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A Hyrmn of Praise.

January lst, 1891.

ny' sms. i.z:.i ri N'i t ai nia

\VîATr ,0an 1 bîing to tie. Mater,

With thiet year that is dlawinmg tulay ?
A heart uhih hy rcod he are .nitten,

A lheart w hiei rejoicethI alway
E va thait look ever utp to the lialer,

bl "u "' of tl 'ti, or ttli Iy SilS o"'or"i .f Iw lli , frutfl ew i l k (4 1h of I wli,, s in, it wa '

l > raps her w ov w ole IMe w î4 % IIt f tu k (-fth e int

)eaitifui on thetio-oiilyf ile mords and tI il , frw t y pro .III thé tnni et

Well, you cannîîot ehaige anu tlungil Iow lit 1at who eIxltibit, thene, which v-en a duntu aiîuial eau

yi'ar% 8 m 'I' hi, tlîing.'wrltimhîvipl lot i.~ e-l.

eut .;Tthîthnwor i "g Ye ca tuoten iy c nlow great a pi t that 0no wlo, as a I y, could

N o ve o r ai ' dI th y hpo k c o u n b y .th u i coistro l h ' el f a nd t th r w l i l ie b c a e an

" 4 a a il ii u id. tilîh ard r i n a n co u ld y ied lht l o e r ',p p tiî s to u h a

Well ILt work the tterance wrought; dgreù tient li nat'Ially csaii to have dad the

Woe or weal -- whato'-r It brouglt- death of a di utnkard
i o i

Il -~

Tho' diin wth th tieartlh thet tears; Once for all tle' ine i ri,

Ilands that hold! trut thy treasines~~' of plomnise Once for all the judgmneîet uidel- word

1 i l t h t e m pV u a t o t 0 o blO e a n dt f eua rs ;n e it d l tl y liv i n g d a y s im 

Hlido it dleep withl love awll praise;ar
Feot wift to Iini quikl at thy biddling, Once for Al thy vord is sped pare.

A toniguthiy pire piaisa to sing. None ivate it but the dea.d.iselie

O, Je-su., mSay Rodk and inoy Reefuge, Spoken word. coinc iot again." a Cit

To thee will thy lovineg eue cliig.

Stro g armi, vic hhlimi elover forgotten Theopast you eîîntîot cli ns ,but e W ln nW hOek

Thy chikl in is love.Clasp to hold- isi your hands, with pages White, dean, umîoiled.

IIow teidlerly now nrt thou lcading What ill you write on these pages1  vill yeu

The sorrowful aheep of thy fold' stain thiem, too Does not every young pet'Son

lTOW fswcet te ny sont igIthy ",who reads these words desire nost earnestly te fill

Ilowwe t lovly thesilo o thy face- te pages of this new year with beautiful things ?

0, year that 1 new, thon art dawning Begin, ton, on the Ilînt tuorning of 18h1

Upon ie in glory and grace; Begin withi an earnest prayer te 001 for lp.

For with lue uinpatient abiding,''hl wtch your acts and your words, that you do

The thrice.blessed h'lrec deign te dwell, I'non .'at y noth whic you wil bthaed
And te peace oft y soul passoth k ntowlcdge, notiig and say nrthsing 'whielvenc Will ho tl ie d

Its coinfort ne augel could tell. te see or hear again years lience. Fili tl .day

o . with gentle things, and useful, lielpful things -

0, year that is new 1 to their guidmig Fr:r.

I give tliee fron dawn until end- 1

Lýife and ieath in the iands tofthe giver,

My God, and ny Fatier, and Friend.

TH ERE is a story told about Alexander and his

The New Year. herse Bucephalus, which nn.y wellI "point a moral."

NVIIAT de yen oan te do with t-his bright, Whten Alexander was but a boy lie %vas pt-sent

W ryite, beautiul yer tntat God lias nw put ito one day when a Thessaloniian brought the horse

yorbhiau iu Itye ar o le of threo hundred and Bucephalus to Pilip, offering to sel lUim for

si ty1ive pages-al1 blaik pages yet, pure, clean, tlhirteei talents. Jit when the fiery animal

unsoiled. yen atet- writ Po inething on each taken to the field to try, he proved se unmanage.

pag iled o it lies open udr your liand. Ten able that ttenoeof Plilip's men dared se much as te

tpe whaf wile iobtired ver a yid sealed dovn, and venture near him. Philip bade thenm lead lin

anthelea ee tuill sprnd ont its Wvhite face before away as useless ; and as they weve about doing se,

ye. At te close o iheyear yeur book wil bceoumg Alexander said

yu.itten full, and thon i eillho carrid away by ccWhat a fine horse do they ]ose for want of

the Agn of Tilie, and p-eserved until tae ast address iid boldness te manage hlim i"

day, nvlîen i T illme, opan ed pte s o uho 1y u bave A t first Philip did not notice the boy's rem ark;

day, whe w bon th h ybut wlhen it vas ropeated, and lie saw how sorrow-

Wliat are yen going te write in this book 1 You ful lie was te sec the horse taken away, lie said :

k Wow that eveythmging Yen do writes itslf down. "9De you reproach those whio are older tlan

Que of the wonderful inventionls of these late youseIE, as if Yeut he n "ore, ind were botter

tintes is an instrument which preserves the words able te manage niag than they 1"

tlîat are spoken jute it. You tmdlk beside it, anid C"I conld mnage thia liet-se," roplied the lad,

ery word is cauglit. It iay bu carried thousatnds "botter tian othels dot '

ef miles, and laid away for yeaîs; but vhlemî the ccAnd if yen do uot," said Pliliip, Il wlat W~ihi

voterful naclinry is se ars in ;ti, tbhe or ds you forfeit for your rashness ," ti

conte out just as they were spoken, and you hear II will pay," said lthe wtole price

tho very tone of voice of the person Who uttered of the horsew o ari u

tien. 
Thr s mon Who stoed by lauglîed yortily, but the

This is a little illustration of the wtty our decds vager has accepted, and the b rldyoutidlîsteneds

and ovr words go down on the pages of the book te thowherse, and, ttkti hi n by th bidhe, t ed

eci one is writing. We do not always thinik hinn towards tie sun, havi g nsticed that the

nmuch of what we are doing as the days pass. aningal has araidy he his opp shado tityn,

Seotneti1n'p5 o de carolesa hiîge-evr e-y streking Iiiuii gently, lie îvatchied )lis epporttnityv

meng timngs. We speale %vods thatni-e o'otr gerte and sprang quickly upon his back. Gradually, and

wrng hings. We spe k ordsthndisposities tat withî gteat gentleness, le drev in bridlo and curb,

are n t svweet ndhoutiful. We foiet these and presently, when the fiery creature found that

in t soon aterad ; butflot. us roiember that lie lad a master, the bold youth lot Min go at fullt

thingsav soo afenewa , day by day, on the pages speed, speaking to huin w;ith 'the ringing tone of

o! our bok, sa n re nt lest. Sote day ne sli omma'nd, and even spurring him on te increased

have te o teso pages. opost od aga , and shall speed.•

have te loek tesla g we have vr tte o th n . W hen lie ca mne back presently, flushed and tri--

sotie day We slal have te l wcar iuttmcless, bitter, unphiit, but wvith the horse under full control,1

snind or untrue alhvetords egair i ryource es o! u pbo had been deeply aixious for his son's1

voice we n sed n vtrue worspko ient tSafety, is said te have shed tears of joy, and te

Tiis oug te nake us very caroeful what we do ave declared, as lie kissed him, that Macedonian

and wTiat t a usy. Now sa godtie to begin in was far too sall a kingdom for se gretat a spirit

Mieo yw. 110- ,'as hast year's book ited I Wlîmat as his soi possessed I

did yoi. put on the pIages 1 Perbapq they wvo Alexander'couid nover have conqueted the herse

lexanider did not kniow the true mleanin gtM%
" I conque(r," for hle neverlard to coniquer

elf To conquer natioi , is a sitnl hiu ('n '

ýd te the conquering of one's self ; for " greater

that ruleth his own spirit than he that taketh

y."

1890.

INTO the mid-night cold and drear,
Sadly the old year goes,

Bearing a burden of minenories,
Of 1is and joys and %woes.

The load he carries, aci huinan soul
lias helped to heap it high

Many to see him go are glad,
Many tlhe-o be who sigh.

Ile goes to the years et the Past-
A stately and solemnu band,

Each crowned with the rue and rosenary

Tbey paIssed to the silent land.

Those who vere blithe to see them go,
And those who have grieved full sore,

Shall neet and greet these years again
Where confliet and strife are o'er.

There we sill tace witli a tremhling hband

Our shai e from the bi dened years,

Our morning's hope and our nîoonday's toil,

Our night of regret and fears.

The dreans and plans of our tspring-tide fair,

That have long forgottei lai",
The thoughts and deeds of our sumner-time,

Our autumin's scanty gain.

O I heavy the etrit and sad the face
That maust meet the past alone ;

0 I1blessed who feel anail.pierced hand
la clasped around tlheir own.

1891.

Over the snow the Nev Year cornes
With a step that is light and free.

Give to hin gooduess, aud love, and tralth,

To bear to Eternity.

Bits of Fun.

-" I shouldn't care te marry a woman who knows

more than I do," he remnarked.
cc 0, Mtr. DeSappy,» she t'epled with a shiako of

ier fan, "II an afraid you are a confirined baclieler."

-One day Julia Ward Howe wvas introduced to

Sitting Bull by that full nane, and the gentleman

remarked "How" wiith his usual urbanity. "Ah 1"

said Mrs. llowe, with quick apprehension, Ithe

gentlemanhlias heard of mie, 1 see. He is really a

very intelligent aborigine."

-At the Water Cure.-overness-" Elsie, sec

Ilow that gentleman springs up the steps. Early

this morning he walked quite slowly. 'the change

comes froi drinking minerai water."

Elsie-« Isn't it froni drinling spring water,

Fraulein?"

-" low many birthdays do you think I have

had " one persoi was hteard te say to another in
the~ lîrse'Cftr.

the , about forty-seven," hazarded the person
add rcssed.

a es.one birthday. The rest have been anni-

versaries," was the explanatiotn, and the car sud-

denly slopped.
't
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