
YOUNG FRIENI)S' REVIEW. T4

maeeting ivas orderly and in,-esting.
l'lie speakers were XVilhiam Corneli,
Samiuel P. Zavitz and Serena Minard,
dlosing, with prayer by S. P. Zavitz.
Serena spoke long and tù great satisf ac-
tiot. Many liad comie, no doubt, in
ilie hopes of hearing Sunderland, and
in that were disapp ointed, but it was
fêit that the meeting had been one of
tinusual favor, and many expressions to
that effect were afterwards heard. Thle
eercîses ail tended to draw the hearers
to the indwvellingi \\Tord as the great
teachecr and guide fin spiritual things.

A RESPECT FOR AGE.

Friends are generally taught to
chicrishi as things holy the fiaded flow'ers
tcf thec household. But wve regret to
:)te at remïlssness on the p)art of the
%vrd at large in the treatment of the
eiders of the family. Th'le young
peopile too often forget the once i-
p)ortant position that these grey heads
nîay have held in the affairs *of life.
Sitting by the old grandmna and ques-
tioning lier about bier pi.st, we often
gather tl>e mnost charming romnance,
and then. too, note howv the dim eyes
%vil take on a peculiar liglit, as if bier
grovii old 'vas but a dreami after ail.

It is our solenmn duty to try and
hring the aged out fron, the chimnev
cor-Cr. We are thcn simply returnmng
inlpart what they bave donc for us in
ouir childhood.

Thie red man is far beyond the
coriihion race of rmen in bis great yen-
eration for g ey hairs. He oftimies
negle<ià,s bis young that acre miay sit at
his fireside in perfect case.

Somne of rny happiest moments have
Ibeein spent with those along in years.
My l)eculiar Iikin' ii ay have been
altrili)uîed to an insatiable thirst for
*tones of the past, but, however the
case niay be, I know I love tl.at face
%vhichi tells its own story of years, of
struggle and final peace.

Let tis always honor age and en-

deavor to make happiness creep along
the weedy path of years.

ELLA WEEKS.
fhappaqua, N.Y.

A VISIT T'O PARIS.

*SAUNTER THIZOUGI-1 THE EXHIBITION

B3UILDING AND) A 1,O0K FRONI

THE 1RîFFE L 'iONEk.

In my last letter I spoke of the prob-
ability that niy next coýmmunication
would be dated fromn Paris, and, per-
haps, from !he top of the Eiffel Tower.
WelI, I have been to Paris, and have
miounted the tower more than once;
but neyer an opportunit, bias there
been for a quiet hour of letter writing.
Rush and stir ; whir and hurry and
drive; push and struggle and scramble;-
these have been the characteristics of
the fortnight I spent iri the gay city.
Surely, neyer moie gay or more
crowded tlian nowv. The crowd per-
vades ail Paris, flot simply the Exhibi-
tion. Foreigners aie, of course, abund-
ant. chief arnongýst them the English
and Americans, but the great staple of
the crowd is the rural Fret ch peasant
and workman, who, with his wife and
chiildren, is amongst the most interest-
ing exhibits in the great show. LUn-
precedented nurnbers of strangers cer-
tainly ; but these almiost lost in the
native multitude. Miyr*ads of the one,
but millions of the other. Indeed, ail
the talk is of millions ; in seven weeks
uf the great show more than seven
millions of people visited it. And
these fig-ures make clear the enormous
space covered by the Exhibition. The
third part of a million of people have
been within the gates in one single day.
And they have found rciom to circulate,
except in the narrow throat of the
grounds adjacent to the illuminated
founitains. where on one occasion mny
part), got into what .night easily have
become a monst deadly crush. But the
officiais wvcre eqtual to the occasion.
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