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A Hymn of Praise.
Jaruary lst, 1801

BY MES, LIZZIE TINNIR BARER.
< Ay vorrompul, et ol gps et ”

WiaT can [ bring to thee, Master,
With the year that is dawmog to-dey ?
A heart which thy rod has sure smitten,
A heart which rujaiceth alway 3
Fyes thut look ever up fo the Healor,
Tho' dim with the rarth-gathared tewrs ;
lands that hold fant thy treasuies of promiso
In the tempest of tronble and fears

Teet swift to 1un guick at thy bidding,
A tougue thy pure praizes to sing,
0, Jesus, my Rodk and wy Refuge,

'o thee will thy loving one cling,
Btrong arm, which hath never forgotten
hy child in jus love-clasp to hold—
How tenderly now srt thow leading
The gorrowful sheep of thy fold,

Tow sweet to tny soul is-thy chastening,
How lovely the smilo of thy face—
0, year thiat is new, thou art dawning
Upon we in glory and grace;
Tor with me in patient abiding,
T'he thrice-blessed Three deign to dwell,
And tho peace of my soul passoth knowledgo,
1ts comfort no angel could tell. :

0, year that is new ! to thoir guiding
I givo theo from dawn until end-—
Lifo and death in the hands of the giver,
My God, and my Tather, and Friend,

The New Year.

Wiar do you menn to do with this bright,
white, beautiful year thab (God has now put into
your hand? It is o book of three hundred and
sixty-fiva pages-—all biank puges yet, pure, clean,
unsoiled. You are to write something on each
page while it Jies open under your hand. Then
the jeaf will be turned over and sealed down, and
another one will spread out its white face before
you. At the close of the year your book will be
writton full, and then it will be carried away by
the Angel of Time, and preserved until the last
day, when it will be opened to show how you have
lived this year.

What are you going to write in this book? You
know that everything you do writes itself down.
One of the wonderful inventions of these late
times is an instrument which preserves the words
that aro spoken into it. You talk beside it, and
overy word is cought. It may be earvied thousands
of miles, and laid away for yoears; but when the
wonderful machinery is set {n motion, the words
come out just as they were spoken, and you hear
tho very tono of voice of the person who uttered
them. .

This is a little illustration of the why our decds
and our words go down on the pages of the book
ench one is writing. We do not always think
much of what wo are doing as tho days puss.
Sometimes wo do careless things, or ever very
wrong things. We speak words that ave not gentle
and kindly ; we show tempers and dispositions that
are not sweet and beautiful. We forget these
things soon afterward ; but let us remember that
they have all gono down, day by day, on the pages
of our book, and ave nob lost. Some day we shall
have to see these pages. opened again, and shall
havo to look abt what we have written on them;
some day we shall have to hear our caveless, bitter,
unkind or untrue words again in the very tones of
voice wo used when wo spoko thew.

"This ough¥ to make us very careful what we do
and what wo say. Now isa good time to begin in
the now. Ilow was last year's book filled? What
did yow pubt on the pages? Porhaps they were
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blonted, smme of them, or stained by «ins or fidiges | f he had 1ot had eontrol of his own sprvit, 1o
Perhaps there were whole  payes with notbing

beautiful on theta--ouly wdle words awd 1dic nets
Well, you cannot changs anything now n tast
year's pages,  The things writton yon cannot hiot
out ; the words snid you cnunot unsay.
+¢ Nover shull thy speken word

Bo again unraid, unbuard.

Well its work the utterance wrotyght s

Woo or weal -- whate’er it brought —

Onco for afl ths rune is read,

Onee for all the judgment sid. * ¥ *

Rue it ol thy lving days,

Hido it deep with love and praise 3

Ouee for oll thy word is sped 1

Nono invade it but the dead. * * *

Spoken words eome uot again.”

The past you cannot change, but now n new hook
is in your hands, with pages white, elean, unsoiled.
What will you write on these pages? Will you
stain them, too? Does not overy young person
who reads these words desire most enrnestly to fill
the pages of this new yem with beautifal things?

Bogin, then, on the first morning of 1891,
Begin with an enrnest prayer to God for help.
"Then watch your acts and your words, thut you do
nothing and say nothing which you will be dshamed
to seo or hear again years hence. Tl the day
with gentle things, and useful, helpful things.—
Foruard.

»
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Seif-Control,

Tugre is o story told about Alexonder and his
horse Bucephalus, which wmay well “point a moral.”

When Alexander was but a boy he was present
one day when & Thessalonian brought the horse
Bucephalus to Philip, offering to sell him for
thirteen talents. Dut when the fiery animal was
taken to the ficld to try, he proved so unmanage-
able that none of Philip’s men dared so much ns to
venture near him. Philip bade them lead him
awny as useless; and as they weve about doing so,
young Alexander said :

«\What o fine horse do they lose for want of
address and boldness to manago him t”

At fivst Philip did not notice the boy's remark;
but when it was ropeated, and he saw how sorrow-
ful he was to see the horse taken away, he said:

“Do you reproach those who are older than
yourself, as if you knew more, and were better
ablo to manage him than they 1”

«T could manage this horse” replied the lad,
«potter than others dot”

« And if you do not,” said Philip, «what will
you forfeit for your rashness ?”

«] will pny,” said Ale-ander, ¢ the whole price
of the horse.”

The men who stood by laughed heartily, but the
wager was accepted, and the bold youth hastened
to tho horse, and, tuking lim by the bridle, turned
him towards the sum, having noticed that the
animal was afraid of dis own shadow. Then,
stroking him gently, ho watched his opportunity
and sprang quickly upon his back. Gradually, and
with great gontlenoss, he drow in bridle and curb,
and presently, when the fiery creature found that
he had o master, the bold youth let him go at full
speed, speaking to him with the ringing tonc of
command, and even spurting him on to increased
specd.

When he camo back presently, flushed and v
umphant, bub with the horse under full control,
Philip, who had been deeply anxious for his son’s
safety, is said to have shed tears of joy, and to
have declared, as ho Kissed him, that Macedonia
was far too small kingdom for so great & spirit
as bis son possessed |

Alexander could never have conquered the horse

prtienee, fretfulness, faok of selfrestramt, thwat
them-elve, fur they prove weaknes m the oue
who exhibits them, which even o dush antal ean
fecl,

How great a pity that one who, as a boy, could
thus control himeelf and others, when he became a
man could yield to his lawer appetites to such o
degreo that ho 1< actually said to have dicd the
death of a diunkard !

Alexander did not know the trua meoning of the
word “ conquer,” for he never learned to conquer
bimself  'To conguer nations is a siall thing com-
pured to the conquering of one’s self ; for ¢ greater
is he that ruleth his own spirit than he thet toketh
a city.”

1890.

IxTo the mid-night cold and drear,
Sadly the old year goes,
Bearing a burden of memorics,
Of sius and joys and woes,

The load he carries, each human goul
THas helped to heap it high ;

Many to seo him go aro glad,
Many there bo who sigh.

o goes to the years of the Past—
A stately and solemn band, :
Each crowned with the rue and rosemary
They passed to the silent laud.

Those who wete blithe to see them go,
And those who have grieved full sore,

Shall meet and grect theso years again
Where conflict and strife are oer.

There we shall take with a trembling hand
Our shate from the bmdened years,

Our morning’s hope and our noonday’s toil,
Our night of regret and fears.

The dreams and plans of our spring-tide fair,
Phat have long forgotten laiu,

The thoughts and deeds of our summer-time,
Our autumn’s scanty gain.

0! heavy the heffrt and sad the faco
Phat niust mect the past alone §

01 blessed who feel & nail-piereed hand
1s clasped around their own.

1891.

Over the snow the New Year comes
With u step that is light and free.

Give to him goodness, and love, and truth,
T'o bear to Liternity.

Bits of Fun.

& I shouldn’t cave to marry & woman who knows
more than I do,” he vemarked.

«Q, M. DeSuppy,” she veplied with a shake of
her fan, “I am afraid youarea confirmed bachelor.”

—Oneo dny Julia Ward Howe was introduced to
Sitting Bull by that full name, and the gentleman
romarked “Iow? with his usual urbanity, “AhY’
said Mrs. Howe, with quick apprehension, “ the
gentleman hns heard of me, [ see. He is really a

very intelligent aborigine.”

—At the Water Cure.—Governess—* Elsie, sce
how that gentleman springs up the steps. Early
this morning ho walked quite slowly. ‘Che change
comes from drinking mineral water.”

Elsie— [so’t it from drinking spring water,
TFraulein?”

—«How many birthdays do you think I have
had1” one persen was heard to say to another in
the horse-car. :

«, about fort.y-sovon," hazarded the person
addressed.

w Guly one birthday. The rest have been anni-
vorsaries,” was the explanation, and the car sud-
denly stopped.
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