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only one dol/ar the REvIEWv will be
sent into four of these distant homes
for i 2 months. The REVIEWV Will go
ha/J way towards providing these homes
with a Friend's paper'containing news
of Friends, sermons, and a pure
literature, and reminding then1 of the
dear old Society and its principles.

ONE HUNDRE[)TH ANNIVER-
SARY 0F PLAINF1ELD

MEETING HOUSE.

E\tracted from the Pladtikrild Daily Press.

The old Meeting House on Peace
s1reet wvas thronged at the commernora-
tive meeting of Sth mo., 2oth.

judge Harper in opening the ex-
ercises read the 9oth Psalm, and
followed with his paper: " Historical
Sketch of the Meeting Housê, its
Erection and Occupancy."

City Clerk Oliver B. Leonard
foIlowved with a paper on "Biographical
Notes of the Early Friends of Plain-
field. The document was lengthy
and contained a brief biographical
sketch of the early Friends of Plain-
field and their antecedents.

Elizabeth R. Lafetra of Eatontown,
Monmouthi county, read an exhaustive
paper on "Womnen in the Society of
Friends.> The paper wvas well written
and showed careful thought in its
preparation. She concluded by read-
ing the following original peom:

With reverent. step we lightly press
The verdant spot of earth,

Whereon this Iow-eved temple stands,
And dates to-day a Century's birth.

Spireless and plain to pas>ers hy,
Within no aid it tends

Nice touch of art on wvall or pane,
The service of the Friends.

Who seek beneath its lowvly roof,
In wvorldly cares relcase,

In holy cainiand restfuiness,
Upon the btreet of Peace.

To listen to thé living word,
Where the true preacher stands,

Within the temple of the heart,
The bouse not madle with hands.

1-eirs of a proumi inheritance,
The grand old Quaker narnc,

O:>ening ou r titie deeds to-day,
1Half (loubtful of our claini.

W'e gather round our homestead he,
The reninant of the flock,

A circling band, baud clasped iau
While strikces the Century's dlock

A hundred years of joy' and tears,
Oh, what iiiight they disclose!

The deep sea souandings of old Tinù.
Since first these wvalls arose.

We corne to glance with loving vie%
Thro' rneniory's sacrcd lens,

At vanished furms of conscious life,
Our dear ancestral friends.

Toilers and wvorthies of the past,
'Ne greet in spirit still,

Tli,.yjostle uz. in each low aisie,
And these quaint galleries tii).

This hour of zetrospect rec:tls
To us with timie, white crowvned,

The faithful walk o! Ephramn Vai),
The noble Samnuel Pound,

Dear Anna Shotwell's fervent word,
Aunt Amy Webster's peace

Touch stifl, and ere will lift our sou]
'll rnenory's relense.

Others are here with tender dlaim
To tribune, but, in brief,

They crowd the orbit o! our glass,
Each life, a lesson t:af.

XVrit o'er with time*s vicissitudes,
As varied as our owvn,

Ere they passed on "to silence
And pathetic dust " atone.

0 spirit oi* ihese faithful friends,
Their rich rewvard to bhare,

To heed as they the Father's voice,
Clothe us ini robes of prayer.

But one wve note in living guise.
Whose dear fanilfiar fac,,

The "'well donc" of fui) four score year,
Touches to baintiy grace.

'Nithin the garden of whose heart,
Sweet spirit flowers find room,

And shower upon our poorer lives,
Tfhe frag'rance of their bloom.

With hands ever quickened unto good,
Thro' ail life's busy years,

Laden with sheaves of offering,
In prime of use appears.

Long may the Iengtthening shadows wait,
Tho' ushering fuller day,

E're a pathetic void remaia
Fur us, and ours-we pray.


