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that Thy mercy has set our feet on the
threshold of the New Year, we pray that we
may have a child-like faith that walks trust-
ingly and unafraid; that we may have patience
under trial and disappointment, in seeking the
best things and in meeting the failures and
tempers of our fellows; that we may be faith-
ful in performing our daily task whether it be
pl@sant or irksome; that we may love every-
thing in all the world save sin and that we may
despise nothing except that which is shameful;
that our minds may harbor no evil thought
and our hearts no bitter grudge or unholy
affection; that we may be strong to smile
when we are hurt and not grow bitter; that
our sympathies may find wholesome expres-
sion in the Christ-like ministry of lowly ser-
vice, and that we may have some part in mak-
ing this year sweeter and brighter and happier
than any year before. Amen.—J. P. Marion.
—————————
A NEW YEAR.
BY AMOS R, WELLS,

I want a new year. New things are not patched.
So would I start my year all finely whole,

No gaps of dull omissions meanly closed

With poorly fitting fragments of dispatch,

No mendings of ignoble after-thought,

But all one piece of steady warp and woof,

A year entire, as all my years should be.

I want a new year. New things are not worn,
Not thin in places, ragged here and there,

And loose bits hanging down; no year all frayed,
With fears and worries bare before its time;
But firm and confident, a brave new year.

I want a new year. Do not new things shine?
Do they not shimmer in the dancing light?

Are they not smooth and gracious to the touch?
Is it not joy to take them from the box,

And shake them out in tumbling, happy folds,
And hold them up for all men to admire?

So, with a burst of joy, my glad new year.

I want a new year. Ah, but new things cost!

Well, T will pay the price of this new year:

The price of patience, and the price of time;
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s MUY da to ‘the God
Who was before all years began to be,

And will be through the new years as the old;
The price of partings from the lower aims,
Of staunch adhesion to the rugged best;

The price of life!

I cannot pay the price.

Pay Thou for me, O Christ, my Brother Christ!
Be Thou my Patience, and be Thou my Prayer;
Be Thou my Strength of hard, laborious will.
From out Thine endless ages with my God
Bring newness to this little year of mine.
So shall it be Thy year and not my own,
Yet doubly mine, as I shall dwell with Thee;
Yes, doubly mine, as through it I shall pass
To Thine eternity forever new.

: —Christian Endeavor World.
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“REMEMBER ALL THE WAY THE
LORD THY GOD HATH LED THEE.”

BY REV. STUART NYE HUTCHISON.

As we look back today over the way we
have come in the year that has passed, there
is one fact that shines brighter than all. It is
the Lord’s leadership. Sometimes our path
has been along the uplands, where the sun
shines and the flowers bloom, and there have
been other times when the road has led down
into the valley of the shadow, where clouds
and darkness were round about us. DBut to-
day as we look back we know that even then
God was leading us toward the green pastures
and the still waters of His love and mercy.

The future is a closed book to us. We
cannot see one step beyond today. Fears and
forebodings trouble us at times. But let us
remember all the way the Lord our God has
led us. The hand that guides us is the hand
of One who loves us, and the form that walks
beside us is the form of One who knows the
way we take.

If we will remember the way He has led
us, we will be more careful concerning the way
that is before us. As Henry Drummond once
said, “There is no room in life for the things
that will not live when life and time are past.”

Tt is not how much good I can get out of
the world, but how much good I can put into
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it while I am here. It is not a question as to
how much property I can accumulate, but how
much treasure I can lay up in Heaven. It is
not how I can use my friends, but how I may
serve and bless them. These are the con-
siderations that will retain their value when
the year ends, whether that time finds us here
or among the missing ones.
Norfolk, Va.
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For the Christian Observer.

THE DEEPEST WELL OF JOY.
BY REV. PARKE P. FLOURNOY, D, D.

Many years ago a pastor entered the sick
room of an aged saint who was thought to be
drawing very near the river which all of us
must cross sooner or later and in one way or
another. He was told that at times she did
not recognize her intimate friends. Soon after
her greeting, for she recognized him, he was
surprised to hear her begin to recite the twelfth
chapter of Isatah, and continuing it to the end,
in such a way as no elocutionist could have
done unless enraptured, as she was, with its
glorious truths. No more exultant expression
came from her lips than this: “Therefore, with
joy shall ye draw water out of the wells of sal-
vation,” unless it was the concluding paeon of
triumph: “Cry out and shout, thou inhabitant
of Zion, for great is the Holy ‘One of Israel in
the midst of thee.”

IFor the saved there are many wells of joy,
even though their path should le through a
desert, and tthat perhaps would make them
sweeter. At this time there are many sad
hearts and homes, because from many a family
circle the strong and well beloved, in the prime
of their young manhood, are going forth at the
call of patriotic duty. If there was ever a time
when unfailing sources of joy should be sought
for, it is now; and many an anguished heart
crying “out of the depths” needs to find the
deepest of all. And which one among the
springs in the desert is it? I think we will find
it if we will goto that well of which One is
saying that Jacob drank thereof, and his chil-
dren and his cattle, and listen and look, to hear
and see and think of what is occurring there.

A poor sinful creature says to a Stranger,
who asks her for a drink of water from that
well, “The well is deep;” and He tells her of
one which is infinitely deeper than that; and
many have found that the water that is drawn
from it gives purer joy than any famishing
traveler ever felt in quenching his thirst at
Jacob’s well. “Whosoever drinketh of this
water,” He says, “shall thirst again; but who-
soever drinketh of the water that I shall give
him shall never thirst; but the water that I
shall give him ‘'shall be in him @ well of water
springing up into Everlasting Life.”

What water is this? He tells her, and tells
us, that it is the water of Life—Everlasting
Life.

And what is life? We do not know. We
see its effects all around us and experience it
in our own persons. Yet no scientist can tell
us what it is. For one thing, we know that
it is of many kinds and is manifested in myriad
forms. The whole world is pulsating with it,
beautified by i, rejoicing in it, suffering in it
t00.

Near me is a great tree of grand propor-
tions, more than twenty feet in circumference
near its base, and lifting its noble head to an
unusual ‘height, beautiful in the early summer
with its wealth of verdure and shapely tulip
blooms. Creeping up its side is a vine, grace-
ful too, but poisonous, even to the touch.
What makes the difference between the two?
They grow in the same soil, are watered by the
same nains, breathe the same air, and bask in
the same sunshine. What makes the great dif-
ference in their size and the nature of all their
qualities? It is not something in their sur-
roundings, but something “in” them. That
something is, so we must conclude, the differ-
ence of the kinds of life in the two.

Our Saviour tells of another kind of life
which He is ready to give for the asking, even

-springing from the dirt and filth ;

of joy—a joy which welled up in the heart of
this old saint after well-nigh ninety years of
the troubles of this world, and springs up into

to a poar wretch. Like
recipient, and yet transforsis
effects. What beautiful ang 3
of character, what precious &
cence it produces! We see
the invisible life within its seed #43
been planted; we see the vine with+
clusters, the orchard with its Tugels
all rising from common earth. ¥
secret of it all? It is the kind of
plant. What unfading flowers, v
trees of righteousness spring up W
corruptible seed” of this “Etes
planted in the sinful soil of huniaf®
When this water of life isg
famishing human soul, to revert
tour’s form of expressing it he
springs up, refreshing, purifying
ing with a hitherto unknown joy. ni
is the source from which it Aoy
words, “The water that I shall givg]
us. “With Thee is the fountain of §

“Oh Christ, He is the fountain,
The deep, sweet, well of joy.”

He who finds Christ, finds the deepest well

everlasting life.
Washington, D. C.
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TOWARD EVENING.

There is a line of Greek verse which fg
itself upon the mind as the shadows of 4
Old Year close around:

The words are all that remains
attributed to Sappho, who lived in §
century before Christ. This fnag
vitality enough to survive the g
twenty-five hundred years. Wi
of imagination and whateve
the lost ode may have cg
know. But this one
universal beauty has_proved imperis

As the close of day brings the ‘b
mither, the wee birdie to its nest,
of the year brings the human sgp
the eternal Love and the eternal aBi
God is our Father and Heaven is
countrie,” and when we pause a
the turn of the year, we will look fipte
and over where the many mansic
pling fast with those whom we hay
long since and lost awhile.

Evening marks the end of the dg
But it means home. The year’s end Higis
close of another stage of life’s -duStyis

Inn at the road’s end, and of the cg
before has gone and found lodgingd
the place the Master of the Inn
for us. 3
“Evening, that brings all
What meanings, that the paga
dreamed, can we who have g
read into the ancient words!

NEW YEAR’S (::r
On the first Christmas g
a star, and an angel, and a s8¢
that today there is a star in
ance, and an angel at your
word of good tidings, and &5
your world to gladden ¢t
star, and the angel, and -
every day of the new year i3l
you that in my world toda ZHEs
music, and courage, becausSgEe
to others and to me.—Jo}
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A most necessary eler
the Master is a knowledge
God's Word. We must be
to be ashamed, who can
of Truth. The use of ths
vancing weapon for Christ
his Bible will constantly
apply it in dealing with
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