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A Happy New Year.”

W sond to you a greeting,
Dear unknown friends to-dey,
Wherever you may journey
God epiced you on your way !
God’s smile bo on you, cvery one,
The distant and tho uncar,
And moke this time that comes to us

A happy, happy yoar!

May winter days grow cheery
With love for warmth and light ;
May summer's joy lIast all the year
To mako your spirits bright;
May labour linve its guerdon
Of good reward and rest,
And with the holicst benison
May each of you Lo blest !

May this new year bie botter
Than any gono before,
Filled with devoted sorvice,
And crowned with plenty’s store.
God cheer it with His prescuce,
And, if it be the last,
Grant an eternity of bliss
When the flesting years are past.
—The Anydlus.
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A New Year's Counsel.
BY THE REV. CHARLES GARRRTT.

DurinG one of my holidays in North
Wales, I was staying with my family
near a range of hills to which I was
strangely ateracted.  Sorae of them
were slanting, and easy to climb, and
my children rejoiced to accompany me
to their sunmmit. Oue, however, was
higher than the others, and its sides
were steep and rugged. T often looked
at it with u longing desire to reach the
top. The constant cumpanionship of
my children, however, was a difficulty.
Several of them wero very young, and
I knew it would be full of peril for
them to attempt the ascent. One
bright morning when I thought they
were all busy swith their games, I
started on my expedition. I quietly
made my way up the face of tho hill,
till I came to a point where the path
forked, one path striking directly up-
wards, and the other aseending in a
slanting dircetion. I hesitated for a
moment 88 to which of the two paths
1 would take, and was about to take
the precipitous one; when I was
startled by hearing  little voice shout.
ing, “Father, take the safest path, for
I am following you.” On looking
down, I saw that my litile boy had
discovered my nbsence, and followed
me. Ie was already a considerable
distance up the hill, and had found the
ascent difficult, and when he saw me
hesitating ns to which of the paths I
should take, ho revealed himself by the
warning cry. I saw at a glanco that
ho wis in peril at the point he had
reached, and trembled lest his little
feet should slip before I could get to
him. I therefore cheered him by call-
ing to bim that I would come and
help him directly. I was soon dowsd
to him, and grasped his littlo warm
hand with a joy that every father will
understand. I saw that in attempting
to follow my exawple he had incurred
fearful danger, and 1 desconded, thank-
ing God that I bad stopped in time to
savo my chiid from injury or death.

Yeara hava passed since that, to xae,

memorable morning; but though the
danger has passed, the little fellow’s
cry has never left me. It taught e
a lesson, tho full foree of which I had
nover known before. It showed me
the power of our unconscious influ-
ence, and I saw the terrible possibility
of leading those around us to ruin,
without intending, or knowing it, and
the lesson I learned that morning I
am anxious to impress upon those to
whom my words may ccine.

Charles Lamb has snid that the
wan must be a very bad man, or a
very ignorant one, who does not make
a good resolution on New Year's duy ;
and believing that my readers are
neither one nor the other, 1 want to
show ther the importance of their
resolving to be abstainers not only for
their own sakes, but especially for the
siko of those around them. I want
them to listen to the voice of the ohild-
ren, who are crying to them in tones
that it would be criminal to disregard :
“Take the safest path, for we are fol
lowing you.”
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An Awful Day.

It was the Jast week of the year
1000. The labourers in the felds and
the artizans in the towns could not be
induced to go about their duily tasks
with any regularity—notwithstanding
their daily bread depended upon it—
for thinking of the outbreak of divine
wrath which was about to take place.
There weré some wise and sober men,
even in that age of darkest ignorance,
who endeavoured to persuade the peo-
ple that their alarm was without rea.
sonable foundation; and even if this
had been otherwise, that it would stil}
befit them to go about their duties of
life with diligence and faithfulness as
unto God, so that if the Lord, if he
should come as they expected, might
find them watching. The terrifiod and
conscicnce-stricken men paid no heed
to remonstrances like these, hut gath
cred eagecly round fanatic monks or
half-cruzed pilgritos, who poured into
their cars their tale of horrors, even
wrowing more wild and terrible as the
week went by.

When tho last day of that weck
dawned the madness had attained its
height. All work of whatever kind
was suspended. The wmarket-places
were deserted ; the shops were shut ;
the tables were not spread for meals;
the very houschold fires remained un-
lighted. Men, when they met in the
streets, scarcely saw or spoke to oune
another. TFheir oyes had a wild stare
in them, as though they expected overy
moment somo terrible manifestation
to take place. A strange, unnatural
silence prevailed everywhero except in
the churches, which wers salready
thronged with cager devotees, who
prostrated  themsclves beforo  the
shrines of their favourite gaints, im-
ploring their protection during the
fearful scenes which were on the point
of being displayed. As tho day woro
|6» the number of thoss who sought

admission grew greater and greater,
until every corner of the sacred edi-
fices, large ns theso were, wero densely
crowded, and it becwme impossible to
find room for more; but the multitude
outside still strove and clamorea for
admission, filling the porches and door-
ways, and climbing up the buttresses
to find a refuge on the roofs which
they could not obtain inside, It was
generally believed that the expested
loosing of Satan would take placo at
somo timo or other hefore the night
was ended, but at what precise mo-
ment no one could say. A strange
and solemn commentary on the text
which binds men to watch because
“they know not whether the master
of the house will come at even, or at
midnight, or at the cock-crowing, or
in the morning,” was presented by the
multitude which filled the churches
that night.  Watch in very truth they
did. Not an eye was closed through.
out the lengthened vigil; not a knee
but was bent in huinblest supplica-
tion; not a voico Lut joined in the
penitential chant, or put up a fervent
entreaty for help and protection.
There were no clocks in those days;
but the Dight of the hours were marked
by great waxen tapers with metal balls
attached at intervals to them. These
icll, one after another, us the flames
reached the strings by which they
were secured, into & brazen basin be-
neath, with a clang, which resounded
through the church,

At the recurrence of each of these
warning sounds the awe of the vast
assembly seemed to deepen and inten.
sify, as each rvoalized the terrible fact
that between him and the outburst of
divine wrath only the briefest interval
could now remain. At last the night,
long as it was, began to draw to an
end.  The chill which precedes day-
iight pervaded the air, and in the east-
ern sky the first pale gleam of morning
began to show itself. Satan was even
now being loosed from his bondage.
But no, the light grew stronger in the
heavens, and the flame of the candles
paled beforo it, and at last the rays of
the risen sun streamed through the
windows and fell on the white and
anxious faces of the watchers. The
night had passed away. A new day,
a new year, a new century had begun.
The terror which possessed their souls
was, after all, God be thanked, a de-
lusion.—Sunday at Home.
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Tra-nouses, which take tho place
of our inns, are met with everywhere
in Jagan—on highroads and byroads,
in temples, groves, and resorts of
plessure.

CRUIKSNIANK, the artist, offered $500
for proof of a violent crime committed
by a total abstainer, and the moncy
remains unclaimed to this day. A
temperance society in England offers
s lnrgo reward for proof of a single
instance whers property accumulated
by liquor selling has descended to the
third generation.

A Mother's Thought,

Morikr, with your children seaying,
Into danger overywhere,

How, amid your household dutiea,
Can you keep 8o froe of caro?

“QOh!" she said, with pleasant smiling,
“Thero aro angels everywhera

¢ Angels guard tha little cluldren
All their wilful fancies rule;

Watch them in the summer playing
By the deep and reedy pool :

Keep their little feet from straying
Goiog to and from the school,

¢ Oun the winter's frozen river,
In the summer’s fever heat,

In the woonds or on tho mounntain,
In the danger-baunted atreet—

What could mothers do if angels
Did not guard the little feet 1”

And we aro but larger children,
Needing aluo angel care;

They give conrage when we'ro weary,
Hope and hielp when in despair,

Whisper many a word of caution,
Kecp our feet from many o snare,

In and out across our thresholds,
They go with us every day ;

Oh, how often have they surned us,
When we should have goue astray !

Oh, how often death hind met us,
If they had not barred the way!

And we dimly feel their presence,
Feel their love, and strength, and caro;
And amid a thousand dungers,
In life's battle take our share
Fearless; knowing like the mother,
“ There are angels everywhere.”
—Scottish American.
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A Touching Scene,

A SCENE occurred recently in front
of a “lunch-room” on Broad Street,
says the Providence Journal, which
caused tears to flow from many of the
ladies who happened to be standing by.
A well-dressed, genteel-appearing man
and a tidy-looking girl, aged about
fifteen years, came up Bennett Strect ;
and it was noticed that the child was
weeping, while the father was sweaving
at a furious rate. It scems that the
child had taken the drunken father's
pocket-book for safe keeping, as he was
entering every drinking-saloon he came
to. Hcswore at her, and said, *Mamie,
give me that pocket-book.”

The child replied, *“DBut, father,
what will mother do for food for break-
fast? You have taken every cent
from the house; and, reinember, Gracio
is ill—and pother could not send for
the doctor, as she had no money.
Ob, please, papa, come home with me!
You promised Gertic when she was
dyingthat you would not drink again.”

At this point the father completely
broke down, and wept like a child.
e kissed his little Mamwie and said,
#Yes, dear, I do remember, and I will
go homo with you now.”

e covered his face with his hands
and moaned, *O Gertic, Gertie! Iarlk!
Mamie, I can hear her sweét voico say-
ing to me, *YPapa, dear papa, you will
always love Mamie, and stop drinking.’
Yes, dear, I will go home. Como!”

When the dizlogue ended there was -

many a stout heart that could not hold
back the tears, but said ““amen”to that
now resolve on the part of the father,
and praised the courage of the child
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