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difliculties ini the way of the eradica-
tion of an evil system strengthened by
long habit, entangled Nvith ail the coin-
plex relations of society, and closely
allitd, with the love of pow~~er, the pride
of family, and the lust of gain."

]3y the saine nuethods, and in har-
mon>' with our principles and testi-
mnonies, we should ho able to, extend a
lielping band in the great work of free-
in- our fellowvnen froin th.e thraldoni

hich this great, evil enforces.

Like nelting snovs ; ike rivulets,
pure and melodious, i)tirliiig throughi
wvooded v'ales, loineling in î-astureýs
rind " toned fie ds," sweeping into
rivers and on into the vast ocean ; like
a dove that soars tbrougu the bieavens,
and, steadying its wings, gyra(lually and
beautifully glides to its resting, place;
like a vessel with its salis carefully
furled castiing anchor in liarbor - hike
the inusic of a grand orchestra which,
at first gentlv bieard, swells into thue
full liberty of its strength and g radu-
ally softens into beautiful symphonies,
and, lingering, faititly d'tes away into
eternity,-so sweetly livctd and passed
beyond, the gontle, pure, noble and
sublime spirit of Whiitior. Howv, iii
conforiiity with the fitniess of things,
bis long life of 84 yoars, so closcly in
touch uvith nature, closed in the after-
noon of day. It wvas flot muorning ; it
wvas not loiiely nigblt; autumnii had not
yet tiiuted its luilîs , wtas ti the close
of harvest turne that eternîîy gathered
uit its fully ripened sheaf. Sun and
nature, tomvards the end of toit and
day, witnessod the tritimphal entry
through the portais of the illirnitable
beyond. \Vhat rapture to that soul in
the new dav-dawvn awvaited irni, we
know flot, but TIhou! 0 linmortality !
has already witnessed how iar hath
been realized the vision of hirn who
sang, -
"So when Time*s veil shall fall asunder

The soul mnay know

No fearful change, nor sudden wonder,
Nor sink the weight of nivstery under,

But *.,ith the upward rise, and with the
vastness growv.

And ail we shrink from now niay çeem
No new revealitg ;

Familiar as our childhood's Ptream,
Or pleasant memnory of a dream

The loved and cherished past upon ther
i_-.w lite stealing.

Serene and mild the untried light
May have its dawning ;

And, as ini sumnxers northern night
The cvening and the dawn unite;

The suinset hues of Titue blend with the
soul's new morning.» W.G

Toronto.

A WHITTIER MEMOFJAL DAY.

'l'lie ltle gathieriig, of Friends at
Pickering hield a memorial meeting on
the 9th of i o nio. in hionor of our revered
friend and poet, Jolin GreenIief Whit-
tier. A nutmber of Frieiids responded
to, the invitation to bring- some tribute
to bis me,îiory, and an îtrs gand
profitable hour was enjoyed in listening,
to the selections chosen fromn the writ-
ings of the departed poct, ' tnd different
articles read in etilouy of his life. A
paper was com-ipiled and read on the

Life of WVhittier>' The opening, selec-
tion was the beauitiful littie poem, "e
quireniont," wvbich miany, or ail, have
undoubteffly read, yet the excellency
and fu)llie-s of it, I think, merits a
repetition bore :

"We hive hy faith, but fâ'ith is not the slave
Of text -nd legend. Reason's voice and

God's
N.iture and Dtlys neyer are at odds.

WVhat aýkq our Father of his cbildren save
Justice and mercy and humility,

A reasonabule service ut good deeds,
Pure living, tenderness to human needs,

Ruverence and trust, and prayer for liglit to
çee

The M:tsiecs footprints in our daily ways ?
No kinoted scourge nor sacrificiat knife,
But the calm beauty ot an ardent lite,

Whose very breathing is our worded praise 1
A lite that stands as ail true lives have

stood-
Firm-rooted in the taith that God is

good."
A FRIEND.
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