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AND SCHOOL.

Thé Years.

Manrcuixa ounward, ever onward, like a
serried host appears

With its alow and measured footsteps, the
procesaion of tho years;

Looking far adown tho ages, one unbroken
line we ken g

Whither, whither do thiey journey ? for they
come not back again.

On they go across tho river, sileny river,
deep and wido;

There the long procession hialteth, marshalled
on the other side;

Whaiting till the last one croaseth, till tho
angel by the shoro

Shall proclaim with veice of trumpet-tonos,
that ** Time shall be no wore.”

Fach division is in order, for the discipline
is famed ;

Every regiment is sumbered, every company
is namud ;

“ Lighteen cighty seven * has vanished, with
its blexsings and its woe;

** Eighty-cight " is pressing onward, nansing
not for fricnd or foo.

Jannary's anowy whitencss February inelted
fast;

March canie on with noise and bustle, aurt
its storm-clouds whirling past;

April shies lohed down upon us, v olits
blossomed by the way :

And while birds sang sweetest carls, April
glided imc av.

May, with all her happy voices, laughter in
the very air—

Fragrant with a thousand springing, bud
ding blossoms everywhere.

Decper grew the blue above us, tender grew
the song-ined’s tune,

Life and joy and love exulted with the thrill
of blissful June.

While the breath of roses ravished all our
senges with delighe,

Lot the July sun was shining in its splen
dour clear and bright ;

And the gorgeons, golden, glowing summer
days we.t swift and soon,

As the ripened fruits of August shone be-
neath the August moon,

Now the cool September mornings show us
tmany o falling Jeaf,

Apd aunther sumuier leaves us only mem-
orics, sweet as brief ;

Soon October with her rainbow hues will
bathoe the mple tree,

And her brilliant colours buraish all the wood
from sea to sea,

Soon again, with garnered harvest, we shall
gather round the fire,

In Thanksygiving's glad rounion—maid and
matron, gon and sire.

While November rains are {alling, tenderly
we say gondenight ¢

In the morning, lo! December's snowa are
glistening pure and white,

Ab ! December, with its Christmas, with its
watch-night and good-bye

To the Old Year~how the parting tonches
evory hicart and eye |

So they leave us, whilo they journey onward,
whither we shall go;

Sweet the thought, wo there shall gather all
their gifta to us below.

—Boston Transcript.

In one of the Sunday-schools the
teacher of a class of little boys in-
quired of each one if ha thought he
had become a better boy during the
year. Each answered in the atirma-
tive except one little eight-yoar-old,
who was silent. The question was
esked him a second time, when, with
much earnestness, he replied, X am
Jjust as worse as I ever was."—Sel,

New Year's Wine.

It ia unfortunate that a custom so
pleasing should have nssociated with it
suggestions of ovil 3 but, though sad,
it iy tiue that New Yeiars day 1s o
time of temptation.  There are youny
men and old wen, whose smothered
appetite is rousedd by tho smell of
liguor, and to whose good resolutions
ono taste of wine is as dungerous as a
candle 11 a powder magazine.  Ladies
who, in arranging their tables, have
supplied wine or stronger drink, can
do veal good by cocrecting their bills
of fare.

The impnrtance of this advice may
be illusteated by an incident which
occurved three years ago. A family
of this city served wine to their guests,
but when the two sons of the frunily
came the Lottles were slipped to one
side.  Tue boys started on their round
witl: the sisterly adwonition, ¢ Now,
rou won't take anything!” To a
caller, who had just refused pressing
offers of sparkling liquor from this
sime sister, the admonition had a
strange sound, and he said, “ Do you
so much fear the ellvct of a little wine
on your brothers?”

“No; but when they begin they
dou’t know where to stop.”

The door opened, and half-a-dozen
persons—two being mere  boys—
came in,  They all took wine; and
the aforementioned caller had not
even time to suggest that their sisters
wight be anxious lest they would not
know where to stop. The caller saw
them later in the day, and they were
unmistakably tight.  He saw, also,
the two boys whose sister’s caution he
had heard, and they too were drunk.
He has scen them sineo in the same
condition, and knows that one of the
two is the slave of strong deink, and
physically and wmorally a wreck.

We do not kuow that New Year's
wine is responsible for this ruin, or
that it led to the ruin of the boys to
whom his sisters served it, but are suie
that many a young wman dates his
movement on the downward grade
from liquor serswd un New Year's day,
We are glad to bichieve that the custom
of thus tewpting wen is on tbe de-
cline, and equally glad if any word-
blows we give will help it out of guod
society.—Jerald and Presbyter.

A New Year's Thought.
UBY AUXT UHOPE.

It was New Year's morning, and
the snow, that had been falling fast
all night, lay thick aud white on the
streets.  Merry sleigh bells rang out
their “IIu})py New Year;” bright
faces passed and epassed ; joyous
laughter chimed in with the glad day ;
and as I gazed out from 1y window
upon the passing crowd, I could not
help comparing it with the snow—
pure and fresh in the morning, but
trodden under foot cre nightfall. 1
thought, “Ifow many of those merry
voices will be sinothered in drink, ind
what o.heart-burdea there will be car-

ricd to many a father and mother!
It mnkes one shudder to think of
the sin committed at tho beginning
of the New Year—the timo for good
resolutions, and 1”2 day to put them
into practice.  Jow frecly the wine
flows! and how few young men resist
the tempter in the form of & hand-
some ludy, who, with Lright smiles
and coaxing eyes, snys, “Just one glass
in my honour!” And fast on to that
glass follows many glasses, until the
glorious New Year becomes s blank
to them.

Oh, why is the woman so often tho
tempter!  Shoe who was made the
man's helpmeet, but who, too often,
proves his curse. Oh! you tewpters,
think of the end; think of what you
are doing agninst your God, yourself,
and the world; think of the homes
you are helping to blight, and hence-
forth be a blessing to your sex, and
nover curse your high position of
womanhood by using it to help the
devil in his work. Rather help overy
one to keep good resolutions made on
the coming of the Now Year, and let
your merry voice and bright eyes, and
bappy encouraging words, be the only
stimulants offered by you on New
Year's Day.
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The New Year.

THE year in silenco dies away,
And softly o'er the snow

Another comes with outstretched hands,
Whose face we do not know ;

Tet maust wo rise and walk with him
Wherever he may go.

Perhaps through waters deep and dark,
Perhaps by supny rills,

O'er rough and thorny mountain sides,
Or pleasant stoping hills,

The stranger closcly grasps our bands,
Aud lcads us where ho wills,

But high above the passing ycars
We know the Lord is King,

And cevery day of all the months
Some gift from him shall bring;

We trust him, and are not afraid
The whilo his love we sing.

He never has forgotten ua!
The story of the years

Is full of lus great goodness
Through all our hopes and fears;

And he will bless us every day,
And wipe away our tears,

After the darkness comes the drwn,
And though the past was sad,
The sunshine will break forth again,
Aud all the world be glad ;
Where death bas been, the flowers shall
bloom,
In summer beauty clad.,

And 50 we lift our eys to the-,
O thou who chanygest not;

Thou keepest us within thy heart—
Wae shall not be forgot;

And light fron thee al?mll bless the way,
Whate'er our earthly lot.

We thauk thee for thy tenderness;
We praisc thee for thy graco;
We fear not anything that comes
Beforo we ree thy face.
Lead thou us yet wnnther year
Nearer thy fair humo placo.
. —Selected.
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DirricorTies are the stones out of
which all God's houses ere built.

1887—-1888.

Tgw there ure to whom the bound-
ary line between the old and the new
year does not becomo something liko a
wilestono on life's journey. To somo
—cspecially the very young or the
very old—the stens of their pilgrimage
are measured off’ by birthdays. Those
who are more actively engaged in the
struggles common to humanity, often
have specinl periods from which they
rockon for a season, The yeung man
and woman who hive agreced to mako
this journey united in tho holy bond
of wedlock, for n few ycars measuve
their progress by tho return of the
day when they first went forth to-
gother.  Would that the years might
always continue to come and go noted
only by the return of such a happy
period! But, alas! death is abroud,
and soon one or both may be found
measuring the years by the return of
the day on which a grave hid from
sight the form of a loved one, for wheso
absence tinie can offer no healing balm
to the bursting heart. Then muy be
heard a voice often Inpatiently erying,
“Quick, time, with these cyclical years
of earth, and give mu the cycles of
eternity in a realm where partings are
not known {"

Others there are whose sad lot it is
to rcmember that, so many years ago,*
on such a day, their life was darkened
by some great calamity, such as being
plunged into poverty, or suffering from
disgrace of character.

But the year which we close up with
the joys of Christmas festivitics may
serve to mark periods in our life’s ro-
cord disconnected from any association
with these sadder experiences. Jf the
dying year speaks of any solemnity,
it should be the solemnity of eternity.
Let it sink deep into every heart—the
thought that the year does not coine
back. Soon the last one will be
measured out to us, and the book
closed forever.
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Never Say Die.

Mureo Parx, stripped and plun-
dered, sank down in despaiv. It was
in a wilderness in Africa, five hundred
miles from any European settlement.
A little moss was at his fect in flower,
and it inspired him with the thought
that he who planted, watered, and per-
fected in the desert that tiny blossom
could not be insensible to the sufferings
of one formed after his own image,
So he went on his way encouraged and
rejoicing, and soon came to a village.
Yes, little things are of great import-
ance, though it scems a mere truism
to write it. They are the Jast links in
a long chain of effects, or the first in
a chain of causes, or they aro bLoth,
They muke the sum of human things,
They test a man’s character every
hour of the day, and, as the jutting
and curving of the bank rcgulates a
river's flow, so do they, diretly or in-
directly, determine the course of our
existenco for good or for evil,
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