
YOUNG FRIENDS' REVIEW.

Our fiiend, our brother, and out Lord,
What may thy service be ?

Ilot nanie, nor form, nor ritual word,
But simply folc.ws-n thee.*'

THE WEATHEIZ.

Perhaps there is no more fruitful
source of remark thai, the weather,
with ail its changes, threatenings, and
prospects; it affords an ever ready
themne, wherever men may meet. If
the traveller is duil and lonely, the
passing cloud, the failing shower, or
the long droutri ope., to him a fund of
thought for his sulent musings.

Reader! did'st thou ever, in travel-
ing on those rapid cars, whose speed is
se, swift that people now go as it were
on the "wings of the wind" frorn place
to place ; but did'st thou ever find thy
progress arrested by the falling sleet
and driving snow ? If thou hast flot,
then listen te the experience of those
who (like myseif) for more than nine
long heurs were placed in a situation
to hear aIl sorts of remiirks about the
wveather as will not soon be forgotten.

The " iron hor.,e" had for once more
than a match f >r his strength, yet brave-
iy did he try to, press onward, but al
his efforts w re powerless in that pitiless
sterm. Again and again did lie strive
with ail his "steamn and smoke" to reach
his place of destination; but, alas 1 his
path was slippery, and methought it was
comparable to Iife's journey on the road
of tirne :for, like us, it used its utmost
endeavor to press onward until it could
reach i s desired liaven of rest. After
many striiggies, and when uts strength
was nearly txhiausted, inke the hungry
traveller, we gave it -food and wvater.,"
w1hcn gaining sufficient strength, at
iength it accornplished its mission.

Could we also, wvhen supplied with
food for both body and mind, reach
our destined port :i safcty. after passing
thro' the triais incident to, life, what
an amiount of happiness would be in
store fqr mankind. The future would
indeed be as a pleasant picture to dwel
upon, something te cheer the weary
traveiler in his onward inarch towards

the great ocean of eternity. That brave
(,Id locomotive might have [aught us a
less >n of patience at least while wc
were witnesses of its efforts.

Here, too, was seen the workings of
both art and nature, and had it not
been for the aid of the formier we might
have been much longer wrestling with
nature, since she lent nut a hand to
assist us in getting out of such a
dilemma. Quietly did she look on
and sec the "artificial" toiiing and
struggling for our deliverance. Vet
nature was beautiful Lo look upon, with
her flakes of snow falmng se gracefully
from the fleecy ciouds, altho' we couid
not relish her beauties with as keen a
deire as we might otherwise have done,
since she was depriving hundreds of
traveilers of their required food far
into the midnight hour.

How prone we are to find Iauit with
the weather, and yet, after an abundant
ramn when the warrniing bearns of 'the
sun shine out, how rapidly do the buds
and blossoms spring into life. Oh!
lîow niany flowers might wve scaiter
over the rugged path of life; how rnany,
fruits might we dispense to those
around us through the wiiderness ot
this wvorld if our hearts were ever open
te rc ceive the " descending showers "
and the warming beams cf the sun of
,.gahteousness. How the vapors which
risc unseen froni the bosomn of the
earth and <-cean return again and
wvater the "furrows of the field" and to
refresh the "cattle upon a thousand
hilîs'

T hese ref1ection; shouid certainly
make us feel thankful for the varions
changes, since they contribute te our
comfort ; if it wvere a continuaI sun-
shine upon the earth we should perishi
for the want of these " refreshino-
showers." They purify the atrnosphere
and cause th-e blesbing cf heaith to the
human race. Then murmur net when
the "ran,> the "sîcet" and the "storiin"
shall visit us ; they are ail given topoor
errinz man in wisdom-all corne from
the Father's hand.
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