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TRiE GLA.D bNEN YEAR4
RieG, ring, ye gladeome belle,

From yonder beifries high J
Ring out your joyful strains

Frorn earth te aky 1
For, Io, a stranger corns

Kingly and.proud.
Ijpon the blast
lie rideth fast

Peal eut your welcome loud 1
Ring merrily,
]Ring cheerily,

To, the great, the coming year,
The glad New Year.

We'll lift witli braver heart
«Lifo'e burden once again>

We'Il act a nobler part
Among aur fellow-nien;

Hope's flowers again ehail blom,
Along life's dnety waya,

And murmurings and sigha
Shali change to prayer and praise

And God's bleat benediction
Reat on euz inniling land 1

ig, ring, ye belle;
.Ring loud, ring hîgh 1

E'eal eut yeur merry cheer
Frorn earth to sky,

Togreet the glad New Year,
That ever glad New Year!

THE SECREr.

<'Tou poor child, that je toe heavy for
Yen te carry," eaid a lady as ebe met a little
girl net more than eight year8 old tugging
at a pail et ceai. "Couldn't yeur mother
Bond one else for this ?"I ehe a8ked.

"No, ma'am; ehe hasn't nobedy ouly me,
and I cau carry iL as well as net. I often
do, and I like to. 1 rest wben 1 arn tired."

The child looked up and spoke with such
a cheerful air that Mis. Haie was greatly
ii'terested, in ber. Suie had just been viBit-
ing the Industrial School whero sucli poor
children were tauglit daily, and ber heart
went eut in great pity for thein aIL

«'You say manima has nobody but you ?
*'No, ma'am; papa's dead, and rny big

brothez'a gene te sont, anid baby i8 gene te
heaven. Mamma and I live aU alone, and
I do everything Pean te help lier."

" Couldn't she carry the ceai botter than
yeu 7"

INo, ma, sho'a weak-like, but ehe can

CIYou seau happy, my dear."
'<Yes, ma7ama, I arn happy, and se is

mamma. She Baya God ordere ail thing,
and it's ail riglit."

«Do- Yeu go te schooil
CINo, ma'am, I can't. I muet tako Carm

of mnamma, but aho keeps achool for me at

home. I rend and sjpelI atul writu and
BOW."

l o're a good littie girl ; I ..aust ennin
and sec you and your mammad Mr'.
lil.

Sie went one day, and tho told me sibc
'lad hardly ever acou se happy a homne. rilî
)r poor. And elle touk lier czhitu i.tit c.

"Thomo ia a secret therc titat 1 want niy
daughters to buarn," she 8aid.

The secret of a happy lito-w~hat In it,
dear chîldren 7 It la tho e or of II l the
heart, and 31aggieo aud fier inother hall it.

TRE NAIIE IN THE BO00K.
AuTluit WIUAS hbas yeived nt Chrust-

iiias-ture a uoew book as a gift frein hjs
t'iether. Thero it lay, whon ita wrappers
"ere reîîxoved, in its pretty bindiuîg ef gray
and gold, with beautifîtil coloured pictures.
Ille turnod te the fly-laaf. and bis counten-
anco fell.

lThere is ne naine in it," hoe said.
IBut iL. is yoturs7 rutrud bis mc)tl%

"Why do you want your naine in it 1 1
-"To show other people 1 have a right, tu

it; te show themi who, gavre it to me.
Mother, it le nothing without your writing."

lM wills sii.iled affectiunatoly Upon
lier bey, and, taking a pon and ink, wroto
his naine upon lier giIt. Thon site askcd:
IlMy Bon, is your name in the Laumbla Bvok
ef Lire 1 I

The boy bcaitated.
"I don't kuow, I ara sure," ho said.
"Thon you may know it, dear, if you

will but obey our bleaased Saviour's caIL
The Apostle Paul speaks et soins wheae
naines are in the Blook of Lite. Tbey kuew
iL., and ho knew iL., and t.old it to, oi.herti.
God offers us salvation as a free gift. If
%ve take it lie will inscribo our naines in bis
greac record ef the saved. I read a beau-
tiful story of a soldier. who, when ho was
dying, opened his eyea, and looking up
brightly, exclaiwed, 'Hero 1' On being
asked what hoe wanted, ho aaid: ' They are
calling the 10d-caUl ini heuven, sud 1 waà
answering tiu my naine!' Dear Arthur,
will you pass muster there 1 I

I think it was net long before Arthur
sought by faiLli to have his naine written in.
heaven.-Sdecked

WHAT is hIOPE 1
A LITTLE girl was once asked : " Wliat is

hope 1"I She 8miled. and ansvcred.
',Hope is like a butterfly, ;f .%e conld ise
it ; it in a happy thouglit, that keepe flying
atter to-znorrew." "Xo," said anothor little
gi rl, « my hope ie net like that It in a
beautiful ange], who holdp me fast and
carries me over the dark, rough placen,"
Whàich was right t


