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T' THE YOUNG FRIENDS'
FIRST-DAY SCHOOL.

.0, gather Vot;.ig Frienlds iii the dear old.
biolse,

Eaclb beautiful weekWs First-day
,~To worship) the Spirit of love andi trout,

Thougli iii silence yous watebi andi pray.

For in silence tiay wonclerful thouglits
airise,

Andtvotiderful tlaînigs be doue;
he silence of Nature great work inifflies,
l. Idarknessior glowing sun.

..How~ swiftly the verdure of eartbi will
grow,

When scarcely a Sound is lieard;
The brightest of flowcrs will bnci and

blow,
Thougýh hushiec be the song of the bird.

Vois bask beneath its peaceful rays;
Look out ons poor cartît niow,

And seu wlit lottgings f61 lier days,
Whiat trials kilit bier brow.

Is 1lite wvork donce, s il ai/datte,
That we shoulci fold ottr hands

Antd eat Ille fruits once ltzarvesteci,
WIile others tîlled the lands?

No! Read titose îltrillinig histories,
Titose noble lives burvey,

Sîudy te texts they loveci, tîten ask,
" What shalh we do to-day ?"

Andi close yctur eyes to the oister world,
Look tipward frot %ithin

Perhiaps a Struggling ray of ligbit
WVil show wltere to begisi.

Miten once begunl, by plishing il,
Tite work is sure to groiv;

You zaIl ktio% liow bo roll a bal
0f pure, unstillieci snow.

1 thtink I have reaci, in legencis olci,
How three mien brave andi truc,

Detertttinied tey would worship Goci,
As suiîed best tlieir view.

Ila reverence seatecl on a log,
Thev lcttî-txs li noise-

Tltey ivaiteci the inilloling W~ord,
Then gave it, onc by ne.

SifL as flie tîde of ycas; Iblat passeci,
Dii Ible tide of faitît increaise,

*Till a MeIeting-bouse stooci wvere Ille
tlbree haci sat,

.And inanv friends %vors1tijped in pence.

So Ille power of a thoîtght ever nioves,
ever titoves,

Sweeping on like lte flow of thie tide,
Thten be truc to tlhy titougîts in the journey

of life,
Andi thyv face thou wilt neyer neeci Itide.

But let tbiy iigltt sine! As the rays of the
Sun

Seck out tîte dark places ot'e.-rtli,
So ils, liglit will illumine the shadows of

glooni
'Till they meltito joy with ils worth.

:,Not often inay silence be dea-i andi stili,
For out of il voices wvill speak;
S learly that any nia), listeti whoa will,
Andi any tnay finci who seek.

If we titr our tltoughits to tc distant pasî,
When tibis loveci sect %vas nlew,

-Their lives %vill speak «tvlo labored tieu,
Their -%vorks sp>ring int view.

.Their words wvill eclio in voutthfiutl earts,
Andi stir them to action bold,

Their thiouglitiswill st.rengthien the grow-

Ia ingy mlicilav not been lold.

F Ti1ce doms fronit their pl.c nut ot
shieif, ~ od

Those dusty volumesofld
A4d reaci of the %varantlî of tlieir -irdent

works,
YWhen the %vorld to thiem %va% cold.

.Of the miany sacrifices madle,
And the ni;.rtyrdoii for trulli,

*T1U pain they suffercd, yet obeyed,
The Voie. witia, 0 youtlt!

The voice Nvitlia, yct froin above,
That calleci andi led them on,

TO sweep lle clouds froi Ille darkened
eartii,

..And clear lte rising sun.

"flegleot flot tht cieC thtat la in Ihe.

rVOL. XIV. LONDON, ONT., CANADA, SEVENTH MONTH, 1898. No. 7


