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affording noutlshment for the present and pladges for the future,
For that faturs, bo not heedlemly, unbelievingly anxlous. It isall
in God'a bands, He would $hat you should live each day upon
Him as a little child—simple in your faith, unshaken {n your confi-
denee, olinging In your love. Xet cach morning's petition be—
over linking {s with the precious uame of Joaus, that ' name which
is above every namo"— My Fathor! give mo this day my deily
bread”? Then, O yes, then shall the promise bofulfilled, and ita
fulfilment shall be the -immeodiate answer to your prayor--*¢ As
thy days, g0 shall thy strength be.”

Inapired by the proapect of golng home, wo shall be watchful
that nothing hides it from our view or hinders our growing
mestness for its onjoyment. ‘*Ariso yo, and depart, this is not
your rest,” {s the yet impressive volco.uttored by each droopiug
flower, and dying spring, and fadiog beam of earth-born good.
Each moment wo leave the desort bohind us. We lose nothing,
but we gain much; each night wo piteh our tent *“a day’s march
nearor home.” Tho hope of the man whoss portion is in hislife is
continually darkening and doteriorating. Each revolving yoar
brings him nearer to the und and tho loss of all his treasures,
Unconverted reader, ponder this { But the hope of a believarin
Jesus is rendered all the more lively, moro precious, aud more
bright as time approashes eternity, Growing more intense, it

A NEW YEAR'3 HYMN.

Eternal God the purple morning broaketh,
Aud with its dawning comes another year.

We humbly pray Thee to Thy kesping take us,

Then we will front the future without fear,

Shine on our minds, Thoa Day-atar, in Thy aplendor,
Fill Thou our hearts with joy and love and light,
From souls sin.darkened chaze away tho shadows

That now enshroud us in a dreary night.

O Qod of goodneas and of grace nnbounded,
Who in Thy love Thy Sen to us did'at give,
Look down in mercy from Thy throne u

Aup firmly hold upon our upward way *
So shall our path E
That shineth moro and more to perfest day.

thank God that yon ars abls to leave them,

0 us
And in Thy light teach us each year to live. '

So shall we grow {n strength, and love, anrd knowledge,

s as tho light of morning,

As with doubtful hands we push away the shades and
take our frab ateps in the opening yoear, tho thought cannct
fail to coms to us all of how little wo know what is before
us. Liviog, but living an uncertain life, let the seavon
utter its warnings. Ooe thing is cortain, that if you desire
improvoment in anything, it will nover como to you
asidentally. It must bagin in a distinct, rosolved purpose
to make a chang) for the bstter. I callon you to glve this
day to a serious roview of your life, of what you have been
living for, and of what you purpose heaceforth to live for.
Glvo one day to this, and lot it be this frst day of the year:
ab least begin tho yoar aright. Here you stand at the
parting of the ways: some road you aro to take; and an
you stand here, consider and know how it is that you intend
tolize. Oarry no bad habits, no corrupting associations, no
onmities and atrifes, into this new year. Leave theso behind,
and let ths dead Past Bury its desd ; lesve them benind, and
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becomes more sanctifylng., Liko tho highland stream, dashing
from tho rook, and pucifying ftsclf as it courscs its way to tho
oosan, Christian hope purifies the heart In whish it dwells,
Gently disentwining ita thoughts, affoctions, and doaires from a
too olinging attachment to terrestrial objocts, it bears them
onward to tho soa of glory towarda which it flows, Forward, then,
with firmur tread, and with swifter wing to the hopo laid up for
us in heaven. Auimated bty such a hope, with a homo beforo us
eo alluring and so near. shall we lingor on our way to pluck the
blighted flower, to admiro tho recsding landscape, or oven to
build our tabernacle upon the mount all glowing with the Saviour’s
prosenco? \Ve are leaving bohind us, all prosent scenes of andness
and of joy. Aun Avabiau prince, on approachlng tho ity of
Damascus, was 30 +vorwholmed by tho splendor of the city, that
ho pauted at its ectrance and sald, I oxpsct to entor one
paradiso; but it I onter thivoity I shall bo so caught by its
blandishmenta, as to loso sight of tho paradise in which 1 hope to
ontor.” Ko rofused to advance, snd erestod at a short distancs
from it a monument, upon which he insoribed this remarkable
sentiment, Journoying to & heaven infinitely surpassing o
Mahomedun paradise—a hoaven of perfect knowlodge, of porfeot
holiness, of perfect love—shell we allow the daxzle of earthly
blandishments to blind our eye to the glory 80 soon to bo rovealed ?

' Hore wo have
uo continuing
city, Wo acek one
to come.”

Not yot come
to tho heavenly
roat, we still are
spproaching it,
and, O, ccatatic
thought} we ata))
reach it at last,
Evorything in

our present
course remindsus
that we are ncar-
ing home, as the
sea.weed warhed
from the rocks,
and as the laud
birds veaturiog
fromtheir bowers
and floating by
tho veuzel, are
indices to the
voyager that he
is noaring his
port. Are you
beieaved !—weep
not! earth has
oue tic less, and
heaven bas c¢ne
tic more. Aro
youimpoverished
of earthly sub.
stance ?—grieve
not ! your imper-
ishable treasure
is in heaven, Are
you sailiug over
datk and stormy
waters ?—fear
not! the rising
flood but 1lifts
your ark the
higher and nearer
the mount of per-
fect safety and
endless rest. Aro
you battling with
disearo, conscious
that hifo isebbing
and oternity is
nearing?-tremble
notltheroislight
and wuaicia your
lono &ud shaded
chamber—the
dawn and the
chimings of yoar
heavenly homae.




