e

i

 Twilight Talks. |

Written for the CagMenirn Review by
Miss Matilda Comm

ET us begin the glad New Year
with  the roundelay of the
children,—

1

Anotheryear?! Itsechoisfrom
the ehime of Auld Lang Syne,

the voiee of one’s mother, s coming tinds
s up and doing, bright with hope, and full
of wenerous resolves, our lips framing the |
word sweeter than honey and the honeys
the New!
the joy of angels and men ¢!

eom'y, whose utterance blosses

Y !

Josus !
Nure

“tis our heginning and our end, the
fultithnent of all our hopes and the ¢ npe
pletion of all our joys,  No wonder that
St Bernaed found in it such wells of
honeyed sweetness as to make him as it

were inehriated with its essenes, O ! he
it the strength of the esming year with |
its hidden seroll of joys and sorrows,  May

this Holy Name be burned intoyour heart <
with the hot iron of a glowing love, May
it be to us. one and all, as a so swhing halm
for hearts that grow sick and sore as the
yearsaoll on and the iron of sorrow enters
onr soul,  Oh! for the heart of a little
child to greet the glad New
delightful the zest with which the young
cnter upon a new era in lite<so be it with
us all - for why should the heart grow old »
There's nothing like the faith for Keeping
fresh and youug the tield of the soul, So
let nsall quicken our lagging SLePS < press

onward to the goal, almost in sight for !
some of us, Heaven is so near, and its

pathways of earth are wot all throngh the
sandy desert, or the treeless plain, 8o
nany suffer their eourage to waver and
their buoyaney to die out beeanse of an

overstrained vision which will sight the |

coming storm, overlooking in their oager-
ness the patehes of bright blne in the sky
overhiead.  Why not deccive one’s self into
spreading them out tar and wide. Why
not let the delusion be on the side of a

| bright untaltering hope,

ssoft, gentle and low,™ even as

car,  How |
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We all hegin the
Cyear with new resolutions - not a score of
them,  Experience has taught us that “tis
well to be very chary of those promises
made in the heat of a sunny day,  No,
let them be passing few, but oh ! let us
Cwrite ingreat ronnd characterss  § il take
Bt of hope ! *Tis the sore pressing need
of our day and our souls, ©Oh! for a St,
FFraneis de Sales to come among us who

need him as mueh as those of Geneva,
i Whom he saved from the perils of heresy,
Clow spirits, and disloyal views of God, and
faint relianee on that Providence, devotion
to which we would do well to cultivate,
UThese are the evils of well-meaning souls,
These are the wounds of which our dear
Lord complained that He received them in
the house of His triends,
*Wihat 1 do but tthee Lord 3

ek Shk: o : ¥
A 1 mn 1 t wabishied
Boncath tinnal fear,*

There 1s no alternative,  We are in Ilis
hands~the dear Baby  hands  that are
,stretehed ont to us now at the heginning of
another year,  Why not yield to His infant
s wiles 5o Tull of a winning lovey  Surely
there is nothing in the sweet Babe of
Bethlehemw to intimidate the faintest heart.,
And et us strive to keep Him as the
Infant God, whose eyes speak only low,
it whose heart knows only tenderness, who
beekous us to come nigh to His Mother
Mary and ours,  Why, near Iis erib we
way  osport with  Him  in the  sweet
familiavities of a childish love,  Mary will
cgive Him to us when our hearts plead for
Him, because they are eold.  With Him
comes delicious warmth and sweet rest,
So et us press Him elose to our breasts, this
darling of Mary's heart, dear Brother of
our souls,  Let the year 95 know no
thought of Him save that of a childish
confidence, an  abounding trust, an  all
embracing hope,  Hope !~ Let our every
prayer be for it. Why distrust Him who
fairly yearns to do us good*  What a joy it
is to trust those we love, and our hearts
g out to those who contfide in us poor,
weak., helpless ereatures as we are. What
then shall we say of our dear Lord #
Words are empty things, let our hearts
speak in the one silent strain, * In thee
have 1 hoped, let me not be eontounded
| forever.™  And now before the Lunps are
lighted, and we leave this fiest * Twilight




