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NEW ÝEAR'S REFLECTIONS ON LAST YEAR'S VOWS.
Ram's Horn.'

Facig th Ne Vea. .eldest son- had. not.cornehome until mid-Facing. the 'New Year. .nigt HIe had fallen in.wlth Éome 1db tel-
Mrs. Ayre woke on New Year's Day lows of late, and it was, she thought,

with. a groan. It was a dark, drizzling to this cnmpanionship that bis standing at
morning.' Sho had neu'ralgia in .her right college was ào IoW.
eye. The baby had screamed with colic She went downstalrs,-ier soul feeblý stag-
haif the night. Her husband had not given gering. under this burden of woes, and open-
her a word of sympathy or Indness, though ed'the windows.
she knew hewas awake.;. He had been 'In my afihiction.1 eaiied-unto the Lord,'
mo.ody and iI-tempered for- days. Jane, 'h e ooking-into thé murky sky,
the girl of all work, had. given warning.the .. Siiddenya of-.. eles s on *.. ,hdnt com e h u enti. mi-

* nihÈ bfore.Wort failRobet, ler he swet ownsairber soul eebly w st.af-

flicted? Why, God was behind all these
petty worries, just as the sun was back of
this drenching rain, Had she no faith at
ail? Was she to go with a whine and la-
mentation to meet the new year? God was
in it, also.

She stiffened herself, body and soul. With
the tears still on ber cheeks, and the chok-'
ing in her throat, she began to sIng a gay
litl.> catch of which she was fond, and ran
to her room'again to put.on a fresi collar
and a pi'etty cravat. She had twenty thing


