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Týhe '()d Year.

Farewell, Old Yoar, we waik na mare togather,
I catch thh xweetnioI a!hiy ltest s1gb :

And. crowned with yellaiv, brake ana withored homtber,
1 ece tile stand( bancath tb!. olanay sky.

lier., in tile dia lgil of a giay Deoimber,
WC part iu mile. sd yet we mcs in tests.

Wtblag lily cilly dawn, 1 well remouabor
1 tbaugilt thie si.dd.st barra b! &Il tilo y care,

I kxaow not thon what proolontu gifts woro h!dden
'unaer fil mlità that vallod lily path fromn sighi;

1 knew nlot thou %biat joy would comae nnbiddoa
To mako lily olouing honte aivlnely lright.

I only saw the dreary coauds urabrakon,
1 bnly board the plai of le y tain;

And, in Miat Wlntor gloam, I taoana no taken
Ta tell me #bat the eau wauld aine &gamn.

0 dear Old Year, I -grongod a Fatlier's hinaeaa;
I would cal trust Hlm with my lad of c&re.

1 aumbled on in wearineae md blinduoss,
An a Io i H blessed me vith an anilwered prayer.

Goadby, kind Year I We walk na more logethor,
Bu hre nr quiet happiness WC part ;

And, trom thy wrestil c faded fer and hoahber,
i tlao rne sprays and wcar them on my htart.

The Old and the New Year.
1 mused as the. midniglit hour drew nigli, and

methaught the Old Year stood before me. We.ary and
way-worn he seemied, and in bis hand wvas an hour-glass,
%vhence the last -,ands were fleeting. As I lbaker! upan
bis wvrinkled fc ehead, mcmaries bath pleasant and
mournful came over me. Pain wvould I have canstrained
bis longer stay, and spake earnestly to him-

IlMany blessings hast thou braught nme, for wvhich
I give thee tlianks. Newv have the 'y been every mara-
ing, and fresh every moment. Thou hast indeed, from
my heart's garden, uprooted soine hopes that I had
planted there. Witb their clustering buds they feul,
and were never quickened again."

Then he said- I "Praise God, both for wbat I gave
and wbat 1 took away. And lay up treasures in beaven,
that thy heart rnay be tht::- -lso. What thou callest
blighted hopes, are aittimes changed into tbe fruits af
righteousness!"

But I answered: Thou hast also hidden from my
sight the laved aradtberevered. Clods are strevn upon
their faces; tbey reply ta my cal] na mare. To flic
homes that tbey ruade so fair tliey refuru not, anad the
places that once knew then know themn no more for
ever."

Sf111l he said "Give praise ta God. Trouble not
thyseif about those that are with Hini. Rather makce
thine own salvatioa sure, that thou ruayesf go unto
them, and be parted no more," Then, in a faint voice,
he murmured : IlMy mission unto mnan is donc. For
me, the stone is rolled away from the door of thre
sepuichre I will enter in, and slumber witb thre years
beyond th--- flood, tilt tbe last trumpet soundeth. "

IfI gazed upora his wan browv, and ta me it was
beautiful. iFain would I have swept away the snows
that gathered around bis hoary temples; but be suffered
nie not, and stretched himself out ta die. By his side
I knelt, and said: " lOh, departirag Vear 1 I behold a
scroll folded beneath thy ruantle. Whàf witness shail
it bear ai me at the judgment? "

Low and solemn were his last tories. Ifrhou shaît
know when the books are opened, and the dea4, small
and greaf, stand before God."

The midnightcdock struck. And 1 covered ruy face,
and mourned for bis death who had once been ta me as
a friend. 1 reruember with pain how oft Y liad
stigbted bis warnings and the opportunities ne had
given me of doing gaod, and had cast away tie wealtb
ofthnte, tbatpriceless boon from tbe Eternal. Methougbt
froua the dying iips came a feeble sigh, "lFarewell 1-
farewell." Then a passion~ of vzeeping fell apon me.
And wien again 1 Iifted up m. y bead, la the New Year
stood in' the place of flic departed.

Smiling, bie greeted me witb good wisbes and words
of cheer, whiie arckqnd me lay rny brijiit tokens oi
friendship and love. But I was afraid. For to, me he
was a straager ; id whera. 1 would have returred bis
,welcorne, My lips tremb1a d 'wr.it.
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Tien lie said, leFear flot. 1 corne unto thee froni

the Giver of every good antl perfect gift."
$New Vear, whither wilt thou lead rue? Art thon

apponted t0 bring mejoy or sorrowv, li1e or dcath P II
Hee reptied, I knowv not. Neither doth' the ange[

flearest the tdiront know. Only Him wlîo sitteth there-
on. Give me ti:y baud, and question not. Enough for
thec, that I accoruplish His will. Make that wvill thine
own, and thou shait taste an aaigel's happiness even
here below. 1 promise thee nothing. Be content ta
followvme. Take, wvith a prayer for %wisdoru, this winged
moment. The nextmraynfot be mine ta give. Yet, if
we wvalk onwvard tog,-ther, forget flot that thou art a
pilgrim for eternity. If 1 bring thee the cup of jay, bc
thankful, and pitiful ta those wvbo ruaurn; and let ail
men be unto theleas brethren. If the dregsofibitterness
cleave unto thy lip, be not too eager ta receive relief
lest tlîou betray the weakness of tby faitb. God's per-
fect discipline giveth wisdom. Therefore count theni
happy wvho endure. When morn breaketh in the east,
-* d thyseif ini the Hoiy Spirit's strength for thy duties,
iwith asang ofthanksgiving. For Gadis near to those
wvho trust Hinm and rejoice in His ways. And when night
putteth on her corcnet ai stars, kneal and ask that the
day's sins may, for Christ's sake, be forgiven thee, so,
that when 1 have nu longer any days or niglits to give
thee, and nîust niyself die, thou mayest bless me as a
friend and a helper on the rontd ta heaven."

A New Year Meditation.
At the clo>se of the year, as we are listening ta the

final footfalls of Father Time and anticipating in pro-
lcptic vision the happy days that are ta corne, the
question naturally suggests itself-What does the new~
year contain for us? The wisestoaius wr Id assuredly
prefer not ta know ; and why should God pYart for us thec
veil that conceals the hidden stores af tne futureD
Were we permîtted to read that future in a magic
horoscope, and were the pains and pangs, the heartaches
and %vues ;vhich are a part of our bucitage rcvealed ta us
as clearly as the div;ine prophecies were irevcaled to the
wvise men of aid, who would not shrink from the oracle
even ets Belshazz-ar blinded bis eyes ta the awful hand-
writingan the wall? It wvas Sheridan, we believe, who
called Uncertainty one of the joys ai 111e. And is it not
so ? .Assuredly, as a %vriter in the current issue af an
Englisi' periodical declares, if wc look for the charac-
teristics whicb ruay be found in the highest forrus of
pleasure ar.d on wvhich its utiiity chieil «v depends we
shalh find tîxat it a! includes elementr of uncertainty and
wvonder. And thec appropriatencss of thCse seemns ta
lie in the fact that tb'ey provide pleasant changes vhich
are in strong contrast with the ardinary accupation.s of
most wor!hing lives, %-id that they give opportunity for
the exercise of powers and good dispositions 'which,
being too little used in the daily business of life, would
become feeble or wholly lost. And then, as the niost
of us are optimists and hope for tlie best, we do nat
anticipate trouble that cannot be borne ;-we believe the
future is briglit for us; and that the present, if dark,
cantains a bow af promise; that fairer flowers bloomn
than those which hiave faded and withered in aur hand;
that life is wvorth living for the liglit and perfume of thec
years ta camne. And who would know ail? If we
could rend the veil of the future so as ta knew what
that future lias in store for us how could we await th@,
coming pleasure-how endure the thought of the coming
painP Yeti as Pascal says, we are neyer satisficd ifh
the present. We anticipate the future as tao slow, as
if ta hasten it on, or we recall time past as too Swift-
in order ta stop ifs flight- IlWe scarcely bestow a
thought "hec says, if upon the present, or if we do i "t is
only thatwe may borirow light from it to bestow ow.the
future ; the prescrit is neyer ina aur view ; the past ati
the prescrit are our rucans, but thre future alune is om'r
abject.,, Thus we neyer live, but wve hope ta live; and
so being ever prepiaring ta bc happy it is most certain
we shall never be sa if we do flot aspire t0 some othcr
felicity than can c,.cr be enjoyed in the lit!e cycleof olr
earthl.ylifç.


