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HOME AND SCHOOL.

The Book of the New Year.

Tir Book of the Naw Year is opened,
Its pages are spotless and new;

And 80, as each leaflet is turuing,
Dear children, bowars what youdo !

Let never a bad thought be cherished,
Keep the tongue froin a whisper or guilo ;
And see that your faces are windows,
Through which a sweet spivit shall smile,

And weave for yvour souls the fair garment
Of honour, and baauty, and truth ;

\Which will still with a glory enfold you,
When fuded the spell of your youth,

And now, with the now book, endeavour
To write its white pages with care;

Each day is o leatlet, remember,
To be written with watchivg and prayer.

And, if on its page you ‘iscover,
At evemny, a blot or a serawl,

Kneel quckly, and ask the dear Saviour
In wmercy to cover it all,

So, when the strange book shall be finished,
And clasped by the angel m light ;

You tnay feel, though the work Ls tmperfect,
You have tried to plense God in the right.

And think how the years are a stairway,
On which you must olimmb to the skivs;
And strive that your atanding be higher,
Ax each one away from you flies,
—Selected,

A New Year's Gift.
BY MISS P. B, WINSLOW,

* What can I give him, poor as I am?

If I were a shepherd, 1 would bring a

lamb;

I I were 8 wise man, I would dony part;

What can I give himl—give bim my

heart.”

Tur words were on a Clristmas
eard, and thoy had a peculiar fuscina-
tion for Mabel Grosvenor. When
they had first come to lher, from u
friend, on Christmus morning, she
oould not have said that she fairly un-
derstood their meaning, She puzzed
over the quaint old English lettors.
as they ran in and out to accommo.
date themselves to the design of the
eard, and finally she placed 1t ninong
many others—Christmas and birthday
cards and photographs of friends—in
the lower half of the frame of the
mirror which adorned the bureau in
her comfortable bedroom. There were
many other words among the collec
tion well worthy of notice—-choice
sclections Srom poets, mottoes of udvice
from eminent philosophers, loving
wishes for happiness for the eoming
year from dear friends, sont to the girl
who scemed to have overything on
earth to ensure happiness; and yet
among them all, as she canis in and
out—in gay preparations for pleasure
during those Christmas holidays—
these words only seemed to burn then-
selves into the heart and brain, “Poor
ax Y am, poor as I am.”

“\What can I give him, poor as I am?"

Poor! Why, what girl of her ac-
quaintance had moro than sho? Her
feet sank at every step into rich cnr-
pete. Thick satins, furs, and plushes
wrapped her delicats form whenever
she went out; and as to méntal ad-
vantages, books and pictures sur-
rounded her; and tho best schools and

masters of the great intellectual city
had been cwmployed in her behalf, and
now, in her dawning womanhood, she
stood prepared, it seemed, for almost
any sphere of life or society sho might
choose to enter, and yet, * poor as I
am” in the presence of the Christ
whom the Christmas senson had been
bringing nearer und nearer to her
heart.

What wero all these gifts? When
he was in this world, the great eavthly
possessions of the young wan who
came to him were as nothing in his
eyes; lHerod’s wealth and Casar's
power had been us dross to this simple
peasaut of (inlileo; tho learning and
wisdom of the Pharisces and scribes,
with their famous teachers, had been
utterly rejected Ly hitn,  Mabel felt
to come to him with an offering of
carthly gift —moncy or education only
—would be worse than useless. Yes,
in anything that made lifo worth the
living, Mabel was poor ; and yet there
was one gift he never despised—one
offering he never rejected: the poor-
est and the richest of the sons of men
could bring this gift to him, sure of
his loving ncceptance of it, and of
his glad apprecintion of its value.

On the fisst day of the New Year
Mabel felt that, out of her poverty,
this one thing was hers to give, and
sho began the year with the words of
her Christmus card transwuted into a
glad personal acceptance.

¢ \What can I givo hiw ?—give him my
beart."

It wasg a bright Saturday afternoon
of the first week in Jumuary, and a
shivering girl, slight and tall, appar.
ently about sixteen years of nge, stood
on the coruer of Westminster Street,
idly looking into the window of a
Lookstore. Thero was a gaunt, hard,
tired look about her, young as she
was; and as Mabel Grosvenor stepped
up, in her bright, fresh clothes, n look
of positive dislike and ialice came
over the girl's face. It was not
that the girl knew Mabel, but the
ovident prosperity of her appearance
and bearing grated upon her; the con-
trast between it and her own scedy
apparel hecoming all the move appar-
ent to her.  As Mabel scanned a list
of books in the window, the girl began
to wonder how she would look in a
plush sacque of wine colour, and & hat
with two long plumes curled about it ;
and it was not only the looks—a girl
who wore such things must have
everything warm  underneath, and
plenty of food at homc—things of
which poor Ethel was very much in
uced.

Just then Mabel turned and looked
at hor, and Ethel began again to study
the Cliristmas card she had been lan-
guidly regarding when Malel's arrival
on the scene attracted her attention,
Kow, for the whole week, Mabel had
been thinking, “To give him onc's
heart means all—everything ; all T can
do and bo belongs to him.  How can
I show that I love him? What can

I do to teach other peoplo to love
him too?" And when she saw the
poor girl standing by her side, sho
longed to help her in some way. Ifer
poverty would perhaps be casier to
bear if she knew of Jesus, and felt
sure she belonged to him. So, hurry-
ing into tho store, Mabel purchased
tho curd which had been of so much
servico to herself, and came out to
find the girl still standing before the
window.

“Do you like tho card? Would
you like to have onet” she said; and
the girl, starting at being spoken to
Ly o stranger, und half inclined to
feel offended, was disarmed by the
pleasant smile and kind words. They
walked along together as Mabel tried
to tell her, in a fow words, what the
words on the card meant,

“Yes, I know. I went ton Sunday-
school in the village wo lived in before
we came here,” said the girl.

“JTow long ago was that?” asked
Mabel.

“Oh, 'most a year, Mother came
down here to get more work to do,
and when we first came we all went
to school; and then mother got sick
and couldn't sew, and I stayed at bon:e
to take care of her.”

“And did she get well?” asked
Mabel,

“No,” said the girl; her reserve
quite melted by the interest of the
other. “Sho died in November. A
woman in the same house helped us,
and I stayed at home to cook and
mend the boys' clothes; and then,
when the money we had was all gone,
I got a place to tend in a store before
Christmas. Now that the holidays
is over 1 have no more work to do,
and the children can’t go to school
cause their clothes is all worn out.
Jim, heis ten, and sells newspapers;
and that's all we have.

Hero was work for Mabel to do.
She went home with the girl, and
found the children huddled in bed in
a room without a fire. It was easy
for her, with a well-filled purse, to
provide food and warmth and clothing
for this young family, but it was not
so casy for her to give time aud
thought to their needs. Many a con-
cert and art gathering, dear to her
heart, were given up to find time for
new and absorbing pursuits, which
began to grow still dearer to her. She
had given her heart to Christ, and
time and cffort, strength and wmoney,
followed as mecre aecessories to the
gift. Tor Ethel she obtained a place
to take care of children during the
early part of the day, so that she
could return home inn time to be with
her Lrothers when school was out.

Encouraged by the real friendship
of Malel, Tthel began to grow into
something of health and cheerfulness,
There was no reason she could see be-
yond the ong of pleasing the Master,
of whom she delighted to speak, which
conld have induced n girl of Mabel's
position to give up time and pleasuro
for her good; and so, through her,

Ethel learned to love Christ, somo-
thing of whose character sho saw 1e-
flected in her friend’s life.

They wero both connected with a
mission-school—ono ns teachor, tho
other as scholar. NMabel soon began
to find Ethel a valuablo assistant in
bringing in the girls of her neighbour-
hood. The young teacher gave herself
to them, studied their needs, und
helped them as no one had done be-
fore. Ere the year wns out, she had
reason to believe that somo of them
wero leading Churistinn lives, and help-
ing others to begin in a similar way.,

Again the New Year cuue with its
renewed question to Mabel: ¢ What
can I givo him1” and with it tho
same old answer: “Son, drughter,
give me thy heart.,”  The same heart,
indeed—and only that—had Mabel to
give; but was it no more of a gift
than when, the year before, she had
laid it untried upon the altar of her
Lord? Yes, more and richer in the
lessons it had learned of love for him
and work for his childven; greater
and more fit for an oflering to him
who went about doing good, in that
it had acquired something of the spirit
of the lifellong example of him who
freely gave himself to the needs of
his brethren in a completo sacrifice of
self.—Zion’s Herald.

This Year.

Our new year, this protious 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 see the
end of it. Like all other gifts of God,
it is bestowed for a wise purpose. It
is not to be tritled away in idleness or
in sport, but is to be improved to the
greatest profit.

They make a great mistake who
suppose that the right improvement of
life is necessarily a dull and dreary
business ; that in order to do this they
must give up all enjoyment, and be
solemn and gloomy ; never play, but
always worlk or study ; never have “a
good time,” as you young folks call
your periods of amusement,

This is all a serious mistake. The
people who serve God best are ever
those who enjoy life most. Take up
your little commonplace duties cheer-
fully ; offer every morning all your
occupations, both work and play, to
‘God ; then each day will be a step
toward Heaven, making of this pro.
mising young 1885 a truly happy New
Year. )

—

T

WuaT excuse can we urge for the
countenance given to the use of .ar-
dent spirits on almost every statute
book? On one page you will read of
heavy penalties donounced against
drunkenness, riots, and public dis-
order ; and the next chapter authorizes
tho retail of the very poison which all
admit bLrings on these outbreaking
transgressions.  Who can reconcile
these glaring contradictions? . . . 1f
men will engage in this destructive
traffic, let them no longer have the
law as o pillow, nor quict conscicnce
with the opiato of a court liconse.
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