
YOUNG FRIENDS' REVIEW.

saine to-day, yesterday and forever.
Those influenced thereby have passed
frorn death unto life, and experience
that the kingdom, of heaven is at
hand. 'Ne ilius work out our own
soul's saivation. "No man can re-
deemn his brother or give to God
a ransom for his soul?" It must he an
individual work. "Seek ye first the
Kîngdoni of H-eaven and ail tlîings
necessary thereunto wiil be added."
Let us be care fui that we do flot want
t hings that are flot necessary for the
enjoyrnent of that happy state. 'I1t is
hard for a rich man to enter the King-

* dom of Hleaven" and why ? because
his niind is on material things, putting
themn tfliemost, thinking to secure hap-
piness in that way instead of peace and
happiness first and cquarirg his actions
thereunto and receiving thereby al
that is necessary for a peaceful and a
happy state of being. The command
to seek first the Kingdom of Heaven
and its righteousncss wouid flot have
been given hiad it beeti inipossib'e to
attain to it. Hoiv many of us are liv-

i;ng tup to our privileges of enjoying this
happy state. 1 fear there ai e too many

01US d.-endinrg on peribhable things
whichi perish with the using, and do
nwt eventually insure that lasting good
so much desired. Some think heaven
can flot be enjoyed un:il after death
of this natural body. It seerns as
though it shouid be found now whilst
it is cailed to-day, for the nighit coni ti
when no man can work, and it may be,
if we have flot found the Kingdomn of
Heaven in thir life that we wîll neyer
enjoy it. Let us then endeavor to
have on the wvedding garment of broth-
eriy kindness and love that we may
enter into the marriage supper of the
Lamb, and enjoy a heaveniy state as
our portion for well doing.

ANON VMOU.S.

The kindest and the happiest pair
will find occasion to- forbear ; and
something every day they live to pity,
and perhaps forgive. Co2vber.

1,ABOR

God gives the d'ap, we do the decds
That fill theïr wantsanmd mend their needu;

Stcady, uteadyi
Ltt ect bc swift wbere duiy leads.

Swift an-I ready.

A wail of werlîh we build around
Passession-make It hallowed ground,

Building ever
More higb, more strong, round upon round,

Resting neyer.
What science plans weexecute;
Earth's crudest gifts our hands transmute

To joyim life.givlng ;
Our sweat'a the fivor of t he fruit

Makes lite worth liviàg.g

la simple faith we fashion tbings;
Our voice a safer bulwark fWngs

Than sword or sabre,
Around the land wbere men are kingit,

And ait men lahor.
-John P. Sjo/a-zder, ii T/e BJ.ost Pioté

THE WHIP-POOR-WVILL.

Oh, whip*poor-will! Oh, whip-poor-wlllI
WVhen ail the j iyous day is stili,
When (rom the b1ky's fact deepening blue
Fades out the sunset's latest hue,
We ever hear thy measutedtal-
Oh, lh~po-ii Ch, whip-poor*wifl 1

la the soit dusk of dewy May,
Ia pensive close of autumn day,
Though other birds mnay sulent be
Or fi îod the air with nîinstrelsy,
Thou carest not ; eve bricg; us still
Tby plaintive murmu,,-whip-poor-will!1

Whf n moonlight fills the summer night
With a soit vibion of delight,
We listEn tilt we fain would ask
For thee some respite (romn thy task;
At dawn we wake, and hear it stil',
Tby ceaseless song,-ob, wshiF-poor-will 1

We betr r hy voice, but see not thee;
Thou sec mest but a voice to be,-
A wanderinig spirit-breathir g yet
For parted joys, a vain regret ;
So plaintive thine untiring tril,-
Ob, whip-poo--will toh, wihip-poor-wili t

Oh ! faithful to thy stravge refrain,
is it the vaice of joy or pain ?
Wc cannot know ; tbou,'wi't not tell
The secret kept so long ard well,
What muves thee thus to warble stil,-.
Oh, whip-poor-will I oh, whip-poor-will I

FIDELI:.
Kcingstor, Ont.


