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PLEASANT HOURS.

A Now Year's Dialoguo.
JLARRY,
Loto from tho north tho wild wind blows;
1t swoops tho bluo sky elear,
And parts, amid the drifting snows,
'l'h% path of the Now Year—
The glad New Year that always brings
So many bright, delightful things~
Guay holidays and merry plays,
And loving wishes from our friends.
A Happy New Year™ let us make,
And keep it * happy " till it ends,
By trying overy duy to geo
What good, good children wo can be.

KATY,
Last year, when suything went wrong,
I usud to fret the vhole day long,
Aud sumetimes sob and ory aloud,
Dk looking us a thunder Jdoud;
But even in a gloomy place
I now must keep a sunny face,
For all this year T mcan to soo
How bright wnd cheerful I can be.

MARY.

Last year the flitting butterfly

Wus not so idle as was I 5

1 liked my sports and frolic well,

But wquld not learn to read and spedl;
Now I must change my ways at once,
Or I ghall surely bo u dunce,

This glud New Year that has hegun
Must leave me wiser whoa ‘tis doue

JASES,

Last ycar my temper was so quick
My angry words came fast and thick,
And brothas ‘Pom 1'd seold sud strike
When he did what 1 did not like.
Tamsary! Toving woids

Are sweeter than the song of birds;
And all this year [ mean to seo

1f I & gentlo child can be.

ALL. (Four or more. )
The past i3 past; tho year is new;
We will be patient, brave and true;
When we are bidden, quick to mind ;
Unselfish, courteous and kind ;
And try in overy place to ace
What good, good children we can bo.

— Marian Douglas.

A NEW YEAR'S GIFT.
It snowed. O, how it snowed!
And it was New Year's morning.
Kate and Nollie sat by their little
conl fire in u small attic chawber, at
the village hotel, very sad and deso-
lnte; for this New Year’s snow fell
upon their mother™ newly made grave,
Trey were all alone; for their father
died when Nellic was a baby, aud
their mother had kept a little school,
and carned enough to support them,
till her health failed; and then she
started with them for the grandiather’s
homeo in a distant State. During the
journey she became more ill, aud had
suddenly died in a villag- on the way,
leaving thelittle girls among stvaners.
Nellie looked out of the window at
the storm, und then at a Christuias
wreath that hung on the sash,

and

sid: “Xatie, nobody gives us any
New Year’s presents this year; and

we've nothing to give, and: nobody to
give it to. Let’s ask God to.send; us
ong, and we van carry this wreath to
mama.”

Then the littlo girls said: the prayer
their mother had taaght them, and
Nellic added : “Tleaso send.us o Nyw
Year's pregsent;” avd they, wrapped

thomselves in their worn clothing, and

W b started out in the storm to the grave-

yard whero their mother was buried,
The storm was more severe than they
had supposed ; and theughtful, unsel-
fish Kutio took off' some ot her own
wrappings and  put them around
Nellie,  They clasped their littlo
hands together about the umbrella-
stafl, and struggled towards mamma’s
resting-place.  Katie was chilled with
the cold, snd, realizing their sud
loneliness, was almost discouraged ;
but Nellie Letieved some way they
would find their New Year’s gift
when they came to where mumme was.
Poor little girls!

But the New Year's Day, which
brings so many blessings to bestow all
around the world, had a glad surprise
for them too.  The sleigh-bells rang
merrily, and a handsome pony, driven
by an elderly man wrapped in buflule
robes, came up the cemetery road.

“ Little girls, called the man, “are
you Katie and Nellie?” and waiting
ouly tocateh the weary Jook in Katie's
eves, and the impeful one on Nellies
face, he caught them in his arms, and,
wrapping them warm in the buflilo
robes, placed them in the sleigh, say-
ing: “ Don't say a word. T am your
grandfather. Weo will be introduced
by-and-by. I cumo as soon as I knew
about it;” and then wiping aw y the
tear that was freezing on his heck,
he tenderly laid the faded Chnistmas
wreath o the snow-covered grave, by
which the little girls had been
standing.

“You are the New Year’s gift God
has sent us,” said Nellie. ¢ I knew if
we came here, we should find it ; for
mamma always ade things happy
for us.”

Many New Years came with their
blessings, and old ones laden with
happiness joined the train of thoe past;
and Katie and Nellie rejoiced in their
good fortune, but never forgot to be
thankful for the New Year that
vrought to them thewr dear grand-
father, with home and comforts ; and
so kind and loving have the httle girls
Leen that the old grandfuthor often
says he found the brightest sunshine
of his hfe in that New Year's snow-
storm.

HEROIC.

In the great square in The Hague,
Hollawd, culled the Plein, 13 the statue
of Wilham the Silent, erceted in 1545,
“by the grateful peoplo to the father
of their fatherland.”

Ho was a king who lived for the
people, his country, and his God, atd
his death has been compared t that
of our own Lincoln. The assassin was
a man named Balthazer Gerard, wheo
frlsely represented himself to bo a
Fronch Protestant exiled for his re
Jigion.

Puihp TI. had offored twenty.sve
thousaud crowns of gold to nny one
who would murder the prince, aud the
friends of the latter had bogged him to
take measures for sclf-protection, but
his answer always was: ¢ My years aro
in the hands of God.”

] ccss.

The princo took Balthazer into his
service, and at the time he was mur-
dered he was living at the convent of
St. Agatha at Delft, a building which
is still standing.

Juno 10th, 1584, William was de-
scending the staircase to dinner with
his daughter, Louise de Coligny, on
his arm, when Balthazer met them
with his passport in his hand, which he
asked the prince to sign. Ho was com-
munded to return later.

At dinnor the princes inquired who
that young man was who had spoken
to them, and that his expression was
the most terrible she had over seen.
The 2ssassin was at that time in wait-
ing in a dark corner for his victim,

At this fatal hour the king left the
table, and approuched the staircase,
where the assassin was hidden in a re-
The nssussin fired. 'The king
staggered. 1le knew that he was
murtelly wounded, but the thought of
hishid beeame the thought of his death.
He bud but a minute to speak, and his
thought rose sublime in prayer: ¢ God
huve mercy upon my poor people.”

They were Lue Silent’s last words.
‘The years have answered the prayer.
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SEEKING STRENGTH

DountLiss most young renders have
heard of Gustavus Adolphus, the great
and famous king of Sweden.

Well, one day, he was sitting quietly
by himself, reading a book, in which
he was appassmtly much interested.
It was the Bible. One of his officors
tinding him thus, looked with surprise
at the volume in his 1ouster’s hand.
Perhaps his asteunishment was in.
creaserd when the king said, quietly :

“Y amn seoking strength aguinst
temptation.”

There are some more words which
Gustavus added, preserved for us by
history, but theso are the ones which
I want to fix in your mwinds. “Jam
seeking strength against temptation.”
Whore was he secking itt In the
Bible.

This story of Gustavus reminds us
of another mighty king, who lived
many hundred years before—royul
David. Do you reinember what he
says in Psalm exix.?  “Thy word have
T hid in mine heart, that I might uot
sin aguinst thee.”

Now, dear children, will you learn a
lesson from these kings $

Do you really wanv to follow the
Lord Jesus, but find tempztation comes
to you, perhaps, every hour?t * Waell,
I think tho best way to meot it
i3 just to get your mind and heart
tilled with his words, eavnestly asiking
him te help you to obey them.

Then if, for exawple, you feel
tempted to be solfish or cross, recall
lns dircct commandment: “That yo
love one another, even. as I bavo loved
you.”

So will yon have his word hid in
your heart, tkat you may not sin

' thing every time you do unything.

Up tho Hill.

Ur a steep and rocky hillside

Chitubed a httle child one day,
Heulliss of all stones and briers,

Hastening, panting ull the way ;
Hair all iy ng in the breezes,

On she went with chieeks aglow,
Though her tiny feet wero weary,

And her steps beeame wore slow 3
But sho never faltered tll sho

Reached tho summit, then stood still,
And with childhood’s joyous laughter,
Shouted, *“ I un up the hill 1"

Backward through the misty shadows
Of the years thut sinco have flown,
Cames that eclio to my fanuy
Liko some long forgotton tone.
I can almost feel the bounding
Of that baby heart sgain,
As the world luy stretched before me
In that long ugo.  Since then
I have climbed another hillside,
And am toiling upward still,
And the evening shades as ever
Find me climbing up the hill.

But this hill scems so much longer,
And the way sometimes so steep,

That "tis hiard to keop the pathway,
And to shun its pitfalls deep.

Then tho briers on life’s journey,
Harder are to thrast aside,

Aund most all that early coumge,
With that {resh young hope has died.

Many of the deurly loved ones
Now are lying cold and still,

And havo left me sad and lonely,
Slowly climbing up the hill.

But the summit of life's mountain
Must be very near to me,
And I kuow when I hiavo finished
All my climbing, I shall sce
That if ofttimes I have laboured !
When 1 fain would stop and rest,
It had made that rest but ewecter—
For the Father knowest best,
And perhaps ere long—who knowath 27—
I may cry out with » thrill
Of that same old joyour rapture,
¢ ] am safely up she bill3”
—Selected.

SAM JONES' APHORISMS.

No man can be religious in any-
thing unless he is religious in every-
thing.

‘This te.m boly boliness—if you put
o “w" before it you will get. the best |
idea of holiness you ever had.

Show me a Church that does not
believe in revivals and I will show you
a Church that looks like an abandoned
cemetery.

Stagnation is the last stativn this
sido of dammation.

It is an abuormal state of thing
that nnkes revivals necessary.,

Religion is loyalty to God, and the
right holiness is a hundred cents in
the dollar. Tt is doing the square

Tun is the next best thing to re-
ligion.

Character is builded by living in
perfoct harmony with God.  Religion
is harmony. Religion is the sctting
of the ten commandments to music in
your soul.

It is mighty hard to talk sense for
a whole hour and not bore some green-
horn,

It takes less sense to criticize than
it docs to do anything else in the
world.

I am sorry for n fellow when he is

ageinst him.

nothing else but a preacher. e
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