
THE NEw YEA..

WHAT do you nican to do with this bright, white, beautiful
year th.at God bas now put into your hand? It is a book of:three
hundrcd and Sixty-fivc pages-ail blank pagcs yet; pure, ean,
unsoiled. You arc to write something on cadi page while it lies
open under your hand. Then the leaf will te turned over and
sealcd down, and another one ivili spread out its white face before
yon. At the close of the year your book wilI be written full, and
thon it wiil bcecarried away by the Angel of Time and prcserved
until the iast day, wlien it wll bc opened to show how you have
lived this year. What are you going to wvrite in this book? You
know tlîat everything you do -%vrites itseif down. One of the wondcr-
fui inventions of these late timies is an instrument whieh preserves
the words that are spoken into it. You talk beside it, and every
word is cauglit. It may bc carried thousands of miles, and laid
away for years; but when the wonderful maehinery is set in
motion, the words corne out just as they wvere spoken, and you
hear the very tone of voice of the person who uttered them.

This is a littie illustration of the -%ay our dceds and our w1ords
go down on the pages of the book each one is wvriting. We do
flot always think mucli about what we are doing as the days pass.
Somietimes we do careless things, or even vcry wrong things. We
speak words that are not gentie and kindiy; we show tempers
and dispositions that are not sweet and Leautiful. We forge
these things soon afterward, but let us rernember that they have
ail gone doiwn day by day on the pages of our book, and are not
lost. Sorne day we shall have to sec these pages opened ag-ain,
and shall have to look at ivhat we have written o11 theni; some
day we shail have to hear our careiess, bitter, unkind or untrue
wvords again i n the very toues of voice we used when wre spoke
thein.

This ought to make us very careful what wre do and what we
say. Now is ai good tirne to begin in the new. How ivas last
year's book iilled ? What dii1 you put on the pqges ? Perhaps
they were biotted, some of thei, or stained. by sins or follies.
Pcrhaps there were whole pages with nothing beautiful on them
-- only idie words and idie acts. Weli, you cannot change any-
thing now in last year's pages. The thing written you cannot
blot out; the wvords said you cannot unsay.

"Neyer shail thy spoken word
Be again unsaid, unheard.
Well it-s wvork the utterance wrought;
Woc or weai-whate'er it brought--
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