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PLEASANT HOURS.

Hymn for the Now Yoar.

10 reAan that les befors us,

What shall thy recond be,

As thy shiort months rol] o'er us,
And swift thy momonts flee?

Now thou art {air and spoticss
As childhood's opening hour,

Thy bud so pure and stainloss,
Say 1 what ahall bs thy flower?

 Thou bring’st new hopé to chear o,

Nevw visions fair and bright,

Of bigher aimd and conquests,
And purery clearér light ;

New strength for fresh endesavour,
Kew purpose, firm and high,

New dreams of huly pleasures
Which wait us in the sky.

#So, year by year, in meroy,

To us it hath bsen given,

To climb from our past failures
Up ons step nearer heaven s

To strive cach ycar wo journey
Upon our pilgrim way

That each new fair fo-morrow
Bo better than to-day.

“Lord, grant us grace to servo thee

In garving cach and all;

Qur hearts keep warm a.nd trustin,
Protect us lest wo fsll ;

And if this year's last momenta
On carth wo may not see,

We know no harm will reach us,
For wo aball be with thee.”

NEW YEAR'S REFLECTIONS.
Tig is the New Year, and Lithink
zt onght tosuggest to us all the thodght

j§ of new things.
{ First, and most iraportant, is & new

) f beart. God. fells wis-in his Word that
3 these -hearts of outs are-evil learts.
# When we look into them honestly, we

Hsee that Qod’s word tells only the
§ trath. Wo think a great many evil
‘ tbougbts, we yield to a greal many
! evil inotives. And worst of all, we
i are not naturally willing to take God’s
} ivay of pardon—the way of trust in
3 Jesus Christ. When God says, “ My
i zon, givé me thy heart,” we are very
i anwilling to do it. o
So we need a new heart. We can
bave it by believing in Jesns. “A

B! new heart will X give you,” says God,
Jt “snd o new spirit will I put withia

you; and I will take away the stony
heartout of your flesh, and will give

B ( you a heart of flesh.”" If we ask our
‘B Heavenly Father for this heart of flesh

fi bo will give it to us.  If we are still’

! undcr the sway of the old; evil heart,

is it not time now, with  thé beginning
f of the New Year, to turn to God, and
 ask ¥im for a new heart? X am sare

B| it is,

Then we ncod to begin s new life.
3| If wa bave aiready sought and found
the pew heart, then we have been
living a new life. ‘But what I mess is

M} that wa onghf. %o try, with God's Relp,
g to1ieka onr life this year better than

over befora. We ought- try to have

to make-our.lifs more -neatly like the
‘ezampla our. Saviour set us. 15 ought | is
w be & fore pmyerfulhfa, and pnothat
foeds more than evér upon. tha blessed
Bible, * If we bavs, by Gods. help,

heeahvmgmghe,m the year past, we
f can now take:s-new gtart ad-laast, o

j| more idve to our Father in heaven,.
8| and more to all men. Weonghttotryi

go on moro swiftly and strongly in the
right way. If welave hot been living
aright, then certainly wo need to got
out of the old path, and into the now
ono of fove to God and obedience to
his commauds,

Can wo not also wake this year ono
of now servicot It ought to bo our
ain: always to bo uscful. Xf wo havo
being doing scmething in the past, yet
mny wé not do more in the time to
come! You should not think, children,
that Lecauso you aro young there is
nothing that you can do. You cannot
do as much, certainly, as men and
women. God does not expect so much
from you. But there is no child but
can do something. Now, shall not
this year show that you are anxious to
do new service for God$  Iatheronot
some new work of usefulness you can
take up, at home, in the school, among
your playmates, in helping those who
are poor? I am very sure there is, if
ou will only look for it.

May we cach start in the new year
with a new heart, in a new life, =nd on
now service. Then it will indeed be
for us & Harpy New Yrae!

A HAPPY DEATH.

Tae day s drawing to & close. The
towers-dud domes of the great city are
sparkling in the mellow rays.of the
setting suil, and tho mountain tops
aro fringed with gold. ‘We approach
the home 6f wealth, Juxuty snd refine-
ment ; with noiseless tredd #é ascend
the vichly carpeted stairway, and reach
the door of an apartment which
silently opens'to receive tg and as
silently closes behind us. The scens
upon which our eye now falls is one
which melts our hearts anid causes the
tears to trickle down our checks,
while an air of sanctity pervadés the
room 4 voice scems to whisper in our
ear, “Tread softly here, for this is
holy ground.” Thére, on a luxurious
couch, surrounded by sorrowing, weep-
ing friends, lies a fair young girl. As
we observe the hectic flush that
mantles her cheek and the supernatural
beauty .and lustre of her eyes, and
gaze upon the thin attentiated form,
there is no need to-ask ‘the cause of
the deep grief we sce around us. She
had been -nursed in the lap of luxury,
o godly mother’s lJove and care have
constantly sheltered and protocted hars
Taught from her infancy to-trust in
Jesus as the friend and: Saviour of sin-
ners;. asishe now .approaches -the pre-
ciouts of eternity. her pure soul calmly

restsin the Savionr’s dying love. The

mother gently raises: her dying.child,

and in adubdued voice, tremalous with
emotion, asks, * Is there anything we
can- do for you, my darling childt”
At her request the friends gather
aronnd' and sing, and a3 the Jast note

is geatly borne awsy on. the-ercning
air alight, kindled in heaven; sparkles
inher- eyes ad, folling her har 3o aud
fixing-her-gaze-on: tho clear blze sky,
ahs.slowly Tepesta the: wouds o€ the

hyxx -just xueg, “}mu.lovtn! my

sou), let me to thy bosom fiy,” There
is a pausc of a few moments, and then
in a fajnt though audible voico sko
spenks again.  “Thine cyes shall sco
the King in his beauty; thoy shall
behold the !and that is very far ofl.”
As tho sun pours his last golden ray
into the rooma and as the oveniug
shades deopen, the sorrowing, weeping
friends guther once more arcund the
couch. The gentlo spirit has fled ; tho
soul for whom Jesus died is borne
heavenward on angel-wings ; tho suf-
ferer has gono to that land where the
inhabitant never saith, “X am sick ;"
where sorrow and sighing have fled
away, and God himself wipes away all
the tears from their eyes.—Dr. Stirling
sn Glad Tidings.
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IMPOSSIBLE.

Toe great general, Napoleon Bona-
parte, used to say that there was one
word which could not be found in his
dictionary, It was the word ““im-
possible.”

A teacher in & girl's schiool was one
day telling tho girls that they. could
do o great deal more than they know.
Said she, “ I can do anything.”

“Can you mwake o clock?” asked
one of the girls.

“Yes, if it became necessary for me
to make a clock, I would set to work
and learn how,” replied the teacher.

It is tho truth that *¢all things are
possible to him that believeth.” If
God wants you to do & thing, be sure
that you can do it, and never let feax
or timidity or indolence turn you out
of the way. The way to succeed is to
try, and to keep on trying. John
Wesloy's mother was one day teach-
ing one of her children to read. Xer
hasband, who sat by, said, “ My dear,
T think you huve told that child the
same thing twenty times.”

“Jf I had stopped with the nine-
teenth time, he would not have known
it,” was the wise woman’s reply.

Nover, never say, “It is impossible,”
about anything that is the right thing
to do. A thoroughly earnest boy or
girl will find 3 way to do the best
thing if they will just believe in God,
and then go ahead steadily and bravely.
—S. 5 Addvocate,
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THIS YTEAR-

Tri8 year, this precious new year,
what will you do with it God has
given you the beginning of it, and let
us hope that you will live to sce the
end of it. Zike all other gifts of God,
it is-bestowed. for o wise' purpose. It
is not to be trifled away in idlencss or
in sport, bul to bo improved to the
grstest profik

They wake & great mistake who
suppose that the right improvement of
lifd-is. necessarily a dall and dreary
businoss ; that in order to this they
must give up all enjoyment, and be
tolemn and gloomy.; naver play, but
slways work- or study ; never have &
balief. that Jecam loves youl

o A

New Yeoar Hymn,

Coaxte, lot us anew our journey pursus,
Roll round with the year,
And never stand still till tho Master appear,
His adorable will lot us gladly Iulfil,
And our talent improve,
By tho patience of hope, and the labonr of
love.

Our life {s & dream ; our time, a8 & Atrodtn,
Glides swiftly away,

And the fugitive moment rofuses to stay,

The arvow is Sown—the momens is gone;
Tho millennial year

Rushies on to our viow, azd etornity’s here

O that cach in the day of hiy coming may

8aYy,
“1 havo fought my way through ;
I have finished tha work thou didst give we
todot”
O that cach from his Lord may receivs the
giad wonl,
** Well and faithfully done 1
Enter ioto my joy, and ait down on my
throne }”
Cianrrrs Wesixr,

A SINGULAR EOOE,

TuE most curious book in the world
is ono that is neither written nor
printed. Every letter of the text is
cut into tho leaf, and, as thé alternate
leaves are of blue paper, it is as easily
read as the best print. Tho labour
required and tho patience necessary to
cut each letter mey beimagined. The
work i8 50 perfect that it scems almost
as though dono by machinery, but
every character was made by hand.
Ths book is entitled “The Passion of
Christ.” It isa very old volume, and
was a curiosity as long ago as the
year 1640, At this time it belongs
to the family ol the Princs de Ligne,
and is kept at & museum in France.

SAMMY HIOKH AND HIS PIPE.

Ir is said of that good man, Sammy
Hicks, the Macclesficld blacksmith,
that “as he understood the words of
the Lord Jesus, it was quito endugh
for him to se¢ the path of duty stead-
fastly to travel in iL.” An instance
of this feature of his character was
exhibited in his sudden abandonment
of tobacco. One day ho gavo sixpencs
to z poor widow. Sho blessed him
and could bardly find words encugh
with which to ecxpress her thanks,
He said to hmmself, « Well, of gixpeancs
makes that poor creature so .happy,
oh how many mxpences I have spent
in filling my mouth with tobacco L4

He made 2 vow instantly nerer to,
let a pipe enter s lips again. Soon
afterwards he was taken very ill, and
a doctor smd to i, * Mr, Hicks, you
must resumo your pipe.”

« X will not,” be replied.

“Then,” said the doctor, “if you
dn not you will nog Jive.,”

 Bless tho Lord, then,” said Sammy,
“J shall go.to heaxen. I havo wado
a vow to the Lord that the pipo:htlL
never enter .y mouth again, and it
nevar.shall ? Semmy. Hicks Ju:ptlm
Yo, and lived to-bs.an old mn~

T. B. Thorsby.
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