ally, DAKLINGS QUESTIONS.
)
g::‘ g=Rk Joes the Old Year go, mamms,
<ing hen it has d away?
as a zood Old Year,
saij] Hwish;thet it could stay.
il 150 U8 apring and summer,
sy Foe winter and tho fall;
, ! rought us baby sister,
b 8 :gat was best of all.
::;_\ here does the Old Year go, mamma ?
 eannot underatand.” "
f3 . vo, it goes do join'the years
_1;,1: Talo f_olded in God’s hand.”
zn. Wom where will come the New Year

ave . When the good Old Year is dead ¢
¥bw all my birds and all my flowers
God| With the Old Year have fled.

il
v: }o not think that I shall love
3 2 This New Year at all"”

*¥4s, dear, i, too, will bring the spring,
. The summer and the fall.”

MW here will it come from, memma ?
- I do not understana.”
Itcomes from where all coming

years
- Are hidden in God’s hand.”

1 FATHER'S LETTER.

TREAD ib, Mrankis doar,” and the pale
er laid back her head against the
¢ pllow and folded her hands to listen.
¥ather had been gone from his home
'four months, He was in Colorado,
reds of miles awey, seeking business
b that new country, and hoped soon to
we back for his wife and little boy. He
§ sure the change would restore his
Fify's health, though she feared she would
ever be any better.
eniy Fyank was their only child, and & good-
sired, obedient, pleasant boy he was
- %You have only to look into his face to
3 3hat Frank Harmon is a good boy,’
layt““ tman would eay, he always met him
ing ith such & pleasant smile when he took
cel p0# Woekly letter from the mail-carrier
For/ Mr. Harmon wrote a letter to them
rery week. Just as regularly as Wed-
ay worning came, came papa’s letter
etimes it arrived just bofore break-
fand sometimes just after, but mother
y, #od son always calculated on it asa part,
m'n’“.-‘;it‘h.e besb parb of their breakfast And
Trenkie always was allowed the pleasure
He g _bpening the letter and reading it to

was New Year's morning and the
's whistle was sounding in the

slrvet.

1 gness that's & letter from papa; run,
all kie”
aldt, ay
:m ¥ But papa meant that we should get it

‘'od New Year's day for a surpriss, I'm sure,”

284 mamma.
., Xrue enough, and the lotler was donbly
iy pedeious as & New Year's gift.
“With you a happy Ner

- *Whg, no, mamma, how can it be? It's

(R J

wb

HAPPY DAYS.

N ———

shouted Fraokic, as he upenod tho duur
and received the letter.

“ Wish you a great many, my guod Lttle
lad,” roturned tho postman. Tho next mo-
mont the letter was opened and he was
reading it. B

“I'm writing this on Monday ovening,
so that you may get]it New erar'e dag,”
wrote father, “and I sond you a heart full
of good wishes. I hopo this will be the
best year wo have ever had,” and then ho
told them of a Sabbath-school meeting he
had just attended. " A proacher from

lond addressed us, and one thing he
eaid I must write you Frankie. Ho said
he blessed God that the new bonk about
to open for him in 1892 had $wo pages for
each day. One was for tho account of
each day's doings and the othor was biouwd
red, which blotted out all the sin. At
ight this leaf was turned uver on tho
other and left each day’s record ‘ under the
blood.”"

Mother and Frank talked it over and
concluded that this was the best part of
the letter.

*It is short and we can easily remember
it,” said mother; and Frank said he would
be glad to remsmber it, for sometimes the
thought of what he had done wrong dut-
ing the day “botbered him,” and made
him real unhappy.

*Through Jesus we can always keep our
record clean,” said mother, “and always
buve & §zoe, guiet consciencs,” and pho re-
peated a verse she loved to sing .

“ I struggled and wrestled to win it,
The blessing that setteth me frec

But when I had ceased from my strugg'es
His peace Jesus gave unto me.

The cross now covers my sins,
The past is under the blood ;
I'm trusting in Jesus for sll,
My will is the will of my God.”

] wish, my dear boy,” continued
mother, “that you might have this clean
heart, washed clean in the precious blood,
and the quiet conscience, free frown all
condemnation, for a New Year's gift to-
day from your Heavenly Father.”

Frankie wished it too, and I think he
asked for and received it We know there
is nothing the dear Heavenly Father so
loves to give.

THE NOSE ON CHARLIES FACE

“IF you don’t let me bounce it free more
times 1 won't pay wis you any more at all,
ever,” screamed a high little voice, in the
great wide hall at Clover Hill

“You've bounced i¢ lota uftener than the
rest of us, Charlie,” said a gentler voice,
“and every time we ask yca for it you say
‘just three more.” No, Louise, don't give
it to him, mother makes us all play fair”

“I won't pay wis you any more, never
any more, yut see,” cried Charlie, and shen
a nair of little heeled buuts cunld be heard

stamping up the wide stairway. Bub as
noboSy calied him o cume back, and
aud Louise secmed to be having a v

ery
» good time withuut bim, Charlic did not get

Eesie'
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any farther than tho firsh landing There
he stopped, pooping down a$ the merry
iittlo playors, and wishing bimaelf

o.

agE‘n(lhm-lie. what's happened Vo your nose?”
asked a voice from tho stair window Tho
listlo fellow started in surprise, be had not
known that mamma was soated there
reading.

| &onght I saw you cut is off jush
now,” said mamma.

“Fwat's tho matter wie my nose!"” b
said, giving the little pug nose a pull

Charlie forgos tho ball game and ran
across tho landing to lean sgainst mamma's
lap. “I npever tut my nose,” be pro-
teated. )

“When I was a littlo girl,” said mamma,

every time I pouted and wouldn't play
with the others, my old grandmother used
to tell mo I was cutting off a picce of wy
noso to spite my face. If that was really
80, Charles Metcalf Kelly, I know a ‘little
boy that wouldn't have any nose left at
all1”

Charlie hung his head and said nothing.
“ And if you keep cn behaving thin way
wy little son, you will lose something more
valuable than the nose on your face”

“ Fwat 1" asked Charlis in a depre-sed
tone.

«The favour of God, sud tho lovo of
your fellow men,” answered mamma.

1 am not sure that Charlie understood
muwna's answor, but it sounded as solemn
as a catechism question, and the vgly
temper was completely routed. Mamma
smi.ed with plensure to hear him call dowo
Le.weon the banisters, ~'Onire -Ews—I'n
twwmmin dJowa tu pay farr wie".a”

A LOST LIFE

A YOUNu mon was converted during an
iliness which proved fatal, though this was
not apprehended when he seemed to give
his heart to Christ.  When hia physician
snnounced an unfavourable chango in his
condition, he expressed entire rem%mtion.
nad among some other requests, asked his
friends to sing o hymn expressive of that
feeling. An howmr or two after, in the
stience of the room, he was heard to say,
“Lost, lost lost:’ This surprised his
mothor, and caused she immedinte inquiry :
“My sop, are your hopea feeble?"” “No,
mother; but oh, my losd lifetime! I'm
twenty four, and until & foew wesks since
nothing has been done for Christ, and
everything for myself and my pleasure.
My companions will think I've made a
profession in view of death. Oh, that I
could live to meet this remark, and do
something to show my sincerity, and to
redeem my lost, lost, loat life !”

A TOUCHING REPLY.

| A CHINESE converd being askod, “ Who
s the children's friecnd 1" mplied. * Theix
parents are their friends, their teachers are
theiz friends, Gud the Tather is $heir
lFriand, and the Holy Spirit to~, but I
» ¢hink Jesus Christ s their best Friond"




