
 
 

MISTAKES 
 

Erasers are such handy things, 
On pencils, there’s no doubt a 

   Few quick rubs, the wrong words go, 
Mistakes are soon rubbed out 

 
But errors of a different sort 

That cannot be erased, 
Are often spilled from someone’s lips, 

  And cannot be replaced 
 
 

  And with each thoughtless spoken word, 
  Sharp as a leopard’s tooth, 

  The harm we do is just as great, 
  As some widespread untruth 

 
  But with those careless spoken words, 

  Erasers play no part 
  The mark we leave, by word or deed, 

  Cuts deep in someone’s heart 
 

 

  GREAT or LITTLE 
 
  Between the great things we can’t do 
  And the little things we don’t do, the 
  Danger is that we shall do nothing at all. 

 
  Every Christian needs a faith that will 
  Not shrink when washed in the waters of 
  Affliction and adversity there is something 
  Infinitely better than making a living, it is 
  Making a noble life! 
 
   -- Copied, Author(s) unknown-- 
  


