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The Book of the New Year.

‘I'nk book of the new year Is opened——
1ts pages ure spotless und new ;
And so, as each leaflet §s turning,
Dear boys nnd girls, beware what you da!

Let never a bad thought be cherizhed,
Keep the tongue from o whisper of guile,

And sce that your fuces ate windows
‘Through whicha sweet spiriv shall smile.

And weave for your sonls the fair garment
Of honour, of beauty, nmd truth

Which wilt still with o glory enfold you
When faded the spell of your youth,

Aud now, with the new book, endeavonr
T'o wiite the white pages with care ;
Each day is o leaflet, remembor,
To be written with watching und prayer,

And if on a page you discover
At evening o blot or a serawl,

Kueel quickly aud ask the dear Saviour
In mercy tv cover it all.

R0, when the strange book shall be finished,
Aud clasped by tho angel of light,

Y on may feel though the work be imporfect,
Yoou have tried to please God in the right.

And think how the years are a stairway
Op wluch you must climb to theskies;

Aud strive that your standing be higher
As each one away from you flies

THE OLD ORGAN

“ HJOME, SWEET HOME."”
By Mrs, 0. F. Walton,

Cuarrer X.—“No Prace Lixs Houe”

Trx next morning, some of the lodgers in
the great room below remembered having
heard sounds in the stiltness of the mght
which had awakened them from their dreams
and disturbed thair slumbers,  Some mam-
tained it was only the wind howling in the
chimney, but others felt sure it was music,
and said that the old man 1 the attic must
have been amusing himself with the orgav at
midhight.

*“Not he,” said the landlady, when she
heard of it; “ hell never play it again, he’s o
dy.ng man, by what the doctor says.”

“Just you go and ask him if he wasn't
turning his old organ in the middle of last
night,” said 2 man fromn the-far corner of the
room. “ I'll bet you a shithing ho was.”

‘Fhe landlady went upstairs to satisfy his
curiosity, and Tapped at the attic door.  No
one answered, 60 she opened it and went iv.

Christic was fast asleep, stretched upon the
bed where lis old master’s body lay. ‘lhe
téavs had dried on his cheeks, aud he was
resting his head on one of ald Trefly’s cold,
withered hands. The landlady's faze grew
grave, and she instinctively shuddered in the
presence of death.

Christie woke with a start, and looked up
in her fage pith a bewildered expression. e
could not remember at first what had hap-
pened.  DBut in o moment it all came back to
him, and he turned over and moaned.

The Jandlndy was touched by the boy’s
sorraw, but she was arough swoman, aud knew
littlo of the way of showing sympathy, and
Christic was not sorry when she-went down-
stairs and left him to himself. As soon as the
house was quict he brought a neighbour to
attend to old Tretfy’s body, and then crept
out_to tell the clergyman,

Mr, Wilton felt very deeply for the desolate
child. Once asnin he committed hiw to his
loving Father, to the Friend who wounld never
leave him nor forsake Lim. And when
Christic was gono he again knelt down, and
thanked God with a very full heart for hav.
ing allowed him to bo the poor, weak instru-
ment of bringing this soul'to Himself. There
would be one at least at the heautiful gates of
« Home, sweot home,” watching for his home-
going steps.  Old ‘[refiy would be waiting for
himt there.  Oh, how good God had been to
him?! It was with a thankful heart that ho
sat down to prepare his sermon farthe next
day, on the last verse of the hymu. And
what he had just heard of old Trefly helped
him much in the .realizativn of the bright
city of 'which he was {0 spealk,

Mr. Wilton looked anxiously for Christie,
when he entered ‘the_crowded mission~roc .

. on Sunday evening. Yes, Christie was there,
sitling 28 usdal on tho front bench, with a
very palo aud sprrowful face, and wath heavy,
Jdowncast eyes. And ivhes the hymu was
being sung the clergyman noticed that the
tears were running down tho *wy's cheoks,
-taough hatubbed them away with hia aleeve

as fast as thoy came,  But Christio loaked up
nitnust with o smils whon the clergytnan gave
out hin text. It was from Revelation vit 14,
15 . ** Lhese are they whichune sut of great
tubulation, and bave was<hied thor cobes, and
made them white in the blaod of the Lamt
Thidore are they botore the throne of Geebl”

loadeht,” sad the s hergvingn, *Tamto
spaak of ¢ Home, swet home, atd of thew
that dwell thate, the great munitbtsie ol tue
tedvemed, 1t s a veey holy place there s
1no s ck on the gilllll'll paremuent, no ey il to
be found wath the aity.  ‘the tempter e
nuver enter there, sin is unhnown ; alllevery,
very holy  And on the white robus of those
who duedl thero s no atam; puie and dean
and spotless, bght and fair as Iglit, are
those tubes of theirs,  Nothing to soil them,
nothing to spol their beanty, they are made
white forever in the bloud of the Lawmb, there-
fore are they befora the thirone of God.

Oh ) sad the clergyman, * never forget
that this is the only way ot and tuture that
threne.  Bemng gond wil never take yon
there, not belng us bad as othors will avail
you nothing ; if you ate ever to entet heaven,
you wat be washed white in the Llood of the
Lamb,

¢ <t John was allowed to loak inte heaven,
and Jio saw « greatcompany of these redeemed
ones, and they wete smging @ new song, to
the praise of huu who had tedeemed them,
And atice St Johins time,” sard the clergy.
man, *ol, haw wany have Joined thew num.
ber! Bvery dav, overy hour, alwost every
moment, some soul stands before the aty
gates. And to every soul washed i the blvod
of Jesus thuse gates of pearlurethiown apeu s
they are all diessed one by one in o tube of
white, and us they walk through the golden
streets, and stand before the thnone of glory,
they join in that song which never grows old
—*¢Amen.  Diessing, and glory, and wisdom,
and thanksgiving, and honour, and power,
and might, beuntoour God for ever and over.,
Amen.’

“ And, mv friends,” said the clergyman,
“as the holy Godl looks on these sonls he sees
in them no trace of gin, tho blood has taken
it «lt away 3 even 1 his sight they aro all fair,
there is no spot in them.  They are faultless
and stainiess, perfeetly pure and holy.

*Oh ! my friends, will you ever join their
pumber? lhis i a dark, dismal, dying
world 1 will you be content to have your il
heret Will you be content never to enter
¢ Home, sweet home 2 Oh? will you delay
coming to the fountamn, und then wake up,
and find you ave shut out of the city bright,
aud that forever?

“ Une old man,” eaid the clergyman, *“to
whom 1 was talking last week is now spend-
g Ins first Sunday in that bright eity.”

A stilluess passed over the room when the
clergyman saii this, and Chrisiie whispeied
to himself, ¢ Ho means Master Trefly, 1 know
he does.”

¢t He was a poor, sin-stained old man,” the
clergyman went on, *‘but he took Jesus at
his word, he came to the blood of Christ tobe
washed, and even here he was made whiter
than snow.  And two nights ago the dear
Lord sent for the old man, and took lum
home. There was no sin-mark found on his
soul, so the gates were opened to him, and
now tn the suowy dress of Christ’s redeemed
he stands, ‘fanltless and sta:nless, fanltless
and stainless, safe in that happy home.’

«If I wero to hear next Sunday,” said the
clergyman, “‘thatany oncof youwasdead,could
I 53y the same of you? Whilst we are meet-
ing here, would you i in ‘liome, sweet
home’? Areyou indeed washed in the precious
Llood of Christ? Have you indeed been for-
given? Have you mniced came to Jesus ?

*Qh ! do auswer this question in your own
heart, smid Mr. Wilton, in & very earnest
voice. ¢ I do want to meet overy une of you
in * Home, sweet home.™ I think that when
Gud takes ine there I shall be looking out for
all of you, and oh @ how [ trust weshall all
meet thiere—all mect at homo !

] cannot say more to-night,” said the
minister, “but my heart is very full; God
grant that each of you may now be washed in
the blood of Jesug, and even in this life be
made whiter than snow, and then say with a

rateful heart, *Lord, I will work for thee,
ove thee, serve tace all Lean s’

« ¢Till in the snowy dress
Of thy redeemed I stand,
Faultless and stainless,
Faultless and atainless,
Safo in that bappy land ¢’

And then the service was over, and the
congregation went away., Bnt Christie never
moved from the bench on whieh he vas sit-
ting. His face was buried in hia hands, and
he never 1 oked up, even when the elergyman
1aid bis hau s kindly on his «houlder.

“0Oh ! ho sobbed at last, *“1 want to go
home: mv nwthers gone, and old Trely's
gono, apd I want to go too.”

Fhe < jermvman took Christis s little brown
hawd in Lath of his, and sand, © Christle, poor
titie Cliretie, the Lord does not hke to keep
you out-ula the gate § bt he bia wurk for you
ta du 4 iittio Tunger, aml then the gates will
o apetnd, un  hame Wil b Wil tho awecter
aftar taedark Umo down bete 7 | Aud then
with othier gontie and basog words ho vome
fortad thauduld, ad thonan emope he prayed
with bam, and UChristic went away with
lehter ot But be contd not relp thinkn
of the Lt Sun v evemnz, when ho hnﬁ
haste utl tome to tell Lrefly about the third
verse of thie hymn.

Lhere was no ona to-nizht tsw howm Christia
could tell what ho had hear ¢ Ha waited o
it otigde the attie door as i he were
atrart to goan, but 1t way on'y for A minute,
and shaon b walked moall foar passed away.

The sun was setting, amd ~ome rays of
glory were falling on old Jrethy’s fuce as hio
lay on the bed.  They secmred to Chnstio as
if they came stralght from the golden uty,
theie w as something so bright sndeo unearth.
Iy about them. And Chrste fancad that
Irethhv xoilcd as he lay on the bed. v
mght be fancy, but he lLiked to think it was
a0,

And then he went to the attie window aod
louked out.  He alimest saw the golden city,
far away amongst those wondiovs, bnight
clouds. ~ It was a strange, glad thought, to
think that Treffy was there.  \What a chango
for him from the dmk attic! Oh! how
bright heaven would seem to hia old master !

Chnstie would hinsve given anything just to
see for one minute what Trefly way dong.
* I wender if be will tell Jexuw about e, and
how I want to vane home, * said Chiristie to
himself.

And as the sunset faded aw «y and the hght
grew less and less, Christio knelt down m the
twibght, and said from tis- bottom of his
heart, -

0 Lord, pleace unke me patint, and
pleaso some day tuke me to e with thee and
old Trefly, in ¢ Home, sweet honee.”™

(1o br continued,)

UNCLE JOSIAH'S BEDTIME.

BY MES. J. . BALLARD.

Svent headaches as Unele Jostah had !
And such doctors! Thear efforts }eft tho
patient worse instead of better. At ladt,
however, a young doctor gave Aunt Polly
a preseription which he said wax sure to
help if not eure.

Uncle Josish was a strict temperance
man. Nut a drop of ardent spirits, asa
bevernge, hud ever passed his lips. He was
a man firm of principle—strong and un-
yielding where his well-trained conscience
was concerned.  The doctar’'s prescription
was egg-nog,  Aunt Polly was to prepare
and administer it to Uncle Josiah at lus
bedtime, when sleep would follow anil the
headache dixappear

Very grateful the remedy proved, pro-
pared under Aunt Polly’s skiliul hand.
She was generous to a tault, and perhaps
mixed a thimbleful meare than the pre-
scribed proportion of whiskey in the nig}dly
draught.

As the headache was a very real fact,
Uncle Jonah 8 consacnce did not forl.d
him to give the remedy a fair trial. 1hs
usual time for retiriug was ten oclock.
When he was m beid Aunt Polly carned o
him the fragrant, steaming eap.

One night shout tw weeka afrer he hes
gan taking the wiehsly stunulbat, Uncle
Josiah grew restless a0 about a quarter to
ten o'cluck, and said -

“«Polly, 1 fcel pretty tired ; Tthink T
go up now and be ready for my mediene
and sleep.”

< Well, Josiah, it’s only aspnart v of ten:
but you do leok tired, and U'll prepare it
now.”

The next week, ane rainy mght, as the
clock struck mne, Unele Josjud left his old
arm-chair, a bright fire, and s cheerful
wife. He was * quite tired out, and would
have his nog now.”

“What makes you so tired to-night,
Josiah

+Well. working about the factory all
day, I suppose, Polly :* and ke drained his
mghtly remedy, and woent off to sleep.

One week luter Unele Jostab’s bedume
came at a quarter tommne o'clock. e went
upitairs, but just bLefore Aunt Polly was
ready for hia, he ealled down, * Polly '~

** Well, Josizh.”

“Din't bring up that stufl! I'm coming
down.”

“Coming down'*
ready for bed "

5o I way, Polly, but Pm coming down
to ba with you tilt ten w'clock, and [ shall
never taka nuother cup of ney *

Ho camo down, fully dressed, and added

I thought you were

" l’ull{. do you know why 1 lave been
ﬁomng( rogl s early of lato ] 1t waa just
ecause I waa In a hurry for that muedicine;

and whon a man begina to rulivh whiskey
as [ have boon getung to do, thero's # ser
peut lurkig near,  Wo'll both ait up till
ton o'clugk nd then slvop the sleep of the
{;mltl‘ “Not. another drop shall passany lips,

olly.

And ho kept his word,—Youih's (um-
panton,

0ld Christmas.
BY MARY ROWITT,

Now, he whn kuows Christmas,
Ho knowa a carlu of worth ;
For he ia a8 good a follow
As any upon carth.

Ho comeas warm clonked and coated
And buttoned up to the chin;

And soon aa hie comes a-nigh the deor
We open and let him in.

We know hio will not fail us,
So wo sweep the sarth « p clean,
We set for him the old arm-char,
And a cushion whercon to lean,

And with eprigs of holly and ivy
We make the house luok gay,

Just out of old regard for him,
For "twaa his ancient way.

He comes with cordial voice,
That dees one good to hiear:

He b akes one merrtly by the hand,
As he hath done many a year.

Aud after the little children,
e asks in cheerful tune,

Jnek, Katie, and little Annie,
He remembers them every one !

What u find old fellow he s !
\\ ith hus fuculties all aa clear
And lis heart as warm a dight
As u nab in his fortieth year!

What a tine old fellow in truth )
No toue of your guping clves,
Who, with plenty of money to spare,
Think »nly about themselves

Nrt he* for he loveth the children,
And hiol tav begs for all,

Aud vames with his pockets foll of gifts,
For the great onesand the amall.

And he tells newatty old stories,
And singeth witly might and main,

And we talk of the old man’s visit
Till the day he comes again,

Gaood luck unte ol Christmas
Aut long hic let ns xing

For he sduth more good nuta the poor,
Than many a crowned King

- ettt ~ -

A NEW YEAR'S RESOLVE.

Tr 1t is a question i anyone’s mind
whether one is better or worse off for hav-
wy made a rewiution that proved too
ditizeult for him to keep, let hmn modify
hix anns o hittle, and innke perfectly prac-
ticad atrempis, did ths certaw wise hittle
bu}

thia Sunday-school teacher dmtnbuted
shps of paper to her scholars, and asked
each to write thereon a New Yewr 4 resolu-
tion. He decided to inahe » resolve which
he would be able to keep, nud th secure
the prize offered to the boy who, at the
bemmmng of snother year, should have
coms the nearest to Keepang i

Ha wrote - ** Re<olte. That 1 wyl tri too
bee a yeer older by nex nuo yeers.”

Waorns of kindness we have spoken
Mav, when we have passed away,
Heal, perbaps, a spirie brok n,
Guulc a brother led astray.
- d. Hazen,

e S g el o m

Fraxk (the day after Chinstias):
“Papa- wouldwt it e st aw well if
wamna'd put just « little speck of pare-
T N a\l\ the Chirostuas things, to save
1" @ mublo of taking it all next day 1"



