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St range are the Father's rtilinigs
Men seldorn uinderstatid,

Vet H-e leads by slender thrcads of love
I-is huilani, %vilful children wo thouiglits

of the titikniov'î Land.

\Ve cail it clenth. The ulysterions parting
0f the sol froin its earthly fraîne,

And we grieve, wvild terrov datrting-,Z
Thro' evcry hecart at the stern nanie.

But ah, the change ! such a blessecl relief
Froni the racking pain and grief,

Like al tired child secking rcst,
"H-e givcth sleep- and "lknowethi best."

Like the rosy beanis of niorning,
Lighiting- up the dul grey sky,

J us ils flingering beais of suanset
Flash above, then fade.and die.

So the light of life nîay quiver,
Beariîîg strength to other souls

Granit uis trust, oh, Allw'isc Giver,
While the troublcd current raIls.

Maylhalî we fail to find the lesson,
M~ayhap our- hands, so frail and wveak,

Catinot rcacli the loving Father's
And Uhc conifort that wve seek.

ihen there cornes to uis a message,
Like the brightness of the sky,

Flztsing tho' the glooin of sorrowv,
Child I love thee-it is I.

«ISeek., oh sol, more stately nlianisions,
Build with care atnxid of sorraw,

Stelps that lead thee surely tipward,
Toi a rigit and peaiceftl norrow'."

"FRIENDLV HOMES FOR STU-
DENTS."

Our valued friend, S. P. Zavitz, in
the last issue of YOUNG FRiENDS' RF,-
VIEW, cails attention to the above mat-
ter, and incidentally refers to a pro-
posai of mine in the same direction,
miade in Sth mo., 1892, and says:
"Thiough received with favor, the oh-
ject lias flot been realized' Irom the
strong editorial indorsemnent of the
question in the saine issue, I may be
excused for having induiged the hope
01 a su. Sewhat generous response from
the niembers of Society. So far asI y recollection serves rme, it received
but one communication, with an offer
of a definite amount. Perhaps this is
a -sufficient explanation, if Friends are

wondering why the proposai did flot
grow into actuality. For one, 1 am,
glad to see the matter revived, and trust
the views of Friends wiil find more ex-
pression than formeriy.

W. G. B ROWN.

YOU NEVER CAN TELL.

Yoti neyer cari tell when you send a word-
Like an arrow shot frorn a bow

By an archer blind-be it cruel or kind,
Just whiere it wvill chance to go.

It may pierce the breast of your dearest
friend,

Tipped wvith its poison or balin;
To a stranger's heart in life's great mart

It may carry its pain or its calm.

You neyer cari tell when you do an act
Just wvhat the resuit will lie;

But %vitlî every deed you are sowing a
seed,

Thoughi its harvest you may not see.
Each kiridly act is an acorn dropped

In God's productive soil
Though you may not knowv, yet the tree

shall grow
And shelter the browvs that toil.

Vou neyer can tell what your thoughts
ill do

TIn bringing you hate or love;
For thoughts are things, and their airy

-ings
Are swifter than carrier dove.

They follow the law of the universe-
Each thing niuFt create its kind ;

And they speed o'e., the track to bring you
back

Whatever wvent out from your mind.
-Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

Suddenly the great whirr and roar
and hiss became sulent in the factory;
the maze of wheels and hands stood
stili. I-undreds of pairs of hands
ceased work, and hours were !ost in
impatient idleness while an expert
searched for the cause of the trouble.
It was found that a pin, less than an
inch long, had dropped from its place
in the great engine, and the whole
work of a big factory was dependent
on its being kept in place. Ah, littie
pins, littie pins! Le~t us stick to our
places, and to our work, fearing and
dreading to fali away by a hair's breadth,
lest God's great work suifer harmn
through us.-Cliitd's .Poen.


