
*VOÙNG *FRIENDS~ ï~IÈW

b~hSùÉêessfùully 'Icârïïiéd o n for 1%wô
ý'ears here lfi y .have been *wêvll' at-
lended, 'and -consitleralé-. iri-trest but
'been created iii the subjéctý taken ùp.
«We arle sati'sfied iliat such Nvork càn bé
suizcesÈfully cérried on in' connection
with oùr F. D. School1s. It ad'ds var-
iety, -and if is 'said f hat ,"variety is the
spice of life,"' and it 'is so largely with
-children. It p oniotes and perhaps
-creates in the child * r id -a love for
and à knowledge of a b anch of duty,
*whicli, in latér years, should be useful,
,and beneficial to the individual and to
niankind. .S. Pl Z.

LIFE TI{OUGRTS.,

Is it not curicjus how. some littie
things, 'will put to flight some, of our
noblest and best thoughts?- !i have
often, when on the Point of transfixing
sonie exqusite gems of the mmnd, had
ýthem dissipated and, perhaps, forèver
lost, by such trivial things as the ring-,
iflg of the door bell, etc.
1The comparison cornes to me that it

-is very much like a beautiful landscape.
Have you not noticed, sonietirnes, es-
*specially in the evening, when the -sha-
dows are lengthening over. the land, and
the settirig suri is sheddling -an 'effulgent
glow over the scene. H-ave you flot
'observed how the beauty of the scene
is continually shifting ? One instant the
suni strikes an àrrow of light on some
distant 'water, 'tràinsforming it into a
bar of silver apparently. Then its
golden beams are flashed *athwart
somne old ruins, daintily touchir'g it
-here and there with a gilding that .is
Divine. The king of day'gives a part-
ing shot with a golden arrow at some
gnarled old -oak, and then -sinks to
rest, leaving a halo of. glory behind
himr. And wvhat magnificeiit suni-
sets!1 a foretaste of the glories that are
to corne. Th.e beauty of if is indescrib-
-able. And thenthe twilight corneson, so
sot tly that it rivais even the footsieps 6f
a gentle maiden. î1 feeél very humblié,
at times, when 1 rèalize that 1I amn
standing, merely on 'the 4ýhf'shold.,of

iirîboundéd*-Wd/orlds of lnwdeand
to knoW that'this 'eàrthiý onily an aton

ours and possiblV more so, that a feel-
ing of soleannity and awe cornes over
tne that: seenis to ýwalow me upin the
love of the Divine.

And so it is with My thoilghts, they
corne flittirig before me when I arm
*about imy 'daily business, linger for
awhil e. and then are gone; sometimes
they can be cobaxed back when I get
'paper and pencil ready, but the fresh-
-ness and cérispiêèss is- gone. At night
,our thoughts are unusually prolific and,
ýoftentimes,*clothed with a .nobility of
*expression that is sublime. I think to
myseif I -shaîl surely remeniber theni
well enough *to write them down in the
inorning, but when the lighi -of day
cornes, they usually vanish -as with the
mnorning dew. Our thoughts seeru to
be the children 'of our brain,'ànd their
birth requires instant attention if we
,%ould keep thmwith us.

WINI. W. COCKS.
Mendon Cerïtre, N. Y-, 3, 15, 1894.

THE SPIRITUAL, GIFT.

The terni "spiritual gift," like the
term "inspiration,"' seems to carry to
most mýinds something of mystery in
its meaning. When ive use it as apply-
inx to the ministry arnong Friends, we
mean that those who, possess it are
chosen people through whom diiine

mesgsare sent to those flot so gift-
-ed. I 'cannot think there is anything,
rnysterious 'or supernatural about it,
for, aftier ai], the supernatural is only
that which we in our shortsightedncss
'fau to understand.

Hence, it seenis to me, that the spirit
ual gift, by whichlIunderstand that power
which gives *onie a keen perception of
the feelings and needs of others, and
enables 'hirn to administer advice and
icomnfort, is nô m ore rare or remarkable
than other gifis. I shoùild, however,
caîllit greater thant tht)se, i«n that its in-
fluience fôr'good is more far.reaching.


