
A New Year's Poem.
Do.s the New Year come te night, mamma t

l'nî tired of waiting so;
My stookings hung by the chimney aide

Full three long days ago.
I run to peep within the door at early morning's

light,
They're empty still 1 Oh ! say, mannmma,

Dos the New Year com to-night ?

Docs the New Year come to.night, mamma ?
The snow is on the hill,

And the ice must be two inches thick
Upon the meadow rill.

I heurd you tell papa, tast night,
is boy must have a sled

(I did n nmean to hesar, mamnia),
And a pair ai skates, you sald.

I prayed for just those thinge, mamma,
I shall ho full of glee 1

And the orphan boys in the village school
Witl ail bu cuvying me.

L'd give them toys and ltnd the@m.booku,
And muake their New Year glad ;

For God, you. say, takes baolt hi'gifd'
When little folks are bad.

And won't you let me go, mamma,.
Upon-the Ner Xear's day,

And carry something nice audwarm
To poor old Widow Gray?

l'Il leave the basket near the dor,
Within tie gardèe gate.

Will the New. Year, come .oightteamna?
It seemna no long.to wait.

The New Ysar cotnear.night munrn4a,
L saw. it.in my.slcep:

My stocking hung se full, 1 thought-
Mamma! what makes you weep ?

Btt It only hld a littie ahroud-
A shroutt and nôthing more,

Au an open ooffinj made for Me,,
Was.standing on the floort

It seemed'so vee'y attunge, iidéedi
To find'such gif ts, instfied

OLalithie t4ys Iqwished-so muchi
The,story books aud, aled.

And while I wondered what It meant,
tdu calie with tearful joy,

Aàtd'said, " Thou'lt ftnd the-Nw Year's suit-.'
GodcalIsthïtheeî myboy 1"

It la not-all a dreana, mamma-
I knowe it'ttusetbe tIne ;

Bug.bvl beetts bhld ai bby,
Gdiltaketh ide fros.you?

I do t.kn.w what pepwiII,do,
When am laid torcet,

Abd you wil 'have no Wiliste b'ead
T# fold'uportyour breaét.

The New Year comes to.night, mamma;
Put your haud i'eneath my cheek,

Ald'ràte my-h'edd>a littlb more,
It lbsoelardité speaký

Yourneednot filkmystocking newn
I cannot go and, peepq,

Before the morning sun ia up
I'il be so.sound-auleep.

I shallinot want the skates, mammna,
L'il never necd the sied ;

BitWôn't yoù give theit bbth telllka,
Who hurt me'oh tyahèad?

Hemsudto bide my books away
And teathe pictures, too ;

Butî now.he'll know I forgive him,,
As then I trie'd te do.

Audif yqu ploue, pamma, I'dIk.
The story.boolk and- late

To go to Frank-oe drunkard's boy
Yottwould' ot let nie lkt¾.

And; dear riainiam yôtt won't forget
Upon the NowYear's-dayi

The baketiul of. something nice
for poor olà iadow Gray ?

The XwiYeatcomes-5o night. mimma,-
It.seems soery soon ,

I think Godrdidn't hear me ak
Pot just anothèr Juse.

I know:IQWbi a tilbýhtIéWbbe

And made you too nuch care,
And may be for your sake, imiamma,

Ife does notl hear my prayer.

There 8 one thing more. My pretty jets,
The robin and the love,

Oh I keep for you and dear papa,
And teach then how to love.

The garden hoec, the littIe rake-
You'i lind theni nlcely laid

Upou the garrot floor, mama,
Tho place where last I played.

I thought ta need them both so oft,
When sumier comes again,

To nake ny garden by the brook
That trickles throughi the gleu.

I thought to gathte' flowers, too,
Beside the forest walk,

And ait boncath the apple trees,
Where once we sat te talk.

It cannot be. , But you will keep
The summer flowers green,

And plant a few-don't cry, muamma-
A very few, I mean,

Where I'm asleep. I'd sleep so sweet
Beneath the apple tree,

When you and tabin, ln the morn,
May come aud sing ta me.

The2New.Year comes I Good-night, mamma,
Lay me down ta sleep ;

i pray the Lord-tell loor papa-
My sou1 te kýep-df' 1-

How cold it sems 1 How dark-kiss me-
Mamma, I cannot see.

The New Year comes to-night, niamma-
The Oid-Vear-dtes-with-me.

A Hint for the New Year.
Aoxo the good resolutions of the New Year,

there is one we would commend to young men and
young women to make and to keep-we mean a
resolution to read something every day.

We do not refer to such as spend their evenings
in dissipation oe in frivolity, and scarcely know
what it iâ to have a thoughtful moment in their

lives; but to those who work att the-shcip, or in the
store, or in laboriotis professional offices and, still

would b e ashamued to be thought waitig' ii' in'-

telligence-to -alil sc we would say, devote, ai
hour if yen eau; but give regulàrly some portion
'of titrie every day, to thorough, systematie iénding.
Tf it' b buthalf.an-hout', you, will still be wonde.
fully surprised to find how much you caesoquire

by reolutely devoting' even that shortimne' t'' self-

oultivationi
Rending in this way, you will be apt to read

catifally and lowly; and one book read thoroughly

is worth a dozen skimmed over or run, through.

Not' theé man, of' great reading leaves upon others

the-impress of what he acquires, but the one who

reads carefullyi and who-digests what he reads.

Reading-as acquired in this way-in intervals-

is certain te last you longer than where the mind

is stretched for hours,,and the brain becomes weary.
The minute you are tired, or have to work to fix

attention, alose your book and rest.
There is nothing, next to the neglect of religioni

more deplorable than the profitless way in, which

young men pasa their tinie. Young man, in the

banker's office, or the shop, or in professional life,
what are yon, doing with your timef Are you

acquiring nothing beyond a ànowledge of, business,

or of dissipation f Are you laying up ne treasury

of knowledgefrom which yon, may draw whnn the

swiftly flying years shall bring you' to middle age;

and even old agel
The wisdom of, past, ages, and the all-liviný

present, canin, these days be hadt in our librariei

.andxtaketot4t your-homese Areyons drinking, fron

thes fousitains, or are you running, along, in thi

rutato your own, narrow thought 1I AreyoW.get

ting a firni hold on men A. you knowing huian,
nà:ature any botter 1 Are you losing your proluliýý,
or are yon becomning more and more ratistied with
yourself1 Is your horizon widening or contract-
ingl---and are you growing or are you shrinking 1
Wake up and rouse yourself I Distrust the ad-
equacy of your own knowledge; put your opinions
on the basis of an enlightened, intelligent judg-
ment; leave off your introspection ; get out of old

ruts; get such truth as you want, and ee its every
phase; and incorporating hieaven's sunlight in your
soul, you will have a licartier, happier nature-the
world will be botter for your living in it; and
whether or not your bank account is what you
would have it be, yoti will have the rich harvest of
a cultivated mincl, a, cheërful heartl and a breezy
nature, which wili, give as Well as rècéive; and for
you, wlen groy hairs have come,, and the years
have gathered over your head, you will possess that

which no one can rob you of, and your autumn of
life will be ricli in a golden hatvest.

The O1d and New Year.
BYi Per. J. 0. noBINsOIN.

Tir dear oi yeae, *itlh ail its cheer,
la drawing to itacidsk;

And with itsigh we say*"Godd-byâ t"
And " Sweet be tliy repôe "

Thy toils and cares, thy songs and prayers,
Thy vietories ana defeats, *

Are on the roIl of time's great acroll,
Which menory repeats.

To age or youth who lové the truth
And walk iti virtue's wayk,

Sweet memories com frot duty done,
To hallow future ddy.

And, withont fear, the glaA newryear
We welcome in itaplace; .

With songs of joy otired*e employ
To greet its yotítlftdl fâ6'i

May faith and'hoe fiayéflfet scop0,
To make it more subliine

Than ail the past, and hold'itr fiás
To mission-there divinet

And when at lat is days hAve paned,,
And sinks its séitilig'dunf'

May not a tear greet the ne* yeSar
When it gttwd' *a*%ts'dèni.

A Capit'ifuggesttin.

fi.

TuE following letter' e.in a recent number
ot the Christian Unii :-

"IL am glad to see suggestions, from tiîe to
time, ast to various methods of' <Fighting the
Saloon'; but it seems to-me-strange that-therplan
of using the scol-houses for places of nieéting
andrecreation in the evètirig and2oh Sùindky? has
never been-broached.

"The -school-houses belong to the -people ; they
are scattered throughout.all parts-of every city and
town.;. they are. usually. unused or but partially
used in the evening, and never used on Sunday,
and yet no.one proposes to, put thein at the service
of the large numbers ofÈthe people- who, because
they have no place of resort affer work hours,
lounge in saloons-Or on street corners.

"Surely it il a waste of opportunity, which

might be saved if only some one took up the
matter Ùi carnest.

"JOSEPHINE SHÂW LowELL

('hy nqt 1 No.better place for reading-roms ;
ne better place for. singingeschools, -1or boys' clubs
or girls' clubs. The city achool-house ought to be
the thoroughly popular institution that, the ooantry
school-house is. Every city school.house shpld
,have, its'gymnasiul, just a- every ountry school-
hous has its playgrowun4-EDa. Ugx oiçj

HOME AND SCHOOL.
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