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And now a new life lies before
what gift shall we ask of God to st
journey ?

Perhaps
patience.

We live in a time of high

for them, maybe they can grow up like the rector
said, and learn to ‘be,” and God will forgive me
because I could only ‘do’ ! .
She piled the cowslips in her basket, and with
down-cast eyes walked slowly on.

Just on the hill on the edge of the woods stood a
little brown house ; a man lived there who was her
father. He had been a good man once, and the
good heart, the possibilities for good were in him
still, but the Demon of Drink had taken possession
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Now that the rector’s words recalled it, she re-
membered how he told her then that she ‘ must
try to be resigned,” and she wondered now if it
, was her fault that she never had time to think
! about that.
‘ She did dearly love the dear Saviour whom her
(| mother loved, and she felt that it was with His

Well, unending his new life will be. out a mistake. ‘‘Now tell me what I am to do

with my kitten.” Then catching sight of the
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were puzzled by the preacher’s words.

Were there those who, loving some other life in-
tensely, would rather work to make that life safe
and sure, than be sure of any perfection for them-
selves, and who therefore must make ““doing” not
“being’’ their aim.

Polly’s white sun-bonnet and long apron were
not just right for church, and so she slipped
quickly out, and picking up the basket she had left
outside, ran down the forest road to gather a few
flowers for her mamma’s grave. Sweet golden
blossoms were close about her feet, but even as

she took them in her hands she scarcely saw their
beauty.

“Can I ‘be’ as the rector said 2" she mused again,

“Can I make Polly Hewitt something - almegt
perfect ? 1 might read the Bible, and pray about
myself a great deal, perhaps, but who would dress
the baby, and wash the dishes, and cook the din-
ners, and mend the clothes ? And who would talk
to dear papa, and be merry, and keep him at home
sometimes, and take care of him when he needs
my care, and then pray all I can for him to be
good, 50 he can go to mamma some time ? Even
in the prayers there is so much that I want more
to ask God about than just that I, Polly may be
good and holy. There are, beside papa, Kate and
Bobby and the baby, and if I only work and pray

What good gift shall we ask of our God as we
stand on the threshold of the new year ?

As a father delights to grant the wishes of his
child, so does God love, nay, even waits to be
gracious to us. Then let us fearlessly approach
Him, and in Christ's name place our petitions be-
fore Him.

One more year has passed away—it has gone
now beyond recall. Perhaps it was crowded with
good gifts from God. Were we thankful for them,
looking upon them as direct blessings from a
Heavenly Father's hand; or did we proudly con-
sider that we had earned them ?

Perhaps the year that is gone was full of sorrow
and sadness for us. Did we still see the hand of
our Father, and feel His arm supporting us even
in the darkest hour ?

We might go on with these questions till our
heart was sick within us at the thought of our
shortcomings; but this is not the time for vain re-
grets over the past.

It has been well said, * The past is God's, the
future is God’s, the present only is ours to be given
to God ;" and if we believe at all in the full and
perfect forgiveness of sins through the precious
death of Christ, we must trust His promise, and
believe that He has blotted out all the sins and

shortcomings of the past year.

“ Oh! for His sake, whose blood for us was she%
Oh ! for His sake, in whom our sins are dead.

let us return to our Father’s home, and letWHim
reap a rich harvest of love ! E.M. W

PROPORTIONATE GIVING.

The members of a large business firm m lN“
York seriously attribute their success to t}z:l ‘::g
standing rule of giving year by year “ a8 G tll)eni
pers them.” Such cases are not unﬁ'e‘lm
There are many of which the world never.t rid
A divine law is involved in the matter; . th will
provides increase to him that sca_ttereth et
certainly bless those who recognize that they kind
nothing which he did not give them.
of giving is good for those who prosp?r T‘;,“,MUO
greatly or not. ‘¢ All things come 0 Thee."—
Lord, and of Thine own have we given .
Living Church.

—The desire to say some great thing has

pré-
word,
vented the utterance of many a th“‘;flzlo work

and anxiety to accomplish some wond&e deed _°l

has crushed in the bud many an hum

aross.
exceeding grace and sweetness.—Fred. B- M




