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PLEASANT HOTURS.

rvE—

The Glad New Year,

Rixo, ring, ye gladsomo Lells,
From yonider belfrios fugh ¢
Ring out your joyful stras
From earth to sky |
Fue, lo, a stranygor comes
l{ingly awd proud,
Upon the blust
Ho rideth fast,
Feal ouv your welcome loud 1
Ring metrily,
Ring chivenly.
To the great, the coming year,
The g“ud New Year !

We'll lift wath braver heart,
Life’s burden once wgatn,
We'll net a nobler part
Among our fellow.men
Hopo's flowets agan shall bloom
Along life's dusty wa)s,
And murmurings and sighs
Shall change to prayer and praiss.
Faith ahall with clearer vision
Look toward the coming duys,
\Whon peace shall o'er division
Reign with bonignant rays ;
When man to man as brother
Shall lend o helping hand,
And God's blessed Lenediction
Reat on our amiling land !

Ring, ring, ye bellst
Ring loud, ring high 1

Peal out your merry choer
From earth to sky,

To ;ilreet. the glad New Year,
The ever glad New Year}
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A TALE ABOUT NEW YEAR'S DAY.
BY ANNIE A. PRESTON.

Y po not understand it at all.”

** Understand what, Eva, child 1"

‘ About. the first of January boing
ealled New Year's, Aunt Mary. What

-was the boginning of 167"

** You can see for yourself, dear, that
time had to be distributed or divided in
somo way adaptablo to the purposes of
lifa”

“God 4did that by the sun, the moon
and stars, and tho seasons, did hie not,

\unt Mary 1"

** Cortainly ; aud that is why the solar
day and the solar year, which complete the
virclo of the seasons and the lunar month,
aro called tho natural divisions of time.”

** What doos solar mean, Aunt Mary 1"

*“ Pertaining to the sun; and lunar per-
taining to the moon.”

**How about the hour and tho week,
Aunt Mary 1"

** Although of aucient, and very genoral
use, thay are not governed by any fixed
tules, as are the month and the year”

* But, Aunt Mary, did not God at the
creation arrunge the week when ho rested
on tho saventh day 1

¢ That is according to tho Mosais recital;

those who reject that are purzled to ac-
count for ity onigin.”

** Why do people disbeheve the Bible,
Aunt Mary 1

*“It 13 1 the nature of man to seok for
tho reason and for the origm of thing»."

** A great many haveo puzzled their brains
over this, I suppose 1"

' Ob, yes; since the remoto ages kings
and princes and many learned men have
been engaged m the reformation of the
calendar. A great many ditlerent mothods
have been tried and a vast amount of cal-
ctlation done 5 but all proved mors ot less
wisatsfactory until Julius Ciesar, 2 Roman
cmperor, wdopted a system  called  the
Julan method of computing time, com-
mencmny with January 1, the year of the
bitth of our Saviour 5 hence the abbrevia-
tion A.D.  Anno Domini, the year of our
Tord. ‘This remained until the sixteenth
contury, although net absolutely correct,
and is citled the old style.”

*And that 1s what O, S, means.
what is N. 8,—new style 1"

* Our present mothod ; where the sur-
plus tune was gathered up once in four
yeavs, by Pope Gregory X111,

* And that is leap yearvand leap day.
know ahout that, becaass my Cousin
Gregory was so named beeause ho was born
on Fehtuary 29, ansd wy paps always calls
hun Pope Grogory thivteenth.”

“ Do you understand it any bettor now?”

“Oh, yes, Aunt Mary; and I thank
you very much. When Iam older I shall
read up everything. 1 ean find about the
calendar,  But don'’t you think it is beau-
tiful that all those conturies, when peoplo
wore studying how to make tho yoars
como out even, all God's plans went on’
just the same, summer aud winter, seeds
time and harvest, and what was the use of
anything different 17
. **Forall businesaand historical purposes
1t was nocessary to have a correct system ;
and the perfection to which the muthewmns
ticrans at length arrived is a stimulus for
us all not to Lo satisfied with anything
short of the best.” .

“T never knew before, Aunt Mary, that
every time we name the year, or write it,
we tell how long since Jesus was born. I
think, now that I know about it, I shall
bokms,mnded to do my best always, for his
sake.

Now,

THE NEAREST DUTY.
BY EDNA I TURPIN.

“My daughtor, my dear child,” began
Mus. Leach, when Marion came bonneted
and clonked into tho dining-room, *¢surely
You are not_thinking about going out this
worning? Why—'

‘ Mother,” interrupted Marion, fret-
fully, *it does seem strange that you
oppuse my doing my duty. I told vou
yesterday I had promised to take Mrs,
Hill « basket of food and somo new papers
to-day. It would he very selfish for me to
sit down here at home, and, being com-
fortable myself, not to care for the wants
of others." )

Mrs. Leach's cheek flushed at the re.
i:nmchfulshnrpness of her daughter's tono,

ut she answered quietly :

** My child, X am sorry not to encourage
you in a mission of mercy, hut I really do
not think that it is prudent for you to
venture out in this snow-storm. You are
still so unwell as to be too suseeptible to
cold to expose yourself with impunity,
Can’t you write a note, dear, and ist mo
send it with the basket 7"

But Marion's face grow more doter
mined.  “If it wore a pleasure-trip I had
plauned, maother, of courso I shoul give it
up, but under the cpcumstances, I feel
that it is my duty to go,” aud she slupg
the basket on hier arm and went out.

It was Now Year's morning and Murion
Leach had begun the day fnﬁ of beautiful
resolutions and noble thoughts. Every
day, she resolved, she would try to do
some good deed—and this was the begin-
ning. ~ Her mother’s disapprobation weigh-
ed on her mind, and the morning seemed
very dreary as hor glow of enthusiasm
faded. She mused bitterly :

“It docs serm hard that someono is
always ready to thwart my plans of useful-
ness. 1 suppose that is a croxs 1 have to
bear.  Certainly mother was very un-
reasonable.  Asif Jamie would do! But
T wish T hadun't spoken so sharply.”

Mra, Hill's grateful appreciation of the
comforts sho earried, bowever, hghtencd
the ¢loud which had fallon on hur spirits,
und she started home fechuy happor bo-
causo she had brightenod the poor woman’'s
dismal day. But, alas! she controted a
cold from the exposure and this developed
into #n ncutoe attack of bronchitis.

One day as she was just beginning to
recover, the doctor turned as he™ was leav-
ing tho room to say :

* By the way, Miss Mavion, I must not
forget to tell you how pleased Mrs. Hill 1s
to hear of your convalescence. She told
me about your charity, she grew voluble
nd tearful e her praises of the kind
young lady, an angel--of imprudence, 1
tald her.  But she exclaimed that if Miss
Marion had died, as heaven be praised she
duln’t, it would have bueen as a blessed
saint and martyr.”

“1 am indeed glad,” said Mrs. Leach,
gravely, “that my daughter bids fair to
recover from the illness caused by her
neglect of her first duty.”

' Neglect of duty! O mother!” cried
Marion, bursting into tears. Thon she
dried her oyes and felt sullenly resentiul
of her mothor's lack of appreciation and
injustice as she chose to consider it. But
that afternoon, as her mother sat sewing
by her bedside, she could not resist speak-
ing on thoe subject.

"l?fiothoi'," s(llwdsuid, b“how couldﬁou
say I neglected dut oing to Mrs.
Hill's?” & v 5y aole

1 did pot sny movely neglocting duty,”
answered her mother, “* T said neglecting
ﬁngr first duty. 1t was a Juty to care for

rs. Hill, but, aside from the fact that it
was unneeessary for you to goin person”
EMur’ion blushed—*¢it was not your first

uty.'

I don't understand. If it wasa duty
what question could there be of priovity 1"

“TLet us try to understand,” said Mis,
Leach, folding up her work and putting it
acide. ‘¢ Carlylo somewhere preaches his

gospel of work from the text: ‘Do to-day. :

thy nearest duty.” Now the world is full
of shapeless masses of duties, and it is our
business to select those which Lelong to us,
and build up our Christinn life and char-
acter. Your first duty was to care for
your own health; it was your duty not
only to yourself, but to the God who gave
you this delicate body to care for. to us:
who love and watch over you—even to
poor Mrs, Hill, for would you not have
been in a condition to help her more sub-
stantially had you not incurred the pain
and exponse of this illness 3

*¢ But, mother, that sounds too selfish,
My first duty always td keep comfortsble

“ Not always, dear, 'Fnke this as a
rule : ‘Hesitate not to risk thinp own life
for another when the chance of saving his
is greater than of losing thine own. But
count it madness, not courage, to throw
away thine with his.” And whenever we
try to substitute aunother for our nearest
duty; it ceases to be a duty at all, and be-
cames a mere act of wicked self-gtatitica-
tion. Begin f'our New Year agein, my
child, by resolving to try-to keep to the
¢ nearest duty,'”

g

LIVING A DAY AT A TIME.

Tar beginning of & noy year brings to
many people An overwhehning sense of
work to be ‘done and burdens to be bhorne.
All the uncertaintics, the labours, tho
possibilities, the disasiers of the coming
twelve months seem to crowd upon the
itmagination, and iustead of hope ard cheer
there comes over us a feeling o} disestaye-
ment, All of this can bo remedicd if we
remomber wo need to-live buta day at a
time. All the man needs who carries his
Inntern is to get light suflicient for the
next stop, and the future will take care of
itsolf. If any one of us, even the strongost,
were called to faco the work of life in a

single moment we would fail ; but when

that burden is broken into fragments, the
weakest can carry it if ‘he will, We need
to have the disposition.which looks hope-
fully upon the world, that refuses always

to soo tho dark side, run away from ils_

burdens, or sit down under its calamities.
We nced to have the conviction born of
hoaven that He will take care of his own.
This does not mean that his children shall
not bear burdeus, carry sad hearts, and

ondure great trinls ; but it does mean th.
these shall como not all at once, but a ds
at a time, and that in the midst of a
of these the divine strougth shail I
suflicient for us. As the manua camet
the hungry every motning, so divin
strength to boar all the ills of life will com
daily to thoso who seek for it. .

Another Year.

ANOTHER year is fading
Into the shadows past,
What if for e, my Saviour,
This year should be the last?
Could I, with joy recalling
The hours and moments gone,
Say I had well employed them,
Nor o'er one failure mourn?

Another year, is passing,
And I win passing too—

Passing from earth and earthly scenes
‘T'o those earth nover knew.,

What shall 1 plead when standing
Before the ' Great White Throne™?

Nothmg, O Christ, but thineg awn blood,
‘Thy righteousness mine own.

Another year is dying,
And tie is dying too,

And all things here below, with him,
Are passing out of view,

Passiog as swiftly ag our thoughts
Flit through onr minds, then flee.

Oh, realize by facts.like theso,
\Vhat ought vur lives to bs?

Another.year is adding
To thosc already.dead.
Dead | will théy never rise again?
Where, all the actions fled ?
Wosurely yet shall mest again,
“Uhis ol year and our'souls ;
His deeds will greet us yet, though now
Oblivion o'er him rolls.

"We loave.the year with Jesus
. ‘T'o sprinkle with his blood :

Jesus the loving One, who once ,
As our Sin-bearer stood.

We leave the year with Jesus,
And thas the weight js gone.

We truat the future all to him
\¥ho all its weight hath horne,

THE NEW YEAR.

Maxy of us ghall quietly.lie down to
rest on the 3lst December, and when we
- shali awake a mew year.will;be upon u-.
But we shall find in us the same rinture we
hud- before. Qur old habits will, be as
strong, our moral weaknesses as wenk, and
our temptations just as strong-.in early
Junuary as in late Decémber., The cuth
. has gone on in its revolution, and the stars
have kept their courses: .but men aud
womell are no better because of these
physical transformations. Those who went
to.rest with thpir faces downward, and ther
“liearts against God and the triumph of his
truth, arostarted .in the same direction on
Now Year's morning, while those who are
looking upward and climbing the steops
that lead to a heavenly life will not be
helped or hindered by tho advent of the
new year. Sometimes those who are living
badly apply their Now-Year resolutions,
and the descent for the time is not o rapid.
Bo, also, the spur of the new yoar iy
help ono to travel more rapidly on-the up
grade ; but, as a rule, New-Year resolutions
do not ¢hange the directions of human life
A new year does not bring to us a new
_nature, else how muny would drop theit
burdens as the 1st of Junuary comesin, A
reliance on divine guidance and divine
strength will avail more than good resolu-
tions. Seek the life that needs no New-
Year's reforming.

Star of Bethlehem.

O sTAR of wonder !
Star of the unight!
O star of wondrous beauty-bright !
Onward leading,
Still proceeding,
Guide us to that perfect.Light.

. =Y. -~ .

¢ Nor until a man knows more than the
averaco man, does he come to realize how
little he does know.”



