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Hymn for the New Vear. Places, th, deep Places, that go down, down lu- sorrow, as we ry, IlAil thY wavc and thy bil-1 TAKIC My pilgrini staff auew, Iowa are gone over me !" Yeu, blesed le lifs,Life'so path, uutrodden, te pure, tbis mystery of being, these up-ning gales etThy guiding oye, my Lord, 1 view; onr inimortaiity, our entrance upon eterniti.My limes are in Thy han 1, Love Ille. EIUjoy it Ilis s gond gifl
Throghou th year m heaenl Frind on't be afrado il1. i)on't be afrsid tu b.Throgbou th yea, m heaenl Friud, happy. Let ai the tîdes of joy the mnts pro-On Thy bet guidançe 1 depend; found sweep mnru your being and thrill andFron, ils commencement to ils end posnsYu pi e ghapycerul balMy lunes are in Thy hand. posee ton Lve hr hapîy. cheerlully, tuniy

Shnuld comftrl, healh and peos b. ine, joy oflt I 0yesit f>n o lwiShould hours of gladness ou me bhino; slip through your fingein. It wll garniy getThen let nie trace 'rby love divine; away froni ynn the moment you y epI
My times are in Thy band. te yourselt. Share it with somshody. Try to
But houlet ton isitme aainmaire another happy, juet a.4 many as possible.Bu sodtth g onrrw vieil era For there are so many wiîo are an P.,or and sitWît lugureorow siicos, pain, ani hent down under heavy loade thal theyS1111 let thie lboughl my hope 8ustain bitteriy cry, "la il worth our whiie to liverMy times are in Tby hond. W%$ it Dot s mistee that ever existeu.ee was

Thy siniV alous nakes moments brighl, given, le us?" 'rhiiik of snobh give tb sncbThot siuode torns deirkness int light ; share everythimg You have with somebody whoThis tlîougbt wili eoîhe griefsg sadulest night, has no0 lhlngMy timits are in Thy band. f.And th.n, baving enjoyed lits, hsving livedfr someoidy else, fnrget oui that ihere làShonld those Ibis year be cailed away another lite. Men tlu of deaîh, but roally il seWho lent to lite its brigbtest ipy, iyone gâteway inluus long, long existence,tblaTeacb nie in thuaI clark hour 10 say, imnortality thai we have enleied npon. It laMy limes are in Thy baud. 011lY a ile in the wail separaling iwo fields
A few more dys, a fcw more years, ~ but oh, the fid beyond le su mouc greener,Oh, then a briglul reverse appears. fairer, larger. You loberit hoth field&, thi&Thon 1 abali nu more Bay wulh tesrs, wilh its Loundories, the olher tb5l la limutiesa,My limes are in Tlhy baud. 'lo the Ide cuniing Yeu May paso ibis very vear,Thatbondn'Y tepswillgenty gude sud so iî may lue a new year as yon dld netThatbaudmy îepswillgenly gideanlicipsie il. Ouit, ho nt atraid of Il. Wel-To the dark trink of Jordan'@ lide, come it au aonetiing thonglut ut every day,Thon bear me 10 the besveuwsrd side: snmethiug llved for evvery day, sounelhing lu LeMy limes are in Thy baud. desired as tbe Lest. the mosi precins of God'a

-Cuarloile Etlioti. gCe. Lei Ibis serions but neyer obllmng thonghb
descend npon Yoa, tOnching sud arusing sudof Lfe. inspfring yon te livo your b.st lite uow, aOne More Leaf sfLfe top on sud np tb someotiLnq inexpressibly

J aner te be given at deaib. Lat yuur prayerAVo'HRsa Yser ut existence, wiib alii@ r Il Le "Su teach un te nu er ur daTs thai w.depîhs of experience, ils heigbte of joy ? Yes, May apply or barle nl wlsdom.' -Susmday-sud somie lime we %hall thon God for the dark 8e/oi Joswnoi


