law, He might have 

failed 1 
He saw the priestly type, He knew eternal death 

awaited, 
Should He seek to  pass the second veil unworthily. 
Eternal death1 Oh, anguish inexpressible, to see 
No more His Father's face1 He sought His well- 

beloved three, 
Perchance they might refresh His fainting heart with 

some sure word 
Of prophecy. Alas! Their eyes were heavy and they 

slept. 
Three times He sought them, and three times in vain1 

Yet He was heard 
In that He feared. The Father sent a heavenly com- 

forter 
To touch with tender, strengthening hand that dear, 

devoted head, 
And whisper, "I, the LORD, in righteousness have 

called Thee, I 
Will hold Thine hand, and keep Thee! Neither shalt 

Thou 'fail nor be 

Discouraged.' Lo, Thou a r t  'a Priest forever, and a 
King 

U ~ o n  Thy throne. like to  Melchizedec.' And Thou - -  - -  

- shal t  see 
The travail of T h y  soul, and shalt be satisfied." His 

heart 
Revived, He knew His Father's faithful Word could 

never fail; 
He knew i t  would accomplish that  whereunto it was 

sent. 
He rose, and from that  hour went forth to trial and 

to death. 
In peacepa  calmness born of perfect confidence in 

God. * * * 
How oft, throughout the manycenturied "night" of 

this dark Age, 
The Father's "little ones" have knelt in sad Gethse- 

mane 
To pray! E'en now the Garden's shade re-echoes 

with the cry 
Of God's elect, "How long. Oh. Lord, how long until -. . - 

we see 
The travail of our soul? How long until Thou shalt 

avenge 
Thine own elect, who cry to Thee, with tears, both 

night and day ?" 
Dear Lord, Oh, use me as  the Angel in Gethsemane! 
Oh, fill me with Thy holy Spirit of Divinest love! 
Oh, make me sympathetic, wise, that  every anguished 

heart 
May come, nor seek in vain for consolation from Thy 

Word, 
And strengthened, comforted, go forth to prison or 

to death, 
To suffer patiently the cruel mockings of the tongue; 
To bear the cross unto the bitter end. then calmlv 

say. " T i s  finished," and with faith unwavering pam be- 
neath "the reill" 
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