
TIIE PRESBYTEIAN.

A NEW-YEAR'S rlYMNfll.

Lord, Thou art g-ood-we say it whcn
Thy fierce east breezes blow;

Lord, Thou art good-we stili repeat
In thy soit sumnier glow;

.And whcther next day rain or shine,
Shadow and sunshine both are Thine

We cannot thank Thece as WC would
For ail our Pnst lias been

Such sweet white blossonis Thou hast dropped
From fields of living green,

]3idding us think how f'air is miade
Thy land, wliere sucli flowers neyer fa-de.

The Future stili is Mad with Thee,
Its secret Thou dost know :

We cannot guess it.s coiuing bliss,
And We wVould have it so :

Content, wvhen this years course is o'cr,
We shall but love and trust Thee more.

As littie children, called to sec
Their ifther's frift untied,

Arc sure that wliatsocecr lie send,
They will bc satisfied ;

We thank Thee erewe. know Thy g-ift..
Ana wait tili Thou its veil shall Rit.*

And most WC thnznk Thee. Lord, tlint Thou,
Wlio giv'st our wvine and corn,

Carne <3own to beur the sli.nieful cross
And wearr the crown of t.horn

Thy sacrifice inakes all our gain,
Our joy grows perct througli Thy pain.


