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of tliem, would make wide and liberal
application of them in their work, flot
in a denominational. way, but as prin-
ciples of truth underlying the founda-
tions of right character. The school
platform certaiuly should flot be a pul-.
pit or gallery, in tbe rordinary sense,
but front it and front the desk of every
teacher or professor should proceed
that immeasurable influence of silent
example.

The mission in the philantbropic
field I consider of vital importance.
Having given the youth high ideals of
life and duty,-througb ail of our care
of them in First-day and secular schools
having sought to impress conscientious-
ness,-it is impossible that they should
teel that the crying needs, the vexing
problems of the day bave no claims
upon their sympathies and energies.
[n addition to the lesson of personal
holiness, they have learned the lesson
of unselfish helpfulness, and they feel
the responsibility of doing their share
in the amelioration of the world ; tbey
are cager to be about their Father's
business.

I tbink it clearly the mission of the
Society to provide the means and op-
portunities for an engagement in philan-
tbropic work under its care, controlled
by ;ts well recognized reputation for
painstalcing thorougliness and practical
results.

Such, very *briefly, and imperfectly
stated, are soute' of the more important
directions i n which, to my mmnd, tbe
Society of Friends bas a distinct mis-
sion. to the youth. Are we alive to our
opportunities and equal to our respor-
sibilities ?vaou

In our vrosschools we are in
touch with tbousands of bright, active
young people, whose plastic characters
are subject to our shaping and direc-
tion ; if they pass front under our lhands
without a distinct impxession influenc-
ing ail their after lives, we have largely
falled. in our duty to them. If it is true
of any churcb, that its control, of the
youth of a mnan, wiII thereafter always
link hini to it in faith, I think it is as-

suredly true of our own. If a cbild is
brouglit up under the benign influences
of true Friendliness, he wilI neyer out-
grow bis Quakerism. He may flot
'wear the garb, nor speak the language,
nor bear the name, but the root prin-
ciples will control bira, and througb the
pure nourishment they supply lie will be
able to lîft. himself ahove the confusing
mists and sbadows of the lower atmos-
phere that niay surround him.

THIE WEB 0F LIFE.

Weaving, weaving, wesavlng, weaving,
Stili the living ahutties lV,

While the Master, never sleeping,
Holda the pattern o'er us igh-

Holda the patternand -unrollu it
Thread by thread, and dey by day;

FUe and golden tinte ana carmine
Mixed with weary lenRths of grey.

Fain the weavcrs are to linger,
Fain to sca the pattern o'er;

But they linow mot tili they weave it
What %he future holds la store.

Flash the golden threads of sunlight,
Gleam the purpie tints of faute,

As the weavera' gliding fingers
Rich and beauteous figures frime.

Throbbing, throbbivg, throbbing, throbbing,
Beaticg fast and beating slow,

Neyer pauuing, neyer resthng,
On the busy shuttles go.*

Now the threads are dark and sombre,
Dim the weaver's eyes with tests,

Trembling to the pattern look% hse,
Numb the ha!ting baud with feurs.

Now the threads are black and broken
Taugted, intsicate and crossed ;

Figures rambling, weird, unlovely,
And the Master's thought seema lost.

Sick at heart snd womn and wesrv,
Toila the weaver at bis rask;

For the web must e'en b. finiahed
Ete he rest or respite ask.

Weaving, weavingg weivingt weaving,
Slow the sbuttie works its will;

Throbbing, thirobbing, throbbing, throbbivg,
Faintly beiting-and is still.

Happy now the patient weaver
Who the Master's pla bath wrougbt,

Tracing carefully the pattern,
Marnug net Deglecting aught.


