
YOUNG FRIENDS' REVIEW.

sorrow for those who looked up at the
heavens and saw flot God's smile be-
hind them, who heard flot the Father's
voice, and who feit themnselves orphaîis
in the %vorld, without God. This con-
gress also i'lustrated the remarkahle
position that Providence had assigned
the English-speaking people. Bliack
nmen, red inen, ycllow nr and white
men ail sifoke as B3ritish subjects, show-
ing what a greit part cJf the Christian
work rested with the British Empire.
It taught the lession that the universal
religion would be the one that was able
zo assînîllate ail that wvas good in the
others. Christianity could learn from
Hindoc.i mi to, see God in everythirg
frorn Confucius filial reverence-there
was flot a religion it could flot profit by.
They had to, admit that Chiristianity
ivas weakened by its sectarianismn and
by the imperfections of Christian civiliz-
ation. They liad to admit that before
they had the riglit bo evaingelize Cal-
cutta they should begin ;vitli Chicago.

eclcct 1PLcitati oîi!ý for V4itcravl)

NEW VEAR.

New Y.ar, I iook s!r.aii!ht in your eyec,
Our ways and our interests blend,

Vou May be a1 foe in disRuise,
But I shall believe you a fciend;

We get what we give ini our measure,
We cannot give pain and pet pleasure,
I give you good will and z.oocl cheer,
And yau must re: urn it, New Vear.

Vaget wbat we give in tbis life,
Though cfter?tbe ziver indeed,

Waùts long upon doubting and strire,
Ere proving the trutb (f nsy creed.

But somewhere, someway, and forever,
Rewird is the need oi endeavor,-
And if I amn really worth while,
New Year, pou will g:qve me your smile.

yau bide in your mystical band
No "Oluck» that I cannot contral,

If I trust Mîy awn courage, and stand
On the Infinite strength af Miy soul.

Man bolds ini bis brain and bis spirit
A power that is God-hike, or near it,
And he wbo bas measured his force,
Can govein, events and their course.

You camne with a crown on pour brow,
New Year, without hlemish or scpot,

Yet yau, and Dot I, sir, must bow,
For time is tbe servant of thought.

Whatever Vou hring me ai trz'uble,
Shahl turr lata gnnd and then double,
If my spirit laoks up wjthaut itar
To the Source thar you cat-e froro, New

V'ear. -E/a JVheeer Wlilcox.

"THE LOVED AND LOST."

The loved and Inst, why do we call theni lost,
Because we miss theni froni r.ur onward road,

God's unseen angel, o'er our pathway crossed,
Luoked an us aIl, and lovlng them the mi st,

Straightway ielieved themifroml ife's wearp load.

They are flot lost, they are within the door,
That shuts out loss, and every hurtful tbing,

Wilh angels brtght, and loved ones gone before;
In their R-!deemer's presence tvermore,

And God hinseIf, their Lord, and Judge, and
King.

And tbis we cati a lassl Q se1fiýh sorrow
0f selfish hearts ! O we ai hîttie faith ;

L-t us look round borne argument ta burrow,
Why we in patience sbould await the

morrow,
That surely must succeed this nlght ai deatb.

Aye, look upon Ibis dreary deseit path,
Thse thorns and Lbistles spring wbere'er we

turo.
Wbat trials, and wbat tears, what wrongs and

wratb,
What struggles, and what strife, the journey

bath ;
They have escaped frons these, and Io, we

mourn.

Ask the poor sailor, when the wreck is dune,
Who, with bis treasures, strove thse shore to,

reach,
While with tise raging waves ha batiled on,

WVas it flot jop, when everp j )p seemed
_One,

To see bis loved anas landed on the beach.

A port wapfarer, leading by the hand
1ler littie child, had halted by the well,

To wash front cff her feet tise clinging sand,
And tell the tired boy of tisat btight land

'Wbere, this long journey past, tbey longad to
dwell.

When la 1 the Lord, who many mansions badl,
Drtw near, and tooked upon the suflezing

twain,
Than phtyivg spake, "'Give me the little lad,

la streagtb renewed, and gloriaus beauty
clad,

V'il bring bum witb me when I came again."

Did she make answer setfishly and wrong,
Nay ; but the woes I feel he toa must share;


