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The New Year.
The close of the old year is a time 

of se/dous thought to any one who 
ever thinks at all. It is the closing 
of one volume of life, with all its his
tory of success and failure. If there 
are blots and stains and blank pages, 
we cannot help them now. The diary 
is closed and put away, and a new vol
ume is put in our hands to be filled 
page by p^ge. Shall it be better or 
worse than the last ?

Almost every one begins the new 
year with good resolutions. That is 
all very well as far as it goes, but the 
trouble is that having made the reso
lutions we sit down content with them. 
We sometimes hear it said that “ to 
resolve is everything 1 ” In truth, to 
resolve is nothing unless those resolu
tions are carried at once into action.

I am going to propose a New Year’s 
motto for every girl and boy who reads 
this paper. It is very short but it 
means a great deal. “ Be faithful.”

“ What is it to be faithful ?” I asked 
a little girl not long ago. Her answer 
was given after some consideration, 
“ it is to do as you agree, and to do 
your best every time.” I thought it 
a very good reply.

Too many—grown people as well as 
children—are like the younger son in 
our Lord’s parable. They say, “ I go, 
sir,” but they go not (St. Matt. xxi. 
18). Johh promises to get the kind
ling wood ready for his mother. He 
does it perhaps for a week, and there 
is an end of it. Norah takes a class 
in sewing school. She goes two or 
three times. Then it becomes an old 
story. A little excuse serves to keep 
her away. Then her place is vacant 
and the class is scattered.

The unfaithful person often does not 
realize that he is unfaithful. Dick 
promised one winter to keep my walks 
free from snow, for which 1 was to pay 
him a certain sum. He did very well 
for a little while. Then he began to 
slight his work, to come when snow 
was light and leave it when it was 
heavy. Finally I had to engage some 
one else. But Dick came for his pay 
all the same, and was very much sur
prised and injured that he did not get 
it. He remembered the days he had 
worked and forgot the others. An un
faithful person is a perpetual vexation 
and disappointment.

Be faithful then in all things. Do 
your work well, both at home and in 
school. Put your whole heart into it, 
even when it is distasteful, and see 
how much better it will go. Above 

'all, be faithful in your religious duties 
—your prayers and Bible reading and 
Sunday-school lessons.

“ Be faithful unto death,” saya our 
Lord “ and I will give thee a crown of 
life.”

Does God Send Trouble ?
A little girl was one day sitting 

apparently lost in thought. There 
was quite a line across her young fore
head, and a look in her clear eyes 
which her mother, seated at a little 
distance engaged in needlework, anxi
ously observed.

“ What is the trouble, Minnie ? ” 
she asked at last.

“ Mamma, does God send trouble ? ” 
replied the .child, answering her 
mother’s question by another.

Now, Mrs. Vivien knew this pre
sented a difficulty which had puzzled 
wiser heads than her little girl’s, and 
often found it occurred to children ; so 
she tried to make her reply very clear 
and simple.

“ He surely does,” she said ; “ but 
even when trouble does not come di
rectly from Him, lie permits and over
rules it for our good. Too often, how
ever, we bring trouble upon ourselves 
by wrong-doing ; and even when sin 
ia confessed and forgiven, it results in 
sorrow and shame. I shall try to 
make this plainer by examples. You 
remember the beautiful story of the 
poor widow with whom the prophet 
Elijah dwelt. When her child died, 
he cried unto the Lord, and said, ‘ 0 
Lord my God, hast Thou brought evil 
upon the widow with whom I sojourn, 
in slaying her son ? ’ The Lord here 
showed, as well as when the destroy
ing angel slew the first-born in Egypt, 
that His was the right to take the life 
He had given. In the case of Job, we 
see the trouble brought by Satan al
lowed by God. New look at Joshua 
vii. A man of Israel took some pre
cious spoil which he was forbidden to 
touch, and Israel fled before their ene
mies bn account of this sin. It was 
put away by a terrible judgment on 
the family in the valley of Aehor (or 
trouble).”

Of course there was a great deal in 
this which Minnie Vivien could not 
all at once understand ; but if other 
children will try to do so, or get their 
parents or teachers to explain, it will 
clear away a difficulty that often pre
sents itself to young minds.

Kitty’s Birthday

Kitty was busy. Her mamma had 
said to her : “ You may have just what 
you like for dinner to-morrow, dear, 
because it is your birthday.”

In this home the birthdays were 
made “ happy days,” especially for the 
one whose birthday it was. All tried 
to make that one happy.

But Kitty had never ordered a din
ner before. When she was done she 
brought to her mamma a piece of 
paper like this :—

BILL OF FARE.

September 24.
Bread,
Butter,
Lima Beans,
Mashed potatoes,
Milk,
Tomatoes,
Apple Pie,
Batter Pudding.

“ That will do very well,” said her 
mamma, when she had read it.

Kitty helped to get dinner. She 
brought in the tomatoes, set the table, 
sliced the apples for the pie. She was 
so old now.

And she went riding, and swung in 
the hammock, for they lived in the 
country and it was a pleasant day ; 
and there were some games on the 
lawn, and she read a while in her new 
books, nestled comfortably in a great 
arm-chair.

The new books were birthday pre
sents, to make the day’s happiness 
stay longer. One was a lovely book 
about a little girl and her sister, and 
another was “ Mother Goose Melo
dies.”

Kitty herself was going to be a 
poet.

Then there was a plate of prettiest 
china ware, for her own use at the 
table ; and a cup with a slip of paper 
inside, on which was written, “ From 
mamma.

The cup had on it these words, in 
gilt letters : Forget me not.

“ And I never will 1 ” said Kitty 
softly, speaking to herself.

The Child-Dyke
in Holland the ground is so flat aud 

low that two or three times the sea 
has rushed in over parts of it and de
stroyed whole towns. In one of these 
floods, about 20C years ago, more than 
20,000 people were drowned. In some 
of the towns that were flooded not a 
creature survived. In other parts 
hundreds of people were out in boats, 
trying to save as many lives as pos
sible ; and on a little bit of an island 
what do you think they found ? Why, 
an old cradle, with a baby asleep in it, 
and an old cat curled up at her feet, 
all safe and sound.

Where the little voyagers came from, 
and to whom they belonged, no one 
could tell ; but in memory of them this 
little island was called “ Kinder-dyke ” 
(child dyke), and it goes by that name 
to this day ; and this story of a remark
able instance of God’s providence is 
told to thousands of little people all 
over Holland.—Selected.

Tommy’s Diary.
One day Tommy saw his mother 

writing in a little book, and he asked 
her what she was doing.

“ I am writing in my diary,” the 
answered.

“ I want a diwy, too, to wite in,” 
said he.

you cannot write,” said his“ But 
mother.

“ You 
Tommy. 

It was

can wite it for me,” said

pretty near Christmas, and 
very likely Santa Claus heard what 
Tommy said, for when he came down 
the chimney on Christmas morning, 
he left in his stocking with the other 
things a little book marked “ For 
Tommy.”

That very night when his mother 
tucked him in his little crib, Tommy 
said, “ I dess I’ll wite in my diwy be
fore I doe to seep,—mamma, you wite
it-’’ «*

His mother took the little book, 
brought her pencil and said : “ Well,
what shall I say ? To-day is Friday. 
I’ll write the date and then you tell 
me.” -

Friday : she wrote, and then Tommy 
said :—

“ Santa Claus was naughty. He did 
bring me a hoss, and his tail did pull 
wite out.” Then Tommy dropped off 
to sleep. The next night and:for sev
eral nights he^ continued to ask his 
mother to “ wite in his diwy.” She 
did so, and each night, after she had 
written the date, this is what he told 
her to say :—

Saturday : “Me had a barf, and de 
soap did get in my eye. Me did open 
my mouf and squeam.”

Sunday : “Me did not want to doe 
to turch, but me went, and my new 
tippet did tickle my ear.”

Monday: “ Kitty did play wid my 
hoss s tail. Me did slap de kitty. 
Mummer said I must not."

Tuesday: “ My ’ittie tishter hass a 
new toof. See did bite me hard.”

Wednesday : “ It did rain, and de 
rain (md hop up and down, and de 
window^wass all over winkles.”

Thursday .“Me did play on de side
walk and eat my apple. Anodér boy 
did take it and did bite it àU up. Me 
don’t want to keep a diwy.”

Beautifully
F

Illustrated

—Strive that your prayer be not 
more languid than it is for the mo
mentary relief from pain of husband 
or child,—when it is uttered for the 
multitude of those who have none to 
love them—and is for all who are de
solate and oppressed.—Huskin.

Books
Booklets and 

Cards
In Monotint anc Colour, 
for the Christmas Sea
son, at greatly reduced 
prices, as follows :

Booklets at 5c, Each,

The Rest of Faith 
Something Cheap 
My Darling Shoes 
Spinning
Driving Home the Cows 
An Evening Song 
Evening Hymn

Booklets at 10c. Each,

Dear Raby 
Song of Innocence 
Somebody’s Mother 
Bring Flowers 
Picturesque Wales 
Christmas Bells 
New Years Bells 
In the Country.

Packets of Beautiful Cards, Flowers 
and Verses. 12 in Racket, price 
10 cents.

15 Cents Each

The Robin’s Song 
Corals
My Lighthouse 
Snow Flakes 
Winter Roses 
The Hermit Thrush 
Meadowsweet 
Christmas Night 
A Visit from St. Nicholas 
Water Lilies 
Hymn to the Flowers

25 Cents Each

Buttercups and Daisies 
Sunlight and Shadow 
Winter (Shakespeare) 
Twilight Fancies 
Artist Gallery 
Jesus, Lover of My Soul 
Bertha and the Birds 
Friendship Greeting 
For Auld Lang Syne 
All’s Well 
My Greeting 
Give my Love Good

[Morning
Scott Pictures 
Shakespeare Pictures 
Pictures from the Holy 

(Land

Bible Rays.” 12 Illustrated Little 
Books with Verses. Price in box, 
20 cents.

W) Cents Each
Golden Leaves 
Country Sunshine 
The Birds’ Christmas 
Autumn Leaves 
Evergreen n
The Time of Roses 
In the Springtime 
Toilers of the Sea

jCloudland 
Winter Snow 
Christ Stillingthe Waves 
Harbour Lights 
Poet’s Greeting 
Fair Flowers 
Seasons
Haunts of Bryant

50 Cents Each
Love Lyrics 
Morning Songs 
Hymns for Children 
Spring Songs 
The Path of Hope 
Constant Christmas 
The Shepherd’s Daffodil 
His Loving Kindness 
Noon Song and Sketches

Summer.Songs 
'Children's Prayers 
The Glad Year Round 
While Shepherds

[Watch’d
Walking in e Light
We are Seve
The Shepher Fold

60 Cents Each
Dickens’ Christmas

[Carol
By Stormy Seas 
Spring Flowers 
The Heavenly Way

Patch Work Quilt 
Hamstrings 
In the Harbour 
Lucy

85 Cents Each
Thistledown 
The First Christmas 
The Old Farm Gate 
1 he Halo !
The Old, Old Story

Golden Harvest 
Granny’s Glasses 
Holy Childhood 
Love Divine 
Spirit of the Pine
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