
YOUNG FRIENDS' REVIEW.
Warmn the gbd su -shie <'f -li golden hourz,

And sort the perfurne of this diy oÇ dreams
The river broadens now. The sleeper seexr s

To hear before his bark an ocean's roar.
It is the sea ni life. The xÜight i% o'er.

-E rnes IV t7f'Gready,, Si. John, N. B.
ÎNY OWN CANADIAN HOME.

Though other skies may be as bright,
And other lands as fair;

Though charms of other climes invite
My wandering footsteps there,

Yet there is one, the peer of ail,
fleneath bright heaven's dome;

0i thee 1 sing, 0 happy land,
.My own Canadian home.

Thy lakes and rivers, as 'lthe voice
0f many waters," raise

To him who planned thrir vast extent
A symphony of praise.

Thy mountain peaks o. erlook the clouds-
They pierce the azure skies ;

They bid thy sons be strong and true-
To great achievements rise.

A noble heritage is thine,
So grand and fair and free;

A fertile land where he who touls
Shail well rewarded be,

And hie whojoys in nature's charms,
Exulting here rnay view-

Scenes of enchantmnent-strangely fair.
Sublime in form and hue.

Shah] not the race thae tread thv Plains
Spurn ail that would esae

Or tbey who battie with tby tides-
Shaîl not that race be brave ?

Shall not .\iigara's niighty vnice
Inspire to, action; hi h ?

'Twere easy such a land to love,
Or for ber glory die.

Did kindly beaven afford to, me
The choice where I would dvell,

Fair Canada that choice sh"iuld be,
The land 1 love so, well.

1Ilove'thy his andl valleys wide,
Thy waters' flash and foami,

May God in love o'er tbc preside
My own Canadian home 1

-j7forlcy ifLzç1l

vou'rn.
To feed, the joy in t he air,

The wind in your face.
The puises firm ±brob,

Strong for the race.

To see, the light on- the hilis,
Where the sapphire and gold

Clîmb up trom lhe purple
Draping fold upon fold-

0f the mantle the suri god -

1-as dropped in bis Wlght
To the -1andý of*new sunrise

On the skirts of the night,

To catch, 'ncath the white sail
The glint of blue seas,

Witb band on tbe ruddtr
To trim t- the breeze

The light bonnie life.boat
That boldeth but two

Wbere tbe man and the niaiden
Are captain and crew.

-r'm' Eider Mlorion, Ila "Canada."
l'le Chalet, IVihuiot, N. S.

OUR COZY CORNER.

Playhouse, 3rd mio. 20, 1892.
DEAR COUSIN JULIA,-

'l'ie children's voices ail join in
lîearty chorus of thanksgiving for thy
Valentine,especially the orphans, whose
tears are wiped away by loving minis,
tration of strangers' hands. Do we
play at " hide and seeke" with the stormn
of life? lIt seems very miuch like it,
and flot even the love of true hearts
can prevent us from being caught
thereby; but sorte of lis have learned
to prly-

"Fide us, oh, our Saviour bide,
Till tbe srorms of life be past.

Safe fiato, the haven guide,
Oh, receive our souls at last."

And to bear testim-ony that in the
'lCain of the noontide, in sorrow's lone bour,
Iu times wben temptation casts o'er us its

power,
In thc tempests of lite, on its wide heaving

sea,
Thou blest " Rock of Ages," we're bidinr. in

tbee."
HIOPEFUL BAND.

THE INNER PRINCIPLE.

There is a divine principle in man
furnishing knowledge cf our relationship
and duty to God. This principle of
love conîtinually clairning man's atten-
tion, wherein visitations of pure con-
ception clothes hini with higher ideals
and kaowiedge of the gospel; caus-
ing hlmi to grow in favor îvith God
and mnan, is the way of eternal life.
It ccntinually blesses recipients and
lays up treasures in heaven. Whenù out
of tihis 'hàfpy condition tbrough ds
obedience wve 'lstunîble and grope ýfbor'
the wall like the bliîid," working in the'


