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NEW YEAR FREADINGS

HYMN -FOR THE CLOSINC. YEAR.

1Y SA'MUEL V. COLE.

0 Tîrou tlîat sealest np the p)ar-t,
The days slip froin us, andl the years
Grow silent with their hopes and fears;

'Tis Thine to keep ail things at last.

We hiave not done the things we would,
A biotted page we render back;
And yet, wluate'er our work nay lack,

Thy work goes on, and Thon art good.

Thou movest iii the mov'ing years3;
Wlucîever muan is, there Thou art,
To ovyrrule his feebier part,

And bring a bi essing ont of tears.

WVe know what bicssings had their hirth
In Thy great purpose, and w~e see
What evii customas touched hy Thce

Are crunubliuug ruins iii the earth.

Thy hiand lias been in every age,
To niouid the ways of mn and teachi
The gencrations ecd to each

To leave a nobler heritage.

I know the word is in Thy breàtlî
That guides the whecls of time; I know
'Tis Thou Qhit guidest themn, aithougli

They bear nie toward the \raie of De-ath.

And as the silent scasons pass
Alon.g their weil-a 1)pointed way,
Nor any baud is raised to, stay

The falling sands, the emptying glass.

1 own Thy promise, for I find
In ail Thy dealings everniore
Thon teachest that the thiuigs beforo

Are botter than the things behind.

A nobler lot awaits the soul
Than that of dying star and sun;
Our lives dIo not iii circles mun,

But ever oaward to a goal.

Thon, Opiener of the years to be,
Let me îîot lose iii woe or weal
The touchi of thatstrong hand I feel

Upholding and directing me.


