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Kind words are sweel tones of the
heart.

EIC'I' us oft speak kind words to cach other,
At home or where’er we may he;

Like the warbling of birds on the heather,
The tones will be welcome and free;

They’ Il gladden the heart that’s repining,
(iive courage and hope from above,

And where the dark clouds hide the shining,
Let in the bright sunlight of love.

CHORUS,

Oh, the kind words we give shall in memory |
And sunshine forever impart;

Let us oft speak kind words to cach other,

Kind words are sweet tones of the heart.
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Like the sunbeams of morn on the mountains
The soul they awake to good cheer;

Like the murmur of cool, pleasant fountains,
They fall in sweet cadences near;

Let’s oft, then, in kindly toned voices,
Our mutual friendship renew,

Till heart meets with heart and rejoices
In friendship that ever is true.

J. L. Townshend

Scatler Seeds ol' Kindness.

El']’l' us gather up the sun heams,
Lying all around our path;
Let us keep the wheat and roses,
(fasting out the thorns and chaff
Let us find our sweetest comfort
In the blessings of to-day,
With a patient hand removing
All the briars from the way.

CHORUS.

Then scatter seeds of kindnoess,

Then scatter seeds of kindness,

Then scatter seeds of kindness
For our reaping by and hy.
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Strange we never prize the music
Till the sweet voiced bird has flown!
Strange that we should slight the violots
Till the lovely Howers are gone!
Strange that summer skics and sunshine
Never seemed one half so fair,
As when winter’s snowy pinions
Shake the white down in the air.




