THE NEW YEAR.

| seems but as yesberday that we stood at its
# threshold, and looked forward over its then
seemmgly lengthened way, and fancy was busy with
many plans and projects for future happiness and
delight. We looked forward through the whole border -
of its months, weeks, days, and hours, and life grew-
bright with pleased anticipation. The year has now
 passed away, and how few, very few, of all our bright
hopes have been realized. With how many of us have
unexpected and unwished for events taken the place
of those to which we looked forward with so much
delight.
As the hours and moments of the past year have

“slowly glided into the ocean of the past, they have
borne with them the treasures of many a fond heart.
The sun shines as brightly as ever, the moon and stars
still look placidly down upon the sleeping earth, and
~ life is the same as it has ever been; but for these
their work is over, and they have done with time.
As I sat watching the fast gathering shadows over the -
last night of the old year, I fell into a sort of wakmg \




