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Once for-al1 the rune is rewd,
Once for ali the judgment said....
Rue it 11di thy living days,
Ridle it deecp with love andl praise;
Oxice -for all thy word is sped:-
Noule inivade, it but the deaod....
Spokeia words conte not again.

The paist you cýannot chuange, but a new book is in your hands,
with pagc7,0 white, Cde.an, unsoiledl. What will you wite on these
pages? WViI1 yon .sZ-itie he, too? I)oes notevery young person
ivho rca(ts tI1esc wvords desire rnost eýirncsfly to tli the pages of
this new vear wvith bcautiful things?

Begin, then, on the first niorningI of 1889. Begi()n withl an car-
nest prayer to God for hellp. Then watch your acts *and your
words, that von do nothing and say nothinc which you will be
ashamed to sec or hear agrain yea.rs hence. Fi the day wîth
gentie things, and usefVI1, heIpful things.- Forirard.

THE I)EPARTINC, YEAIR.

Happy are we if the i:ist hours of another ycar find us in the
enjoyment of genuine Christian experience! Whatever rna be
the occasions of humiliation on account of our' rnany past defici-
encies, the knowledc of God's -acceptance at the present moment
encourages us to turn our faces toward tîje unknown future with
feelings of joy and hope. For, ive rnay safely reason, that the con-
selous gif t of divine love at any one given point in our earthly pil-
grimage is the pledg(-e of rod's continued fithtfuiness, however
dark or winding the remainder of the journey.

As the year departs, is it flot better to, dwell upon thc tender
inercies oà Gori than to feed a inorbid sense of our unworthiness?
Personal deinerit, on account 0f sins of oinission and commission,
every one w 110 has a just understanding of hinîseif mnust freelv
,acknowledg-Ye. But sueli ac.knowledgcnient, muchi as it becoe
us, should only open our cee to behold the long,-sufl'eriing, the
patience, and the tenderness of God. Have we, at any period of
the year, fallen awvay frorn I-is lov4e? Have opportunities for use-
falness corne, only to find us indifferent? Have bereaved hiearts,
-%vel-nighrl crushed beneath earthly woe, turncd to us iii vain for
sympithy? Have hungrry, starving souls surrounded us dailv
ivithout hearing from our lips a single word coIncerning the brend
of life ? Have our own steps heavenward been marked at tirnes
by unsteadiness, haltingr by the way, seeking forbidden pleasures,
turning from, not toward, the blissfül goal ? 0! let us rather, in
reviewingr ail this, look through our blinding tears, and se the
goodness 0f the Lord.


