
The Old Year.

going to do ivith thy £5,000? Thou, that lies lied every thing
to corne and tak' frorn."

"I neyer had more than £300 a year."
"ily 1 but thou counts things varry carelessly. Thou hed £POO0

a,. year for pocket-money, Joe, oniy. for pocket money. Thou Wilt
liev to find thy awn bed and board now. Thiou wilt hev to pay
thy awn tailor's bis, and many another bill beside. And thou
kno*s well, Joe, tha.t I hevn't t' wvays and t' means to help tliee
mucli."

Joe was fond of luxuries, and this view of the question had not
presented itself before. Yet it was evident he would have to leave
lis father's house. H1e -would have to takce upon. himself the cares
of life and living. Hie wislied in his heart that lie had flot been
so ready to ffing away hlf a million of money; but lie lçept lis
lips tiglitly drawn for féar lie should give utterance to. the
regretful tliought.

As lie sat h«-.lf-stupefied by this sudden change in his fortunes,
he looked gloomily round his handsome rooms, -and wondered
hoiv mudli it would cost hirn to rent others in any way appi'a-,ch-
ing in comfort. Tlien lie tookea piece of paper, and jotted down
tIe outstanding bis in his naine, and they made a total which
compelled Mmn to realize the aimount of his expenditure, as lie lad
neyer donc before. Even taking into account the natural hope.
fulness of youtli, it must be adiniitted that Joe Braithwaite did
flot spcnd a much happier nigcht tha.n his fatlier did.

THE OLD YEAR.

BY REV. J. El. HIULLMAN.

T.uE nortli iind's ivail so lonely
Is l falling on the car,

Its cadence telling on]y
The death-knell of tlic year.

Night's raveii wing doth cover
The frozen earth so cold,

She gently hovers over
The year grown gray and old.

The old year lies a-dying-
He's breathing eut hie last,

.And soon he will be lying
In the grave of the past,

ERis spirit's now departing,
The tears our cheek'e bedew,

Our hearts with grief are smarting,
As we say our fond "1Adieu"

fle's gone despite our sorrow,
To wish hie stay is vain,

Ris form no glad to-morrow
May ever bring again.

God only can hie story,
is good or ilU, portray;

To Hum be&péwe.r and glory
Whio gave and takes away 1


