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Happy New Year to Everybody An Old Fragment t

Earthly Vanity ,

■X and chill Is the dcath-tilast.m Strong
Friends are departing last,
Leaving the world to stringers and in»?, ? XI 

tifttet cold. Ah ! me.

Ihto hen have 
h she, “i too 
here count*/ 
■addled many 
k>plng win;'.’’
9 twelve amt 
ki pulled titre, -i 
bins, sir, ant 1 
h" "But this 
i valued high- 
k any chicks 
Lre." “1 win I 
led and stoad 
It baby chV k 
hi a Toronto

1 ‘Never, perhaps, in any period of the 
sfl world's history," says a- contemporary 
/ of Scott, ‘did literary talent receive a 

homage so universal as that dt Scot:, 
r His reputation was co-extenslve, not 
B only with, the English language, i.ut 
5 with the boundaries of civilization, in 
■ one year, too, his literary productions 

yielded him L.16,000. The king confer, 
red on him a baronetcy and wherever 
he appeared, at home ofabroad, 
the lion of. the day. All the good 
things of life were his. His mansion 

— at Abbotsford realized the highest con­
ceptions of a poet's Imagination, and 
"seemed like a poem In stone." His 
company was of the most honorable of 

.. the land, and his domestic enjoyments 
7 all that his heart could desire. Yet 

he was not happy. Ambitious to found 
a family, he got Intp debt, and In old 
age he was a ruined man. When about 
to leave Abbotsford for the last time, 
he said: "When I think on what this 
place now Is, with what it was nor 
long ago, I feel as if my heart would 
break. Lonely,' aged, deprived of "11 
my family# I am an improverished and 
embarrassed man." At another time 
he writes: "Death has closed the dark 
avenue of love and friendship. I look 
at them as thru the grated door of a 
burial place, filled with monuments 
of those who once were dear to me, 
and with no other wish than that it 
may open for me at no distant period." 
And again: "Some new object of com­
plaint comes every moment. Sickness­
es come thicker and thicker?—friends 
are fewer and fewer. The recollection 
of youth, health, and powers of ac­
tivity, neither Improved nor enjoyed, 
Is a poor ground of comfort. The be*f 
is, the long halt will arrive at length 
and close all." And the long halt did 
arrive.
Walter Scott requested his daughter 
to wheel him to his desk. She then put 
a pen Into his hand, but his fingers 
refused to do their ^office. Silent tears 
rolled down his cheeks. “Take me 
back to my own room,” he said: "there 
is no rest for Sir Walter but In his 
grave." A few days after this he died. 

Long live the realizing, in reference to all his fame 
honor, and renown, the truth of Solo­
mon, “Vanity of vanities, saith the 
preacher, all Is vani|y and vexation of 
spirit.

* Ï
rectness of the document. All these 

' recorded at the time—during the 
year in its flight—and the record Ja 
absolutely accurate.

Some of Its Contents.
The good we have done during the 

year Is so small and Insignificant that 
it is not worth recalling. The service «e 
have given to God and our fellow men 
Is so trifling that if weighed against 
our neglected opportunities It would 
coqnt for nothing In the Scales of Jus • 
tlce. "Weighed and found wanting" 
would be the verdict.

Not so with our evil deeds, and the 
neglected opportunities of doing good 
to the poor and naked and friendless, 
and the wasted hours in sinful pleas­
ures and amusements. The thought of 
them is appalling. The train is- loaded 
down with them and the grand old en-

which declares that “God requlreth 
what is past.” The year has not gone 
any more than the train that has lust 
passed the station. After completing 
the circle of the ages it will come ru 
us again—but not at THIS station for 
we will not • be here, but at another 
the station of Judgment. The train will

Good - Bye! Good Old Year 
—The Year Has Gone! 
Where?

Where all is so
the heart grows old.

Long ere the dark locks whitened 
should be.

were
h

Shakespeare.

I t' * ■h Uod said—“Let . there be 
light.”

,rim darkness felt his might. 
And fled away.—Blllott

In many a dwelling, the dread voice is 
telling,

The bright eye is quenched, and tha 
dark coffin closed,,

That chill, chill, and rigid 
Is that beauteous brow, where thought 
And the sweetness of virtue reposed.

the was “Time, like an ever-flowing stream, 
Bears all its sons away?
They fly forgotten, as a dream 
Dies at the opening day.”

■<$-
! ■l&x

God Help The Imbedle. *now

i \iThe King is Dead!” 
-“Long Live the King!

help the imbecile! more dark 

their lot
Than duntb or deaf, the cripple, or 

the blind.
closed soul-visioned theirs, the 

blighted mind;
Babes, white full-grown—their page Of 

life a blot.

But say-shall their affliction be 
herredl? ■ - - ■

Their need- o'erlook'd ? Shall Char- _j

it y pass by; ___
Leave th$m to languish, with avert- 

ed ere?
Forbid, the Love that bums to serve :[i: 

her Lord !

NineteenThe old year has gone.
■hundred and nine was a good year, the 
best as well as the oldest in the history

Godf how a man 
if knowledge, 
n in his true 
Idle-class one 
the Impress- 

ete master of 
"bit of brlm:- 
ib. and would 
pretending to 
tents. Every 
smile feebly, 
away by tho 

r, "Bon—tr-"3

!But the torch was extinguished soon. 
Which lightened yon gay saloon, 
Where genius awoke the warbling wire. 
Where the guests are all fled, the sum­

mer chaplets dead,
The minstrels are dumb. Oh ! wake 

ye the lyre.

I
be freighted not with opportunities but 
with experiences—not with the dolnus 
and decrees of Providence but with 
our own decrees and jettons and states 
of mind—not with a chance to do good, 
but with records of deeds good and 
evil. The train is sent out by the Gen­
eral Superintendent—it Is the same 
train, the same year, that came to 
on earth, and after delivering our good 
and bad deeds and depositing them at 
t)ie seat of Justice, the great Union 
Depot of the universe, It will pass Into 
thè great Round House and go out t f 
service forever. It has completed Its 
mission. The year that has Just passed 
will be simply a witness at the Cour». 
It will not fasten rewards or punish-

of the grand old world.
True ! It has witnessed many changes 

—many vicissitudes—many losses —
many bereavements, both to nattons 
and communities, fapillies <uid Individ-^ 
uals—but it Is not responsive for these,

;
I

The i
By Sam W. Small, 

ne last December sun is set 
Below the western sky, 

gad earth has quell'd her daily fret * 
To mark the Old Year die.

Above his brow, snow-sheeted bed 
The cold, pale stars appear * 

hike mourning spirits of the dead— 
Torch-bearers 'round his bier.

The cattle in the fields lie mute.
And flocks their silence keep.

While men seek vainly to confute 
Their thoughts that banish sheep.

:

!1to flow, the WildThe tears cease 
pulse of woe

is hushed In the heart and
the brain ; 7,

from those lips, In deaths
dark eclipse.

They forbid us to weep.
We shall soon meet again.

For ever i! Yet evengine has all it can do to climb the up­
grade.

Old Year Resolutions.
It Is not our business to sit In 

Judgment upon each other’s doings 
and sayings ^during the past year, as 

God, Is the Judge and He may be de­
pended upon to do the right thing— 
to act according to strict justice in­
dependent of our feelings or fancies. 
"Who art thou that judgeth another 
man's servant ? To hie own Master 
he stbndeth or falleth."

But the things we Intended doing ! 
The New Year resolutions of 1909. 
what about them ? As they come to us 
their memory, after being dormant for 
twelve months, the remembrance of 
them Is not very comforting. We have 
failed to do what we intended to do 
—what we promised om'selvee and our 
friends we would do. This Is true, not 
only as individuals, but as families. 
As we sit in Judgment upbn ourselves 
this first Sunday morning of a New 
Year, can we not recall as families, 
as husband and wife, promises we 
made, vows we took, to do better, to 
Improve on the past ? If the Lirait 
were turned on and others couid read 
the signs what a roam full of broken 
promises they would see :

Âave we kept the promises we made 
at the beginning of the old year ? If 
not let us not be discouraged—but re­
pent and commence again.

itlemen at an 
"«serving his 

them' said— 
r whether — - 
'rench. I am 
he doeén't." 

t - understand 
îember. "No 
s as to carry 
<ln't.”
wine that he

Children of love and light.
Oh ! but your robes are bright.
Wore ye e'er the vestments of sin ana 

of woe ?

any more than the Express Train or 
the Fast Mall is responsible for «ha 
letters and gifts that have come to 
us at this festive season from distant 
shores. Time is not the cause of sor- 

any more than it Is the originator 
of Joy and happiness, arid it Is not re­
sponsible for the one any more than *t 
is for the other#

The year is simply the messenger 
to carry the news—the postman to de­
liver the letter—the lightning express 
that carries its freight and deposits ^t 
at the various stations of human lKc.

Let Love take up the task before teeThen te Him, who did youtOh. yje
Let your*high song of praise to etern­

ity flow.—E. 8. ________

set;row
Let Faith sustain, the long the tell

»may be:
Fan It but gently, nurse it patiently, 

That buried, smouid'ring spark may 
glimmer yet.

The night drags slowly to Its turn, 
And nature bates her breath—

The clock-hands meet and upward 
yearn

Te the grim hour of death.

Under the Daisiesiu if we could It will simply deliver itsments.
freight, our successes or failures, our 
good and bad deeds, and pass out of 
existence.

Not long before he died, Sir 5FT
n Introduced 

[’ll find out."
and 

leuro est il ? ’ 
’arlstan sml'e 
rer the paper

'I have just been learning the lesson of 
life—

The sad1, sad lesson of loving.
And all of its powers, for pleasure or 

pain.
Been slowly, sadly proving.

And all that is left of the bright,bright 
dream.

With its thousand brilliant phases. 
Is a handful of dust in a coffin hid—

A coffin under the daisies.
The beautiful, beautiful daisies, 
The snowy, snoWy daisies.

For He. who in His wisdom oft makes . 
choice'

Of foolish things to put to shame tha 
wise,

Things weak and base, and which 
proud despise.

Can cause these feeble ones to hear 
His vioice. ; • > •

to We Know What It Carriea.lhé bell tolls twelve—symbolic knell 
That ends a monarch’s reign \

But, hark ! How Joyous rings that bell 
In coronation strain !

"The king Is dead ! 
king !” x

The New Year, Ntlieteen-ten !
Him whom we hall as promising 

High gifts to hopeful men !

Long before the.whistle is heard or 
the train righted, we know what It has 

boardTwhat it is freighted with 
There will be no lack of memory —x

_________ ___________ "Son ! Remember !” Wè will recall
every word and act as it :1s written 

No one In his senses will blame the down ln the Book by the pen of ir.- 
year that has Just passed—that has fallible Justice and Truth.! We will 
Just left the station—for Its deposits be furn|8hed with aVltst, an absolutely 
of joy or sorrow, profit or loss. correct list of all our words and deeds

It has been a faithful year, and has and thoughts and Intentions, and-our 
It has been a eonsclence will testify as to the cor-

on

Oft to such dormant minds, by Him 
unsealed,

The truths from which the learned, 
in their pride,

And great men, blinded,turn ln scorn • 
aside,

In all their simple glory are reveal'd. ,

These stamm'rtng -lips the Saviour's 
praise may sing:

The simple glory of His cross may 
And

GJad entrance into the beclouded 
mind, '

And light, .and life, and full salvation 
- bring.

»
Seek out the imbecile, to do them good:

Discharge the trust ; and should the 
task be vain.

Not one who tolls for Christ shall 
lose his pain:

"She did," He gently utter'd, “what 
she could."

Cherish the feeble Intellectual ray!
Sow the good seed: the harvest rich 

may be,
When the long-darken’d soul, from 

flesh set free.
Shall burst Its bonds and soar to per­

fect day.

nee f

fulfilled Its mission, 
good year ln spite of our failures in 
Individual experiences.

We repeat It, the year 1*09 has gone :
We say “Into 

This is not

He Died Rich ! ” What Beside?«

nd. And thus for ever, thruout the world.
Is love a sorrow proving.;

There are many sad, sad" things in 
life.

But the saddest thing is loving.
Life often divides t%r wider than death.

1 raises ; 
hearts

We Will Be CheerfulA Pauper in Eternity rWhere has It gone ?
Eternity never to return." 
true—not according to Revelation,

thru.
sins unpardonèd, and his soul unwash- 
earth upwards of seventy years, and 
‘ueql ipiJOM B|m jo 8A01 et» uiojj pa 
‘the love of the Father not being In 
him,’ he could have no taste for the 
pure pleasures of heaven, no fitness 
for its holy society, no title to its 
deathless treasures. Poor man ! to be 
able to say In eternity, T lived on 
died worth many thousands of tens of 
thousands of dollars or pounds.’ Poor, 
poor man ! to have to say ln the com­
ing eternity, ‘Five hundred millions of 
years ago I gained the world and lost 
my soul." Reader, resolve not to die 
rich as regards this world, without 
your balance-sheet being such as an 

Place of worship; he knew these and approving God can commend you for. 
•iraller texts well; he had;heard them Give according as God prospers you.

Judge your givings by His truth, and 
i In the light of the coming-day of God. 
I Ah a child of* God. beware of mam 

one whom the Bible speaks of so sol- mon. Gold Is hard and cold; and if 
-mnly as In danger of losing salvation. | vou ta>"Per wlth “■ 11 wll> impart Its 
fot he made up his mind to get richer 1 Properties to your conscience Re­

solve also, in Godls strength, that you 
will die rich as regards the world to 
come. Let your one desire be to be 
found In Him ‘In whom all fulness 
dwells,’—to be rich ln faith, rich in

His father died rich, but he was a 
much richer man than his father, lie 
succeeded in his enterprises; He built 
a splendid mansion ; he settled a large 
family very respectably in the world,— 
and then he died1 rich. :

v:Vres.
breast.

LIFE’S SUNSET Circumstance the high we 
than tw­it. But better 

estrahg
Is a low grave starred with daisies. 

The beautiful, beautiful daisies, 
The snowy, snowy daisies.

•MlIs wide, 
int mountain

’

- S
'■He died rich Yet the Bible says, 

’How hardly shall tliey that have 
riches enter Into the kingdom of heav­
en.’ ’It is easier for aijcsmel to go 
thru the eye of a needle, than for a 
rich man to enter the kingdom of Heav­
en.' He had a Bible; he attended a

; asmh» ' <Stic glow.
And so I am glad we lived as we did 

Thru the summer of- love together, 
And that one of us tired and lay down 

to rest
Ere the coming of winter weather; 

For the sadness of love Is love growing 
cold.

And ’tls one of Its surest phases;
So I bless God, with a breaking heart, 

For that grave e ns tarred with daisies. 
The beautiful! beautiful daisies, 
The snowyr-Wiowy daisies.

—Anon.

O. ">
s snowy Mil, 
rs before the

*
W:Mm

m ■
•reads below, 
‘s of heaven

A

ii iliiS
explained; he professed to believe 
them; yet lie ran tlie hazard of being

Ishore.
're, Ileaven ... ■rs. mw

Laih
' ■ t

•s. 1 Honors of the Departed Year•*■If*nd richer, and lie died very rich.
He died rich !’ And yet he knew 

that there were hundreds of millions of 
heathens In the world, without Bibles
or missionaries; he knew also that he , ____
had only given a small regular sun- K°cd works, rich In hope. There are m 
ecriptlon tô advancé that great oh- llmits to the treasure provided for you

They are durable, unsearchable, etem- 
‘He died rich " -Yet he knew that «1- end there need be no limits to your 

round him were tens of thousands lie- acquisitions. Other riches burden the 
•n< In Ignorance, vice, and misery. »oiil; but these will furnish it with 
Close to that dingy counting-house wings. Other riches bring cares; but 
that he visited so regularly for more these contentment. Aim then" to bi 
than fifty years, there were streets rich according to God’s estimate.
•nd courts, where evil triumphed, and "f know thy poverty, but thou ar,
°ne godless generation trained up an- rich.' Thus Christ still speaks con- 
other In sin. There was no missionary corning many of His people. They are 

Blble-woman for that district; the tried In this world, ln various wa>r, 
rich man could easily have supported hut how much better to have an o\cr- 
one or more, but lie did not, and cf whelmed heart’ (Psalm Ixl. S) which 
oeurse was too busy to visit them him- | con stains us to go to God. than *in 
self, I ‘overcharged heart’ (Luke xll.) whic i

■Re died rli-h i’ Vot 1,0 rnfmcii m:inv keens from Him ! For the heart to oe

MÊÊm
-

j^gggÉiiÉM

in
Sam W. Small 

De mortuis nil nisi bonum !
rights; 
? night, 
f men; . mw:.

■ After all, it has been a very fine old mjsht ^lead,^Msur«l^ 1^^!» rdivttar

regnant over all the laws and life of 
fully let us embalm It In memory, Hie stupendous universe. Of Darwin, . 
commit It to the vault of history and who, unseated new records of revela- 
commênd its good to the trump of tlon and marked new routes of re­

search for those who yearn to know 
their Creator and to solve the supreme _ 
mysteries of man. Darwin—whose , 

centenaries, recalling to honors the pointings are more prophetic than his
provings, and whose pioneer work, r 
wtrlel over-throwing some invafl* an- 

c dent land-marks, lias yet plainer made
human endeavor and won the divine the immutable highway of true theo- 

! distinction of immortality. Their pro- i U>gy—the eternal apotheosis of Man I 
! sclent spirits obtained the visions of Of Edgar Allan Poe that meteoric 
; delectable things unseen and their un- : minstrel cast forth from the nidus of 
conquerable souls brought them >0 the Muses to blaze, to burn, to ole 
pass. Their labor» enriched their gen- self-consumed, and leave behind m 
eratlon* and their victories endowed every llbraried soul the immanence Of 
man-kind with imperishable treasures an uncanny spirit, vibrant yet in: 
of science and power, of philosophies 
and freedoms, flow poorer this mon-

would

jset. A:n back :
year—that 1909. Reverently and gratc-k,

S%;
i

earth below. 
Barber.

♦J m■f

m-
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1m fame.
It has been emphatically a year of

Strand read- 
k for. Lewis 
br. writes his 

Mrs. Fitsroy 
Men" and ln- 

pe.v sometimes 
ion for bsau- 
kideney writs» 
f-er Fallacies 
while fifteen 
rlbut e their 
ure." “If In- 

prrifving artl- 
light happen 
times larger 

l rations alone 
kie-nightmare 
Beet Ion, entlt- 
Masterplece,"

minent phote- 
has selected 

k> of feminine 
of the Chess 
who Indulge
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shades of men born in 1809 who grew

: :■

to noble statures ln all the fields of
1ffl

m m"i;X ■-'He died rich !’ Yet he refused many keeps from Him !
•nd many an application made to him, filled with earthly cares, or. lifted up 
on the ground that there were ao

I ,

üjm

m ' .w#**

Ÿ/4À s_______ ___  ____  ___ with pride, is much worse than to be
"teny calls of this description, and ! e exercised with the most painful trials, 
tfuM not gixe to all—he really could i or endure the most pressing povertx. 

afford it. I Tt mav look very terrible to be In a
?sxig before the rich man died, lie ! life-heat, tossed upon a rougli sea. ai)d 

teeame very unliappy; he hlld not. i it mav seem very pleasant to float in 
•txleed, been reallv happv in liis best \ an air lialioon in a «aim blue sky: hut 

The following extract written if the great bubble should burst, death 
x merchant to a friend, when sur- I m certain, whereas the life-boat mm 

rounded by immense wealth, and sun- j brees' the billows safely, lie the means 
*'e*ed to take supreme delight in Its • of saving a drowning crew, and then 
"‘tumulatlon, may partly describe ! Kajn the land, amidst the blessings o. 
other rich men: | thr rescued, and the loud acclamations

‘A* to myself, T live like a galley ] of the beholders.
*"ve. constantly occupied, and often 
M<«lng the night without sleeping-
* wrapped in a lahyrirfth of affair".
•nd worn nut with care. I do r.ot value 
Twe. Tlie love of labor is my-hlsu*

**t «notion. When 1 rise In the morii- 
•tt, my onlv effort Is to labor so had 
during the day. that when night comes 
1 Utel" he enabled to sleep soundly ’
~h*n the rich man we refer to could 

hut longer labor for more, lie became 
■Ucapable of enjoying what he had.
* utrange mania seized him; which 
'***. that poverty was certainty coming 
"ucn him. Tlie following de-crlptlon 
, an American millionaire will apilv 
19 *uore than this

jg

m Z F™? %,

. jgm
g IS! mm*

mm« — Ei
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“The silken, sad. uncertain 
Rustling of each purple curtain \Héffl m nmW gering. money-maniac world 

have been this New Year morning 
but for them !

Lord, it lias been a sobering and 
inspiriting thing for so" many of us dering 

awake that since the last New explored 
Tear we have had those splê”- Foe

of pause and praise phrenetic posions, the 
_ the hundredth birthday's >t nf cloistered tradition, the unb|u . and 
Lincoln, and Gladstone, and Darwin, j unrespected petrel of poesy ! 
and Holmes, and Poe, and Chopin : I of Holmes, the genial "Autocrat of

Of Ltncqjn. that strange, man-child the Breakfast Table." whose wit, and 
of faith and fate, whose love-flllod i wisdom, and persuasive r-hllos ,pii!ci of 
heart could house, no hate and who«e ,lte and lovable things have broidefed 
God-lit soul forsa-w a Ceasarian new- the days of countless svmrotiietlc 
birth of freedom for â nation of pur- spirits and starred ambrosial nights for 
blind masters and a race of soddened otherwise lorn and lonesome souli 
slaves ! Of Lincoln!, the priest of a i of Holmes—physician alike to earthy 
world-wide patriotism, who perlsboi and to ethereal bodies, counsellor and 
between the porch of Peace and the comforter, laugh-provoker and hope, 
altar of Mercy, asd in his death drew invoker. Holmes — the aflat »mt« 

his tomb more mourners from 0j heart-eases, the analyst of daily 
among ills former foes than ever he opportunism, the almoner of optimism 1 
counted men amor* the armies that ot Chopin, the mocking-bird of ran- 
arose before hi* truncheon. Great, sics, whose lyre-llke mind caught all 
gracious, glorified Lincoln—the emancl- Aeolian notes and strung them Into 
pator, the exemplar, the eternal ! . vibrant ve"'see and volumes of dlvine-ft

Of Gladstone—"the Grand Old Min" sound. Of- Chopin, whose art adds 
whose life-lines were woven into the melodious charms to every classic con- 
most lustfisus tapestries of English en- tatortum, employes the facile fingers 
terprtses ahd exàltatlone. Of Gla1-. 0r all wliose hearts disport in waves 

the "Defender of the 0f heavenly liarmonles, and whose 
wearer of a regal name \g suggested in every street by 

crown, more the j Gibraltar of a no- the touch "of a master or the trill of - 
tion's power than any fortress ever a gamin !
built, more the L*wx-giver of broaden- Oh. the old year was rich in master­
ing human rights than any Moses, deeds ae„well as memories, and a re- 
Justlnlan or Blackstone. Gladstone - vlewqgsAf the record is awed by th* 
the model of manhood, loyalty and love multiplicity and magnitudes of the 
toward God and dll of God's creation ! feats of men—statesmen, preaches.

Of Darwin, the meek, laborious son philanthropists, plebeans-of power and 
of science, whose quest of sacred truth j performance—wTio have made 19)9 a 
encompassedOand and ‘sea, and who : many-crowned conqueror passed into 
cessed not to cgvti where the light j the Valhalla of the Victorious I

C*

mmi u#6 WmmpM%I I*;Of Poe, poet 'of the naked pulses of 
the human hegrt, wlerd, wistful, win- 

Into realms before un-' 
bv poet or- prophet, 
the Ignis fatuus of 

Iconoclast

Mm ' %' H t
m1 *Thus j iuci .u ..euii .nru n.es ueviiun-s ><»«•=. 

What e're betide:
Content, to share each others hopes and fears 

With Love their guide.” .

as are
y

daysdid

found Him not, those youths of
nob> Boui;

Making, wandering, watching on 
for the

and found them doubting

and whet to us is They
Thoughtful Appreciation "What is this Jife? 

riesth?
Wheiice came — 

where are those
Who, in, a raciunt etrickcn from our ride 

pasted to that land ot snadon and 
repose?

The Charmer we? whither go? and LongI file's shore.
Reasoning, af pi ring, yearning 

light.—
Death came 

as before.

f the se*, 
a halo, 
ery.

"However, you and-81mmiasAH-. J C. Eaton is not <mly poptfisr ^ ^ ^ ^
with the emp oyees of the tmm-.se cubj(vt more thoroly, and to be
concern of -which he is president, but yk( chlIdrenj on lbe «ouï s
he knows how to maintain his popu- departure £loin the body, winds riiould
larity with the 15,000 men and women blow lt awa.v."
who are supported by the firm of T. upon this Cebes said.
Peton Co "Instead of the fathers teach us better. Socrates. Perhaps there Eaton t o. instead or ine latners ^ ^ chlldlsh spirit ln our breast that has
shall come up the children." “Jack" SUch n dread. Let us endeaver to pér­

ore ra-r ‘He he- is a chip of the old block—a wurtny euade him rot to be afraid of death, •* of 
JJ** Possessed with an Ido", during successor of the grand man who con- [1^’^ cl.arm litm every day." said TMm divine, on tnce
"j* last llteess. tfiat he wm eniuine to ] celved the present establishment al,‘t |,aocrater. ’■until you haye quieted his Then r-p’rt our teacher In these questions 
•’T'erty. Ho Insisted that eve- • hi-'- ■ lived long enough to see.lt in full 1 feers." „ . . ’ high: ,

we,« dore for ills c-n-'n-r -hoa'l ! operation. j "Bui whence. O bwifries. But ah: this day divides Uiee -rom our
kuDon the most economl 'nl -si'', .nd The son is following in the footsteps l "can we prtcuie a skillful ! side
;»«1d flot even furn hln seP In Del of the father. Last Christmas the , such a ea.e. now that you are about to An<$ vell3 in 
** the sheets should !■» worn employees got after him. This year 1%re^c<; „ wld(,, cebes." he said, "and (>ve

and he wouM he i he met them, and presented every man, in ,t g^reiy there are ekillfu! men: and that Charmer
?bl< to renlnce them ! When he difxL woman and child under his employ in theri> ai^ many harharou* nations, all of ug seek?
«‘S'htdteV'HousUd IVar"" KtuStt wifhTfi^ ph^o n^e^fy ^ .what far,shores fliay

** ai<rkhd’ amTecause he d'e.t of himself and the following card of “ '^i?'qU*,t,C“ °" ’'“H"

HCir, heen'dnhe.'h.' slfage” “TtoU this opportunity to express to . nced tllat charmer, for our hearts are Be »"wered by

r «a.-, » ». .. .. -,
a«:r,uzrTiLzi™ Fetot3;r t̂hnt-,heHre,urnno>

e|el>e« n-i.e, -ot Howe- - and tlie New >^r bright and pn Dal.;: wjth dUtiuat. ot wrung with
2J he If he HkM it out re-»» t. verous. / w-aton agony.
*•**. Without faith in hrist. with hi» Sincerely jours, Jno. C. baton.
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all dust? and duet must we“Are they
Or bare they living In some unknown

Shall we regain them in that far-off

Ar.d live anew beyond the waves of 
time?

But yra~e passed on; and loi the Charmer 
comes the silver 

him not,—he walked

glimmer 
n the town» 
ire calling,
iown.

came.
Pure, simple, sweet, as 

dew.
I And the world knew 
i Enellvled otuly by Iris trusting few.

"Endeavor to
to

h>|i meadow: 
[ way's pins,
Inoonrlie, 
c brine.

the upland,
■i 1 fled? 
^turning,
Le was dead?

souls have j L.,ke the Athenian sage, elected, scorn^ 
j Betray ed, condemued, hie da> of doom

He drew-."'’’‘faithful few mere closely

And°lo'.d th.nn that his hour was come 
to die.

*

dust thy kindly-guiding
heart be troubkd.% then•Let not your

"My*0 Father's house hath mansions 
large arid fair:

I go before you to prepare your piac-i. 
I wifi re: urn to take you . w|h me 

thetc."

stone, more 
Faith" than any«et, whom thou 

his sweet volte
♦

ft us; t
iids above us,

1the bright Eternal that houi the awful foe IsAnd rir.ee
charmed.

And life and death are glorified andCo spake the youth cf Athens, weeping j 
round.

Hue.
ico -i rapture, 
pit knew.

fair:
IVhen S—rale* lav calmly down to die; j Whither He went we krow. the way wea?sJss -«•«&-. — ■»«. » * —

rise M high. Lim tntre'

?

he JanuatT
V.
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We Will Not Say Spiteful 
Things

We Will Not Quarrel

We Will Not Backbite Our 
Neighbors

We Will Be Kind to One 
Another

We Will Go to Church 
Every Sunday
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