A New Year's Message.

What mean these bells resounding
now afar ‘“o’er ocean’s wave-
beat shore?” .
“The old year's dead! The new year's
born!” they say; but carry, fur-

This greater message to each soul.
“Eternity is drawing nigh.
Thus speak these clamoring tonguss

iron whose music floats thro
earth and sky.

[hey ring a year’s march toward %>
sunset at the close of life’s fa»

day;

Another year’s march toward that
City where all burdens down
we lay; §

tas

tha

toward
of

Aucther year's march
glories
blest;’”_
Another yen\\\msrch toward the man-

in the ‘haven

here the weary are at |

!

sions
rest.”

‘We may stand on ah’s mountain,
if we climb from vales below,

Breathe the atmosphere of angels,
more of peace and heaven know,

Far upon the heights of Nebo we may
see the self-life die,

And go forth to holier living as éter-
nity draws nigh.

Standing there upon the summit as
the Old Year flits away,

We may see unfold before us dawn-
tints of th’ eternal day; »
While from mystic future ages, In a
strain that ne’er shall cease,
Float s auing
songs of peace.

5 3y —Zi{xn's Herald.
— —t,———

NEW YEAR'S EVE.

Into the merriment of New Year's
Eve, as in all hours of aurrom‘lv_r to _tlr*
impulse for pleasure and diversion,
there come unbidden those sober second
thoughts which wait on the Knies(,_nw-
ments and are guests at every festival.

The fire that smoulders on the hearth
at midnight when the bells are ringing
jn the New Year know many lonely
figures, brooding over the ravages of

dime has made in the fair estate of life,
and counting all that has vanished as
Yost. If it were true that time waits
anxiously on happiness, and, when it
approach consummate hour, men

ight i feel as some of their remote

oc tors felt, thit the gods are jealous
¢ human joy, and that a deep and ter-
Sle irony underlies life and makes us
e sport of the higher powers.

There is but one refuge against the

dness which the years inevitably

ing, and that is the deep and abiding
nsciousness that all life is one, and
at in the invisible mansions in which
the spirits of men have their home
there is greater safety than in the fort-
yesses of stone they have often built
protect. their bodies. Those whom

e love go from room to room, and we
;:main before the dying fire and mourn
@s if they had gone out of the house in-
stead of passing into another of its
many chambers. We miss not only dear

\hces and familiar voices, but places

nd conditions and things to which we
ave grown used during happy years,

d are burdened with a sense of im-
poverishment because changes are
gwrought in our surroundings; and we
forget that immortality is in us, not
in the things about us, and that when
they have served their purpose of sus-
taining, nourishing, helping us, that
which was enduring in them has al be-
come our beyond the touch of time or
change.

Theré comes a time for us all when we
begin to take down the familiar things
we have brought about us at the inn
wher¢ we have tarried, and to give
thew to those who have made our stay
pleasant or profitable; when energy
,lukens and the. passion for "X['I'V‘ﬂiin;l
in some kind of activity gives place to
the desire to meditate on what we have
done that we may understand it; when,
as Emerson says,

“As the bird trims her to the gale,

I trim myself to the storm of time,
I man the rudder, reef the sail,

Obey the voice at eve obeyed in prime:

‘Lowly faithful, banish fear,

Right onward drive unharmed:

The port, well worth the oruise, is near,
And every wave is charmed.’”

These partings would be heartbreak-
ing if they were the farewells of thoso
who were never t¢ meet agmin. But
they are charged with no note o
tragedy, however sad they are at the
moment; they are spoken at door of
the inn, between those who go aud
those who remain a little longer be-
fore they too journey on to the same
country. The world is full of the part-
ings of ways that, through vast ecir-
cuits, converge again; of the separations
of those who go by many roads o the
same home.

And as the strength fails and the
senses lose their keenness and the
;mthm of physical age touches life with
ts peculiar sadness, there comes also
the great hope of passing, not out of a
strong house into a lonely waste, but
out of a little room into the freedom of
that home the happiness of which “eye
hath not seen, or ear heard;” for as the
house of the body decays, the spirit,
which has found refuge in it for a brief
ip on its journey, emerges into the

of God’s perpetual presence,
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A Night Sce

It was in the beginning of the new
vear (in a villag> of Yorkshire, Eng-
land), when the weather was very
cold; it neither froze nor did it thaw,
but between the two—it was damp
and cold, penetrating to the very
bone; even to those who had ca¥ypet-
ed rooms, large fires on the hearth,
and were warmly clad. It was on
such a night that the little children,
seven in number, of a weaver of the
name of David Baird, were huddled
together in a small room, beside a
very small fire, which was burning
very comfortlessly A baby lay in
a wooden cradle in one corner of the
hearth. The fire gave a little light,
because it had boiled an iron pot
full of potatoes, but it gave no cheer-
fulness to the room. The mother had
divided the evening meal—a few po-
tatoes—to each ome, and then she
sat down by a table, lighted a farth-
ing candle and was preparing to dé
some little piece of work for the
house.

“Can 1 start the fire?"”
dith, the second girl

“Fourteen pence’" replied the
er, “it is a splendid fire! You
Dame Grundy, who lives
and her grandchild have gone to
because they have none at all!’

“I would like to have more salt on

7 potatoes,”” said little Bessie; “may

e some more, mother?”

‘There is no more, child,”
plied; “the last was put in

“Oh, dear,” called out
eph, “‘my feet are so bad
not seem to be better;
hurt them with holly.”

“Poor dear!” sighes the mother,

sighed Ju-

moth-
know

she re-
the pot.”
little
Thex
mother

do
1

e |

} wish you had better ones.”

“There’'s a pair,”’ called out Joseph
briskly at Tommy Nix, “one’s for only
fourteen-pence

“Fourteen pence?’’
er, ““it would take
us to get that sum

“Matthew Willig,”” called out Jos-
yph, “begged a pair of nice warm
boots.”

“We will never beg,” said the
mother, “if we can help it; but let me
see your shoes?” and Joseph put un
one of his f{rost-bitten feet on his
mother’s knee.”

‘‘Bless thee,. my dear boy,” said
the mother, *“‘thou shall not go to
work again until the weather becomes
warm.”’

‘“Mother,” called out little Susie
“May 1 have some more potatoes?

“There is .no more,”” she replied,
“but I have a large loaf yet.”

““Oh dear, oh dear, how nice,”
ed out the children,
hands.

““And give Joseph the bottom crust,”
said one of them, “because he has
frost-bitten feet.”

“And give me a large piece,”
Susie, folding out a fat hand.

The mother portioned out the loaf,
setting aside a large piece for her
husband, and presently he arrives.

“It rains, and is verv cold,” said
he, with a shiver.

“Please God,” said the mother, “it
will be warmer after the rain.”

Baird was a very tall and thin man,
with a very uneasy look—not that he
had any new cause for being that
way—his wages were nct lowered, hjs
working hours had not been increas-
ed. nor had he any disturbance with
his master, but the life of any poor
man is a very uneasy one—a life
care,” weariness and never-ending
struggling. No wonder, then, if his
face had a joyless look. The children
made room for their father, sp that he
could go to the fire; Susie and Ed-
ward placed themselves between his
knees, and his wife handed him his

replied th moth-
a long time for

call-
clapping their

said

sitting on a box, engaged in i

a squirrel with the portion of

her mother had given her; she was
very happy ‘and kissed the i
many times. Judith was si

supper. May, the eldest girl, was'

7

“No.”
no one will.”

“Tney will not, now,” said
vounger David. “for it is three montk
since we found it.”

“You might sell it for half-a-crown,’
said the father

replied Mary; “and I hope

Mary was frightened and held the |
| squirrel to her bosom

“Joseph’s feet are bad
marked the mother
“And the doctor's bill has
been paid,” said the father— aix
seventeen and six pence.”
“That is more money than we eafn
a week,” replied the mother
“l always take the back lane,
avoid passing his door,” said
father; and he
it several time:
“We will pay
said the wife, hopefally,
coals are raised in price and
will rize also before the week is
“Lord, help us!” exclaimed
father, internally
“May!” cried the
the other candle,”
had been using burnt
socket and went out
“There is none!” replied Mary, ©
burnt out the other the last nigh
“Have you a farthing, David: %}
asked the wife
“Not one,”” he replied, hs«’hl)\
Nor have we one in the house,
said the wife; “I paid all the money
we had for bread
“Stir up the fire!”
David
“A-(i 2®
raised.”
“Lord. help us!" again said David
some of the chiidren began to
cough
“Those children’s coughs are no
better,”” remarked the father. wvery
impatientrl. And the baby awakened,
and so did Bessie, whe had fallen a-
sleep on the floor, unobserved. crring

very

in

summer,”
“but now
breaa
at
the

it in the

mother, “bring
the one they

out to the

as

then exclaimei

said the wife; “coals are

and

e g

A Sgory for New Year’s

“I am so cold, mother dear,
so cold.

i‘d'.

| 30 1o bed

| mother, up 3

i hing, and put your
on the bed 1o keep you warm

Mary went into a little dark ck
bed her

re- | D

never : ¢
ut

ought of them a
iness and care, like himself. He
i very
to ery.

asked me aboat |

length of thee-
¢ up above wan:
eer up’ This is the

for all time T uy
m should want for

last hour ar

fire—the last

for candle-light
squirrel, Marry' Bessie,

have plenty of blankets to warm
| That doctor’s bill will be paid,

{ David, thou shalt m« ulk by
| ways, or through lanes to avoid the
infortunate creditor Joseph, thou
shalt tarm the wheel no longe Thy
feet all get well, clad in woollen
stockin and wagm shoes at five
shilling= the pair, You
want salt to your pot
Susie again be short
Bat of all this, good peonle,
nothing; and you ho
comfortless and know nothine about
the relief, and such a splendid ome,
too, that evem mow is - approaching
your door.

Cry little baby. as thou wilt: murse
your poor frost-bitiem feet Joseph. by
the fire: muse in sadness om thy pover
David Baind vet a few moments lowm
ger: it cammeot vou amy harm, for |
the good mews j= evem mow turmimy the
cormer of the street. t

of

et

ix

Ruock, knoek. kmock! Day started
i mood.
one is at the door,” said
and little David jumped up.
it is our neighbor, Mrs
to borrow e meal, you can
er a cupful.” said the mother.
the knocking continued. Up rose David
Baind, and thinking of the doetor’s bill,
opened the door very reluctantly
Are you David Baird?” asked the let-
carrier. whe had Knocked.
I am.” said David.”
This. then, is for you; and
twenty-two pence to pay om it
forth a large letter
ks it a summons™" cried the wife. n
dismay: “for what is David Baird sum
and she
e baby in b

Woed.

as

te

i
holdang

rushed to the
arms.
“It = no summons,’
“but a money letter
“It is mot for
glad to escape
twenty pence.

" replied the
I think.”
said David, half

the two and

me.”
paying
nct David Baird,

" said
“Then,”

David

continued the

wmey at the post-office.”

~Twenty
ashamed to copfess his powerty

“Ume s<hilling and ten pence.”

. good man”

“Light a candle,” said the
rier, coming into the house
up what you Kave.”

letter-car

Duvid was pushed to the extren

“We bave nome” said he; we
not money to buy a candle!™

“Lord bless me'™ exelaimed the letter
carrier and gave David the younger four
E'lyv to buy § half a pound. David and
bis wife were im a state of perplexity:
and the letter man shook the wet from
his cap. Im a few moments the

have

cand'es
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ME REFLECTIONS FOR
THE NEW YEAR

but only few get them.

fortune with a smile is t
fortune mever smiles Back.

say.

into them,

plea for forgivemess.
The longest
. relief —William Rowley.

know no fear.—Philip M

All men may have equal rights,

The tronble about greeting mis-
hat mis

Some people spend all their lives
saying the things they regret amd,
regretting the things they didmt

If you wamt your good rescim-
tions to last put some backbome

Don’t turm away from a human
sorrow finds at last

© He that kmows mo guilt csm

There will be 33 pay days
1908, but there will be 53 boa
bills, and there is a Food Trest.

Youmg women who are im love
with youmg mem who:wom pro-
pose will mow be im a position to
end their suspemse.

For 2 mam to exert his power im
doing good so far as he cam is 2
most glonious task —Sophocles.

Human life is a thing of solemm

importamce, and it makes a wom-
“| derful differemce how we live if.
Lived im ome way, it is a hateful
failare; lived im amother. it may
be & most beautiful soocess.

Doa't turm away from the path
of duty becamse the electric inght
of pleasure seems to bave beem
cat off.

m
rd | mot
the

st

the

How a little love and comversa-
- 1 " L

The sup
placity.— Losgfellow.

2

tion impr
Farqubar.

Take time by the forelock —
Swifit.

and the happiness they
selves.

All seienee begins im wonder and
ends im womder, but the first is

that of adoration.—Coleridge.
Without hard work and earmest-

True happimess (says Seott) is

the gentle growth of earth,
toil is fruitless if yow seek it

here.

Wherever the search after truth
begims. there life begins.
ever that
ceases.—Ruskin.

All our wants
which a very moderate im' will
{suppiy are purely imsagima:

Wher-

_v-nb ceases, life

beyomd those

The double reward of kind words

ke happimess they cause others
!‘“Kv our-

wonder of ignorance. the last

all that is best im the
perishes. We cannot evem

Eave a proper game wiihout emrn-
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_Happy New Year to All

there is |

door |t

man, |

e |

lester-carrier, |
ay me the twenty-two pence: and if |
s mot right, they will return yon the |

two penge!” repeated David, |

said |
e wife: “we have not so much money

fcame and the letter was put into David’s
| hands.
| “Open it, can’'t you?” said the letter-
! man,”

“Is it fd¥ me?!”

again inquired Da

'
" replied the other impatien
fuss is here about opening

this!™

bi

exclaimed David, tak-
ing out for one hundred pounds.
“Oh!”

| should no

be for us!
David.” And he
You, David
. and son of the
oi Marden-on-Wear, lineal descendant of
| Sir David Baird, of Monkshaughton Cas
I ounty of York heir of
Baird. of Monkshaughton

but read the let-
read it.
Baird.

weaver, of

and sole
er

aforesaid,

| to meet Mr. Den

| a5 soon after the re¢
will be

| b vour family

trave

will receive

solicitor, at
eipt of this as pos
necessary you to
with you: and to cov-
ther expenses,

bill for one hun
) at sight.

honor to be, eir,

servamt,
I. Smith,

for

your
humble
for . Mr. Dennis.”

“Sure enough.” said David,
Jaird, of Marden-on-Wear, was my fa-
‘Oh. oh, oh!™ chuckled out little Da-
tundred pounds and a castle!”
“Heaven praised,” ejaculated the
while she hugged the baby in her

L contimued David, “the great
David Baird was our ancestor, but
wver looked for anything from that
letter is for’ you?!” asked
Please
for
sitated

Heaven, to make us

he, “you want the

said
call

the letter-carrier,
for that to-morrow.”
“Bolt the door, wif said David, as
, she shut the door after the man; “this
| money requires safe keeping.
! “Mmnd the fire!” said the mother;
| her son David put on a shovelful
rcoal, and stirred out the ashes.

“Kiss me, my children!” exclaimed
the father, with emotion; “Kiss me,
| and bless God, for we shall never want
| bread again!”

“is the house on fire¥” screamed)
Mary, at the top of the stairs, “for
there is such a blaze!”

“We are burning a mould candle!”
said Judith, “and nave such a big fire!”

“Come here, Mary,” said the father;
| and Mary shd downstairs, wrapped in
an old croak.
| “Father's a rich man, we're all rich—
and shall live in a grand castle!” laugh-
ed out young Pavia.

“We shall have coats and blankets,
and stoesings and shoes!” cried Joseph
all alert, yet stiil remembering his poor
ixost-bitten. feet.

“We shall have roast beef ,and plum-
pudding,” said Susan. “We shall have
rice pudding every day,” cried Neddy.
“And let me have-a:horse; father,” said
young David.' : :

Dayid Baird was again distracted;
but _mow different in nis feelings. He
could have done a thousand extravagant
things; he could have laughed, eried,
sung, leaped about, nay rolled on the
floor, for joy; but he did none of these
things—he sat calm, and looked almost
grave. At léngth he said:

“Wife, srend thé children to bed, and
et us talk over ‘this"good fortune to-
gether.” '

“You shall all' have your y
clothes on to-morrow,” said the happy
mother, as she sent them rs. 1o

going
out, “I'l

and
of

i
|

|

BY THE LATE MAl By
S voloe of the New
bl;:ln,:: :::" o'er the snowtields white
An angel hovers above iue, 2
Poised as for upward flight.
And hark! througn the :ownlz
His song floats down d
! | ;Bm come to take back to the muru“»
Whet the Old Year heth qinn to :

silence

My heart we heavy, though softly
;- -uowﬂ:ku the galm words fall,
1 have so Mttle to offer 5
In response to the loving call;
No gems from the mind's deep caverns,
No mighty boulder roll
From the path of truth, no message
On the future to be enecrolled.
Only a tiny pebble .
Brushed from a dear one's road,
A whispered word of comfort,
A sharing of the load; 2
T longing "
A look with the love firea wi
A flower of hope that blossomed
In the heart of a raging storm.

Theee are ull that I bhave to offer
To the mighty Lord of Love,
And, with sorrowful eyes, I abow them
To his angel hovering above.
But lo! as I gaze on the angel,
In those eyes that are bent on mine
I sea neither scorn nor pity,
But an infinite gladness shine.

And the song grows strangely tender:
. O foolish child and blind!
Thick'st thou tbat the alwise Father
Cares more for gems of the mind,
For the mighty bowlder, the message
That the future is to enscroll,
Than He does for the word of comfort
To a struggling, weary soul?
“Nay! ratber—though these most
precions—
"Tis the offering such as thine
That awakened the wonderous lovelight
In the depths of eyes devine.
The sharing of dally burdens,
With their wearisome fret and smart,
The bleesed everyday service
Ofa faitl tul loving heart.”
—————————

To My Old Calendar.

BY SERINA CLARKE.
No friend has proved more faithtul
Jou,
My old year's calendar;
You've been so loyal, and stanch, and true,
My plain old calendar!

re

than

| January dawned with the year all aglow,

February gleamed with its meftie.of snow,
The March winds did not forget to Diow;
Did they, old calendar?

| More days you have given of joy than paim,

ne in a Poor Man’s House

Good old year's oalendar;

| Would you care to live them over again?

Would you, old calendar?
April failed not with its gentle showers,
May followed blushing . with buds
floweras,
Then June's dreamy days and sunny hours.
O kind old calendar!

and

You've been a true and trusty guide
All the year, calendar;
"Tis with a pang 1 lay you aside,
Dear old year's calendar!
July came with buzz and drone of bees,
August bore thoughts of comfort and ease,

| September the cool and refreshing breeze’

Growing old calendar!

| A new year is coming with stately tread,

Poor old yeacr's calendar;
You? hours, and days, and seasons have
roec
Farewell, old calendar;
October’'s days were tinted with gold,

| November's bleesings were manifold,
{ December is here—dying—is cold!

ed the wife, “if after all it |

late David Baird, |

lately deceased, are requested |

York, |

Good-bye, old calendar!

Watch-Night Parties

World.

Round the

The whole world watches the . New
Year in. The customs and environment
of the globe’s belt lihe of watch-night
companies are @s varied and diverse as
are national™¢haracteristics and envir-
onment,

In Germany New Year's Eve is called

| “Der Sylvester Abend” (“St. Syivester's
i Der Sylvester,) for it is.not considered

you |

unbecoming for the young people to

{ make merry, the event in more serious
| households takes on a religious aspect.

During the evening there is prayer at

| the family altar. At midnight the watch-

“David |

man of the church tower blows his horn
amnouncing the birth of the New Year.
There unique form of the custom

{of watching the Old Year out and the

as he hopped about behind the group |

New Year in which prevails in Scot-
land. Large companies assemble in
may Scottish hoyseholds; and, as the
clock strikes—the/magical hour of twelve,
converting the old into the new, friend
greets friend and wishes him a “gude

New Year and mony o' them!™ Then

| the door is unbarred to let the Old Year

out and the New Year in, while the men
guests go out to call on their acquain
tances and to give them the “first foot.”

| Lovers take the opportumity to call up-

said David, seriously; |

in
in

custom

adopted

This
has been

on their sweethearts.
modified forms
other lands.

A pretty Russian family ceremony is
that which signalizes the New Year's
advent. At midnight each member of
the Russian household salute every other
member with a kiss, beginning with the
head of the house, and then they retire
after gravely wishing one another a hap-
py New Year.

The Old and the New.

ALBERT BIGELOW PAINE
The New Year came to the Old Year's doog,
Wheu the sands were wasting thin;
And the frost lay white oa (3 Old Years

thatch
And bis band grew chill as he slipped the
latch 2
To let the New Year in.

And the New Year perched in the Old Year's
chair,
Apnd warmed by the Old Year's fire;
And the Old Year watched him with wist-
ful Zaze
As he stretched his fading
blaze,
And cinders of dead desire.

hand to the

And the Old Year prated as Old Years wil],
Of summer and vanished spring; g
And then of the future, with grave advice,+~
Of love and sorrow and sacrifice, *
‘That the seasons’ round would bring.

And the New Year listened, and warmed his
eart, i
In the bloom of the Old Year's past; i
But he gave no heed to the thorns that lay
In the bud and blow of a coming day,
And nodding, he dreamed at last.

i

The New Year came to the Old Year's di n
And warmed in the Old Year's chllr;m

And the Old Year talked t
pihoed till the New Ye-.y

Then forth in the night he soft
th

1 ped, *
And left the New Year i 3

ere.
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BEGGAR PROVED A THIEF. &

How a Listening London Woman L.:t
Her Purse. y
it S
ng ue methods of
FEaat inct might, when ‘




