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THE OLO VEAR.
Anothor page of God's groat volume is

wriucen and folded away wvith. tiP inexora-
ble past. Each and ail of us have left our
mark un that page-btains that we cen
never obliterete. With ail its sorrowvs and
sins, with ail its toars and smiles, the old
ycar lias passod into tho prosonce and tho
keepingy of God. We have sown seed tiiet
must mecet us in other years,-that must
men us even et the bar of the Great Judge.
llow solomn the thoughit iHow rserefuliy
Ehouid We examine ourseives, and go anew
to tlic Fountain of cleausing, that ail our
éins inay be teken awayi1

low many, who commenced the old
year blossod ivith good.bocalth, full of high
hopes and purposes wvitl regard to this life's
future, are now slumbering under the wvin-
ter's snow, or, stili more sadly, are deep
iffder tife cold waves of the sea How
many instances crowd upon us day by day,
illustrating the frailty and usecertainty of
liuman life, and confirming to -our hearts
the festimony of God's wvord concerning our
days i We are strangers andI sojournors
here. We are consumed bofore the moth.
Weali do fade as a loaf, as a flower of the
filid, as tihe llower of the grass, for the s'un

n onrriseth in bis strength, than the
grace of the fasliion thercof perisheth. Our
days are as an hand-breadth ; they are
swifter then the weaver's shuttie, swifter
than tise swift ships, and thian the eagle
lifstcning to the prey. Heîe Nve bave no
c0fifinuing City, no rest, ûo homo. The
saine sad, sad story of blighted youth, of
trcnsbliug cge, of sickness, death axid the

grave, lias been toid by ail the generations
Of mon. It 'Es weli that tiîis side of the
truth should ho frequentiy and profoundly
before our thoughits; and there is no period
more fitting for --11«-h meditetions than now
wben we have buriod the old yeer.

Thanke ho to God that rcsplendont light
piorces through cil onr darknss-that; bea-
venly joy may drive away our sorrows-
tiiat; in the midst of deth wo may lay bold
ou cverlasting life, and lîcer the voice of
Jesus saying, «I I m the Ilesurroction, and
the Lite. Re that belioveth on me, though
ho were decd, yet shall yo live ; and lie tiiet
livetb and helieveth on me shall nover die !"

No Christian, thorefore, need mourn over
the swiftness of time; but rathor rejoice
that the day is coming very swiftiy wbca
ho shall sc Christ, lay iîold on Ris endless
lif0 , and dweil forever in luis presonce. At
His cali tho graves mnst givo Up their
dead; tise sec, too, must give up tho dead
that are in it. They, whiom lest yecr bas
dividod forever so fer as this life is con-
cerned, shall ho reunited by a coming New
Year, towards whioh, we are, hastoning,
guided by Him wbo says, Behold I make
ail things new.

On this New Year's day bow many have
to thank God for sparing and presorving
mercy. -Parents cnd cbildren, brothers and
sisters, mooet and formn again the old family
cirele. Fricnd grasps the band of friend.
Masters and servants, ministers and people,
writers and reeders, rejoice together. Let
those whose ciréle is unbrolcen, whose enp
of mercy is full, romember lovingly such as
are less favoured. Glcdden, if yon cae tise


