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lier, the death of Sarah Watson, an
aged resident of the town of Galen,
Wayne Co., N. Y. Her age was not
far frorn eighty years. The funeral
sermon was preached by Sunderland P.
Gardner, of Farmirngton, N. Y., who,
though rising of eighty.seven years, is
still preserved and sustained in suf-
ficient health and btrength to well fulfil
the chosen mission to which hie seems
always to be called. The deceased
was a consistent member (if Friends'
Society, always faithful in attending
meeting at their Meeting-bouse in
Galen, even when she knew it would be
but tiie sulent meeting of "two or three"
gathered together for worship, and
gatliering strength thereby, so long as
heaf-th permitted her to do so. And
when lier strength failed, the faithful
few who were wvont to meet with bier
there, bad not courage to attend longer.
WVould that the younger members who
love to emulate hier exaruple, might
also learn the secret of lier Peace.

There is one other death I have to
record for this wintez in the member-
ship of Friends, that of J ante Hunt,
sister of Dr. George Fruman, of Phila-
deiphia, the able minister whose sermon
was republished lately in theC YOUNG
FRIENDS REVIEW. She was one of the
wvealtly residents of the village of
Waterloo, so counted, and was person-
ally interested in somne of the leading
industries of the place, but these out-
wardsigns of prosperity were as jthing,
compared with tl-e inner wealth she
enjoyed. She was a noble zi,an,~ be-
loved by ail who knew bier. She too,
used on some occasions to attend the
meeting at Galen, accompanied by bier
family, and also hier brother, George
Frunian, wbenever hie carne out on a
visit to bier, and those occasions were
treasured in memory by ail who were
present, as was also the true eloquence
of his serinons. The death of Jane
Hunt will cause a vacant place in
niany biearts, but no ; not vacant! for
the place 'vili be filled witb ber memory.
Her hiusband, Richard Hunt, died
rnany years ago. lier death occurred

at tne home of bier claughter in Chicago,
Ill., where she w'as visiting. Her re-
mains were brought to Waterloo fcr
interment. J. M. D.

OUR WAR.

A great civil wvar is raging;
Its leaders are bold and brave.

King Temperance leads on out side,
On the other, King Alcohol grave.

A band of earth's pure-;t and noblest
By King Temperavre forward are led;

Each bearing his color l'.efre him-
A hright littie ribbon of red.

J ust let us pause for a moment,
And notice the progress that's made.

As onc arniy steadity strengtbens,
The force of the other is stayed.

King Alcohol's men fall by thousands.
And many now break from bis rule.

O wbo would not serve brave King Tempera.nce
Instead of that monster so cruel.

The final surrender draws nearer,
Our focs .Àr will yct put to flight;

So let us bc truc to our colors,
For wrong rannot stand against right.

Then long let the rcd ribbons flutter;
May they inultiply day by day,

Till at last they shaîl rule triumphant,
And intemperance vanish away.

Mi. V.

THOUGHTS ON TEMPERANCE.

Racb man bas bis own pet tbeory as
to the must reasonable way of abolisli-
ing the giant evil of our day-the reign
of King Alcobol. Consequently, I
tbink we ought not to cavi! witb each
other, but, instead of wasting powder on
the different divisions of the grand
Temrperance army, we sbould point our
guns directly at the enemny and let thiem
feel the jorce of our indignation. No
desired reform bas ever yet been ac-
complished wben those anxious to bring
it about were busy splitting hairs and
talking about the inconsistencies of
others' policies. LeL us go honestly
and beartily to work; there are any
number of ways for us to use our in-
fluence for Temperance. Tbe social
ctistom of wine drinking has flot yet
been ostracised, although somewhat
diminislied.


