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A Now Year.

BY MARUAREr K. BANQSTER,

Just at the turn of the midulght,

When the children are fast asleep,
The tired Old Year steps out by himself,
Glad of g chanco to be 1sid on tho shelf,

And the New Year takes a peep

At tho beautiful world that is waiting
For the honours that he will tring;
For the wonderfu! things in his peddler’s

pack,
Weatler, all sorts, there will be no Iack,
And many a marvellous thing.

When the children awake in the morning,
Shouting their * Happy New Year,”
The year will be started well on

his way,
Swinging along through his first
white day.
‘With the path before him clear.

Twelve Jong months for his
Journey;
Fifty-two weeks of 2 spell;
At the end of it all he'll step out
by himself,
Glad of a chance to Ye laid on
the shelf,
At ttl;ee stroke of the midnlght
11.

LOST AND FOUND.
4Y MARY MURRAY.

“Are you crying, Molly?”
Tommy asked from his little cot.

Molly raised her head from
under the ciothes. “I want
myvver, Tommy, I do want
myvver so much. I'm very lone-
some,” and her voice died away
in a faint wail.

*“Don't cry, lttle Moliy, I'll
come in your bed and muvver
you,” Tom said, sliding to the
floor, and passing the uncurtalned
Nurgery window. *“God has
hupg out his lamp, Molly,” he
said solemnly. “He Xnows we
feel lonesome; perhaps mother's
tolg him.”

Molly tumbled out of her cot,
too, and stood beside him, angel-
like in her wh'te nightgown,
looking with bright, rapt eyes at
the salling moon. But soon her
former trouble returned, and
great tears rolled down her
cheeks.

‘1 want muvver,” she sobbed.

Tommy took her golden head
In poth his arms aud pressed it
hard to his breast. * There,
't muvver you,” he said, bravely
trying to keep back his own
feays. “Let's get into your
bed, Molly, ard Y'll tell ¥you
something. I'll never hit you
again, Molly—mother didn't like
us to quarrel.”

*“JI'm not crying about that’”
Molly said, scrambling back into
ber cot, “’cause I know it was
only play. But my dolly’s broke
her arm, an’ I don't know what

}
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" QGran’pa told me as we walked home
from church last Sabbath—you were with
nurse, you know, last Sabbath morning-*

" ¥es, Tommy.”

" Well, we passed a big holly tree, and
gran'pa tuld me it was calied Christs
thorn,” and that Gud showed himself to
Moses {n a burning holly tree. And l've
thought, and ‘hought, and thought,” he
said, earncetly,

** Yes, Tommy,"” sald Molly.

** Well lot's go and ask God to gend |

mother back. P'raps he'll hear us bet-
tor thero, and I can find the way.”
*“Won't it be cold, Tommy ™ Molly
sald, shivering,
“God'll warm us. And maybe hell
burn up the tree, like he did for Moses,”

'menla as the shadowa they cast on the
) frozen snow, had left the house far be-
hind, and hand-in-hand wero spceding
rapidiy in tho direction of the holly trce.
1 It was not long before they reached it,
i but not befors Moily bhad falien and
) brulsed her knee badly and become wet
with the snow. Tommy cheored her as
woll as he occuld with the manful cour-
age of 80VON YeArs.,

“1 am suroc God will hear our prayer,
Molly,” he sald. °Sece, hero is tho holly,
We must kneel down and cla.;, our
hands.”

“Do you think God will light it at
once " Molly asked in awo-struck tones.

“ No, we must wait & bit,” Tom sald,
(and stde by side they knelt under tho

to go for hex.”

“ Poor Iittle Molly,” Tom sald,
strokling her hair as he had seen
hiy mother do. “ Stop crying, N
and I'll tell you something—something
very nlce.”

Molly choked down her sobs, and sat
up 19 bed, with Tom’s arms around her,
and the broken doli on her nee. *“What
is it, Tommy ?" she asked.

“ Gran'ps told it me,” sald Tom. *“It's
about Moses.”

“ Little baby Moses in the bulrusheg ?”
Molly asked, eagerly. She loved the
pieture in the great Bible they locvks2
at on Sundays.

* Yes; Moses when he was & man. It's
not all about Moses, though; it's a plan
ot mine, Molly, to get mother back
an

‘*Oh! Tommy, how nlce ! Molly cilad,
clapping her hands in Joy.

*Yes; I’vo thought about it a lot, Molly,
ang we'll do it to-pight,” said Tom.
‘You can come, *20."”

““Where " Molly asked ercitedly.

Ve

he answered, firmly. ‘ Don’t be afrald,
Molly, I'll take care of you.”

Molly began to ¢ry. " I'm frightened,
Tommy,” she whispered, * and I'm wery,
wery cold.”

“Oh, we'll put on our clothes first, I'll
dress you, Molly. And maybe God'll
gelp poor Dolly's arm, too, if we ask

im.” .

“Do you think he will? Il take
dolly with me,” Molly answered, They
had socon dressed themselves and crept
down the Qimly-lighted staircase Into the
hall. Sounds of singing came in faint
waves from the kitchen, for it was
Christmas Eve; but no one notlced the
children’s exit, for their grandfather was
visiting a sick parishioner, and thelr
nurse had gone to the kitchen to enjoy
hersel? with the others.

In a few minutes, the two little figures,
alniost as black {n their mourning gar-

saowv-hidden boughs.
the moon hid tehind a cloud, and a fow
feathery flakes of snow began to fall.

“ Lord, we're walting, please,” Tommy

As they waited,

cried. But no answer came, save the
chill wind hurtling and creaking tarough
the boughs, and shaking down snmow on
the suppliant little ones, so they shut
their eyes tightly and waited a while
longer, half dreading and half hoping w
open them. The sound of approaching
foctsteps fell on their cars, and Tommy
!rose Jubllantly,

‘It i3 coming now, Molly,” he ctled.

It was only thelr white-halred grand-
father returning from his visit. He
Hted Molly in his arms, his eyes fliling
with tears at the thought of thelr falith-
tul request, as they explalned their pian
to him.

* Hush, my darlings,” he sald tenderly.
“in God's own time you will be together

again.” And then bo bent down and
kissed Tommy to comfort him, fur the
little boy was crying. Nover before had
Tommy felt how much his grandfathor
loved hum, for the old clergyman hat
half-forguiten how to show his affection
untii to-night, and tho uttio twy stole
nis hand fato his, aad squcozed 1t tightly.
Molly had fallen ssleep in her grand-
father's arms, and they walked in silence
back to tho house. Latnps 'vere blazing
in the windowa, and the hsll docr was
wide open, sending out & stroam of gulden
light into tho night.  As they entered, a
girl came running forward tc moet them.

* Father, thank God you have found
the children ! she cricd, warmly. 1
have oniy Just armived, and when § went
upstalrs their beds were empty. In this
Molly 7 and she began to kiss the rleep-
fog child.

Molly awoke, and clasped her rounnd tha
teck, blinking sleepily into the beautifu)
face bending over her.

“Is it muvver come back " she whis.
pered.

A great tear splashed down on her face

** No, my dariing, I am oaly your aunt,’
the girl answered sadly.

Tommy came forward and took ber
hand,

“God has ment you till we go to
mother,” ho said, reverently.

The Old Yoar.
BY k. A. D,

“ Mother,” said Esther May,
Ero it was New Year's Day,
*The picture which you hung,
Upon my bedroon wall,

I do not llke at all;

It showa the new year young,
Apd beautiful and gay,

The old year bent and gray,
His visage lined with caro—~
So difterent aro the pair

Who pass cach other by,
That 1 could almost cry.”

“ How should the old sear lovk ?
Now, let me understand @~
The muther sad, and touh
Gemtly her litte band.

" He ought tu logh more wiee,
And clearer in the eyes;
About him he should wear

A glad, triumphant alr,

Like one who has done well;
His breast should not be thin,
But ought to rise and swell,
Aud just when enters in

The new year, he ghould smile,
Encouragingly, while

He calis . - Come, aave no fear,
Fu'luow on, little new yerr,

For 1 have gone before,

And opened many s door.’*

* Ah, truly. you are Tight,”
Answered tho mother mild,
‘And always in your sight,
AMay it ba thus, my chilg,
Each yecar that onward goes,
Seeming but to disclore
Somo farther hope, some donr,
Discovered not before.”

“Now, what is that noise ?” sai{d the
gled New Year,

“Now, what {s that singular sound that
I hear ?

As if all the paper in all the world

Were ruttied anfl shaken ans twisted andg
twirled >

Oh. that, ra:d the joily old earth, “1a
tho aolse
Of all my children, buth girls and boys,
A-turning over their leaves an now,
And aii 10 Jv honuwsr, New Year to you.”

In the Transvaal and Swaziaud Dis

| trict the Wesicyans bave some forty-

threc missionarses and assistant mission-
aries, 100 pald agents. and ten tinea that
number who render gratutlous secvice.

i{ The chapcls and other prearhing maces

number 426, whilst the membership, in-
cluding those on trial, is 12200, with
oearly 8,000 children In the schools—
Rocorder.



