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1883—MIDNIGHT—1884 8o to our fair Dominion we will still others die rather than yield.
FIHIME merrily, ye silver bells ! give our preference, our love, our Wo will learn much about

> Abn'gfn new year loyulty. For her prosperity we will thom as we journey on
A Doth now appear; still work and pray. In hér sports we Our slods aro like tobog-
g And h%‘}*ﬁ“}‘_e‘;‘ﬁ‘;k’;“"ﬁ I‘:':st’l?"m"’ fear 1 can find all the relaxation and enjoy- They aro about ten
X Though a memory last’ ment our physical natures require, and, oot long and eighteen inches

g Of sadly mu‘éled silver bells. ;l:atinf thgm lall, nox:; nge; us niocrﬁ wide.

B ine heerile va th and pleasure than those whi ) Of our Tndian runners it
| "(’,ﬁg"&.ﬂ,’gjglif’, bellst oan be enjoyed when the Frost King is indeed pleasant to speak.
< | Nor leave a dart i reigns and the snow covers the grouad. } Faithful indeod were their

t.\ ; Ranking in a careless, thoughtless heart ;! Look at our second Pictur& Thero is 1"
N %.f}{ 2 exg;;ggi?]gggt | sleigh-riding that is exciting enough §
-~ ~,-, In the years to come, oh silvery bells ! g f:o‘g;sﬁz?ﬁzg"g‘;::ﬁa%::gépgh:; :
E | e | 5asoosilyintbefnrmbeuinthe cariolo

-@WINTER IN THE NORTHLAND. o1 dog sled as that traveller ia.

E| BY REV. EGERTON RYERSON YOUNG ; ’lmt:e pi;fnr:h rzgresebx;t;; 8 \::lﬁtgl man
X 1 . . 1—1let us for the time m a
[ {lote Miosimary ot Neroay House, Keewolite) | iegionary—with his Tndian attendant
- f@o for g sleigh ride! Old winter jand dog trains leaving Norway House

| services rendered, and bright
f indeod are the memories of
their untiring devotion and-
constancy. When their feot
and ours were bloeding, and
3 nearly every footprint of our
K trail was marked with blood,
§ theircheerfulness never failed
g them, and their heart quailed
not. When supplies ran

ahort, and home and plenty
§ wero many days distant, can
I we over forget how, ere the
missionary was mede aware
of the emptiness of his pro-
vision bags, they so quietly
8 put themselves on quarter

rations that there might yet
§ be sufficient for full meals
Y for him? And then when
the long day's joorney of
perhaps gixty or eighty milea
was cnded, and we gathered
at our camp fire, with no
roof above us hnt the stars,
no friendly shelter within
E scores of miles of us, how
kindly, and with what rever-
ence avd reapect, did they
enter into the worship of the

great God who bad shielded
8 us from so many dangers,
and brought us to ¢*~¢ hour.
Bometimes they tried -~
patiencs, for they welo
buman, and 8o were wo; but
much wore frequently they
won our sdmiration by their
marvellous endurance, and
unerring skiil, and wirdom,
{ in trying hours, when bliz-
zards raged, and blinding
snowstorms oblitersted all
traces of the trail, and the
white man becams so con-

is coming again, and already | fora long trip on Lake Winnipeg. Let
the snow is falling like a great | us join them and see what an exciting
-y mantle of purity, making every- | time we will have,

:Mthing it touches look so bright and| Bat ere we start let us examine our
A leautiful, toutfit—our dogs, onr Indians, our
3 Howexhilaratingare ourwintersports, sleds and their loads. Did ever you
4 ind how glorious the fun! Whero i3 see such fiery-spirited dogs? they are
;g the boy who doea not welcome the first called the Erquimo or Huekie dog.
¥ mowstorm, as it comes pourinc
‘B lown its millions of glittering
B inow fiakes! hurting no one,
Wbtat beantifying everything it
F@louches, covering up the mud
M ind dust and dirt of the land,
R desdening the barsh sounds of
Wtho noisy streets, and acting as
‘B¥s wozderful incentive to inno-

ore joyously than they have g
i done for Jong months before,
8  The handsleds or toboggaus

‘Avusty retreats, and are quickly
Wt - into service along the J
MEbssten track, or down the §
o “oping bill.
3% Glorious Canada! land of §

tiopical lands, where the snow

@ iaver falls, and the cold bracing fused and sffectod by the
Mrr -never blows. Besutiful cold that he hardly was able
Wy bs your flowars, and gorge- to distinguish his right band
s thi plumage of your birds; CAMPING OUT IN THR NOBTH-WEST,—(Specimen of 280 cuts in * Matkodist Megasine” for 1884.) from hisleft. .
Mrweob may be the perfume of Picturezque was their cos-

SR our breexes, snd glorions your tropical T used them sltogether on my long it. Y have gone toanIndien's wigwam, tums, 8 in new leather suits, galy
z;'es‘w;buﬁthﬁ death-dealing pestilence, | winter journeys until I imported my ,and bave bought from bim a litter of adorned with bead or porcupine quilt
B2 s thouswnd forms, there Yorke, and | St. Bernards and Wewfoundlands. These puppics; thees I have taken to, my, work, by the skilfol band of bright-
- fﬁ;s;dxons fevers, Bt:‘.h 83 we nevgr:'ﬂ'eqmmo dogsare queer fellow-g. T!xen' , mission home, and, giving them abngh,eyed wife or mother, zhe; were on hand
aro ever doing their liomdlgndnmneo is qudmgl: tbgn- t.noksldance of food, bave brought them np in. to commen‘?e the l:lz;gugonr?ez;d And
B e, caon shimnnt ot o e e T e et e o e of e e e i e, wart * Dhascha:
a0y, saffron-skinned lot of people, 'their {hiovish propensitiss unconguer-, would not stay : A ! i
iﬁ;t;ut ambition, or courags, or enter-'able, It scoms to be their pature to;are eesily trained to the work, and:m ngez;, how rapid wes their pace, ()
ize ! stesl, and they never get the mastery of 'quickly submit to the harness, but and how marvollous was their ability 3
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PLEASANT HOURS.

to keep it up for many a long, long
day To the missionary they were
ovor loyal and true,  Looking over
nine years of faithful sorvice to him,
as he went up and down through the
dreary wastes preaching Jesus, often
where Hix name had never been heard
before, be cannot recall a single in-
stance of treachery or ingratitude. but
many of devoted attachment and un-
uelfish love. 8ome of them have since
finished the long journey, and have
entered in through the gate into the
colestinl city about which they loved
to hear us talk ar we clustered around
the camp fire. May we all get there
by-and-bye

Look at the pisture again. In the
distance you see the flagstaff, a portion
of the walls and a fow of the housetops
of Norway House Fort, a large estab-
lishment of the Hon. Hudson Bay
Company. This fort is twenty miles
north of the northern extremity of
Luake Winnipeg It was for many
years one of the most important of all
the Company’s posts. Gentlemen of
the Company, and large numbers of
Indiane, used to gather here every
summer, some of them coming from
vust distances. The furs of half a con-
tinent nlmost were bere collected and
then sent down to York Factory on
the Hudson's Bay, and from that place
shipped to England.

This side of the Fort we see n couple
of wigwams, the habitations of Indians.
That human beings can live in such
frail abodes, in such cold regions, ia
indeed surprising. But they do, and
many ot them seem to thrive amazingly,
What fat papooses (babies) we have
seen in some of those wigwams, and
what fun I have had with the bright
littlo boys and girls. Many & stormy
day and night I have spent in those
queer dwelling-places. Sometimes the
winds whistled, and the fine snow
drifted in through the many openings
between the lnyers of the birch bark,
of which they were generally made, and
we ghivered until our teeth rattled
again. Often the smoke from the little
fire built on the ground in the centre
of the tent refused to ascend and go
out through the top; then our eyes
suffered, and tears would unbidden
start.

‘What a mixed-up crowd we often
woro. Men, women, children, and
dogs,—and all smoking except the
missionary and the doge. During ‘he
day we huddled around the fire in a
circle with our fect tucked in under us.
After supper and prayers, we each
wrapped our blanket around us and
stretched ourselves out with our feet to
the fire, like the spokes of & wheel, the
fire in the centre being as the hab.
Frequently the wigwam was so small
that we dare not strerch out our feot
for fear of putting them in the fire,and
50 had to sleep in a position very much
like a halfopened jack-knife. Some.
times the dogs would keep prowling
round and over us after we had retired
to rest, snd were a great puisance.

I have vivid recollections of a certain
wintry night, where we wers sleaping
over twentystrong inonesmall wigwam,
and the annovance a small mangy dog
was tome. He persisted in coming in
and walking over us, and after licking
the fish pot, would crowd himself down
between myeelf and his Indian master,
If bo bhad kept quiet I might have put
up with hia company, but he kept up

such a persistent seratching, and wasin
such a peculiar position, that my back
bone got each slternate kick of his

e

bony back, Hoeveral times I drove him
out of the tent, but he was not casily
discouraged. After a while I went te
sloep. My dreams troubled me, and
that dog was much mixed up with them.
During the night the tall Indian next
to mo, wearied with his cramped
position, turned over and accidently
touched me with his knees. 1 in my
slumber, and troubled dreams thought
it was that horrid dog again, and quick
ag thought T drow up and gave him a
left-handed blow, a8 hard as I could
drive, in his ribs.

Then there was & row. The man I
struck was s Saulteaux, a pagan Indian,
a fiery, passionate fellow. Hesprang up
with a wild vell, und seizing his loaded
gun pointed it towards me, and in
excit tones spoke of the breach of
hospitality on the part of the white
man. All in the tent were excited.
My faithful men, who would have
rigked their lives for me, were afraid
to stir, for fear at their first effort he
might discharge the contents of his gun
into my bodv. It was an exciting
moment. Knowing the power of
tobacco to soothe a savage heart, I
took from the fire bag of my guide a
large plug, and reaching over placed it
in the angry man’s hand. At once he
was pacified, and when he and the
others had filled their pipes, I gave my
explunation and apology. Boisterous
wag the mirth of thet company, and
bours passed away ere they could
compose themselves to sleep again.

But farewell Norway House and
Rossville Mission, which is two miles
the otherside of the Fort, and therzfore
invisible in the picture. This Mission
i one of the most flourishing in the
wild North Land. Here it was that
the Rev. James Evans invented the
wonderful syllabic characters for the
Cree Indians. In these characters the
whole Bible is now printed, 23 well as
a large number of our Hymns and
Catechisms, The church is large and
i often filled with hundreds of Indians
who love to hear the word of Ged,
The missionary at present in charge of
Rossville Mission is the Rev. Orrin
German, who is spending this winter
in Ontario, attending missionary meet-
ings, and getling printed additional
hymns and other things for his Indians,
for he has, by hard study, become »
master of the Cree language, and is
grandly succeeding in his work.

On we go. How the dogs seem to
enjoy the sport. 'With heads and tails
up they bark and bound along ss
though it were the greatest fun. The
Indians, too, are full of life, and are
putting in their best paces, for bright
sharp eyes are on them, peering out
from the wigwams and little houses
which abound along this trail. For
twenty miles the route is on the frozen
river, with the exception of a short
portage at Play Green Point, and then
we reach Lake Winnipig. Along the
eastern shore of this vest lake we
travel, not skirting the comst closely,
but striking out across the deep bays,
from headland to headiand, »

The bracing air and vigorous exer
ciso has made us very hungry, and so
wo will stop and dine. A few small
dry trees are cut down and a fire is
quickly built. Snow is soon melted,
tea i8 made, snd this, ‘with some boiled
meat and biscuits, will do very well,
QOur axes and kettles are again fast-
cned on our sleds, and weare off again.
We journey on until the sun is sink-
ing in the west, and the experienced

Indian guide says we will need all the

daylight that ialeft in which to pro-

pare our camp for the night.

Our picture on the first page will
give you a fair idea of what a winter
camp in those northern regions is,
undor tho most favourable circum-
stances. To got away from the fierce
breezes that 8o frequently blow on the
lake, we have turned into the forest
porhups a quarter of a mile. The fivat
thing donme after finding a suitable
place for the camp is to unharness the
faithful dogs. Then, using our big
snowshoes ag shovels, we clear away
the snow from & level spot where we
build up our camp fire, and around
which we spend the night. Our camp
kettles are gnt out and supper is being
prepared, Then balsam boughs are
cut, and are spread on the ground
uoder our robes and blankets, adding
much to our comfort. Our dogs must
not be forgotten, and 8o frozen fish in
sufficient numbers are taken from our
sleds to give & couple to each dog.
As thege saro frozen as hard almost as
atones we thaw them out at the fire.
What & pleasure it used to be to feed
the dogs ! How they did epjoy their
only meal of the whole day. What
appetites they had. The way those
dogs could eat twelve or fourteen
pounds of white fish, and then come
and ask for more, was amazing,

When convinced that there was
nothing more in the fish line to be
obtained, they generally curled them-
solves up in some well-sheltered spot
and went to sleep; but not always.
See in the picture a couple of them
have organized a concert on their own
responsibility and are howling at the
moon. Others are hanging around
the camp fire in hopes that a spare
bone may be thrown to them.

There were some dogs tbat seemed
always hungry, and never would be
quiet. All night long they kept
prowling round in the camp among
the kettles, or over us when we tried
to sleep. They were very jealous of
each other when in the camp, and as
they passed and repassed each other it
was ever with a snarl, Sometimes it
would result in open war, and we have
more than once been rudely aroused
from our slumbers by finding eight or
ten dogs fighting for what seemed to
be the honour of sleeping on our head.

But supper is now over, and the
Indions are having a good smoke.
The white man in the centre of the
cawp is gazing into the fire, and seems
lost in thought. In addition to his
warm fur clothing he has thrown =
blanket around himsslf, and with his
back against a loaded sled, and with
his feet and face towdrds that bright
five, and that cup of hot tea within
reach, he cught to be enjoying himself.
But I have an idea he is not very com-
fortable. Perhaps.he froze his nose
tho last time he slept out in a similer
camp, and he iz wondering how he
will get along this time.

We used to enjoy the wintry camp
after u fatiguing day’s jonrnoy, when
both missionary wnd. Indians had
tramped all day.on their snowshoes, It
was a real luxury to find a place where
wo could sit down and rest our aching
bones and wearied and often bleeding
feet. 'With plenty of dry wood and
good food we forgot our gorrows and
our ieolatiom, and our morning and
evening devotions were filled with
gratitude and thankfulness to the
great Giver of all good for His many
mercies.

How gloriously the stars shone out

in those northern skies, and how
brilliant wero tho meteors that flashed
athwart the heavens! But tho glory
of that land, surpassing any and every
other sight that this world affords, 18
the wondrous Aurora. Never alike,
and yot always beautiful, they break
the monotonous gloom of those long,
dreary wintry nights, with their over-
changing splendour. Sometimes the
arc of light would be visible in the
northern sky as we ses¢ it herr. Then
it would becomo strangely agitated,
and starting on its southern journey
would deluge us in floods of light.
Sometimos at the zenith a glorious
corona would be formed that flashed
and scintillated with such brilliancy
that the eye was almost pained with
its brightness. Then suddenly from
it bars of coloured light would shoot
out, reaching down apparently to the
far-off distaut shore. Along these
bars of light there would flash a hand-
shaped cloud of exceeding brightness ;
and we have, as we gazed upon it,
almost hushed our breath and invol-
untarily listened for the music that
we thought the action must produce,
so wonderful was the resemblance to
that of a hand sweeping across the
strings of a harp. But to our ears
there was no sound. Amidst their
ever-changing glories these northern
lights were as voiceless as the stars
above them.

The pagan Indians, as with awe.
struck countenances they gazed upon
some of these wounderful sights, said
they were the spirits of their warlike
ancestors going out to battle.* Many
of them are no longer pagans. Through
many difficulties and hardships, the
missionaries have gone to them with
the story of the cross, and hundreds of
these once savage men are devout
followers of the Lord Jesus. Their
conversion to Christianity has amply
repaid the missionaries for all they
bave suffered in the bitter cold winters,
when they, with dog trains, were
obliged to journey to carry to them
the news of salvation. But there are
many yet unconverted, and, thank
God, there are devoted missionaries
still willing to suffer and endure the
bitter cold, if by so doing they can
bring them into the fold of the Good
Shepherd. Pray much for them that
God would wonderfaliy bless aund
prosper them in their labours,

O

It was Sheridan who said to his
guests one day, “Now, gentlemen, let
us understand each other, Are we
going to drink like men or like wild
beastst” A little indignantly some
of the gnests replied:  Like men, of
course.” ¢ Then,” maid 8, “we are
going to get jolly drunk, for brutes
never drink more than they want.”
He might have added, “ Nor anything
intoxicating either.”

A REVEREND sportsman was once
boasting of bisintallible skill in finding
a hars “If I were a hare,"” said a
Quaker who was present, <X would |
take my seat in a place where I should
not be disturbed by thee from tho first
of January to the last day of December.”
“Why, where would you go$” asked
the sportsman, “Into thy study!”
replied the Quaker.

* In the Janunary number of the Alethodist
3fagozins will appesr a fino engraving illus-
trating this superstition, also soveral other |
ongravings of life in the great North Land.
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AT THE DOOR OF THE YEAR

Tur corrudors of Time
Are full of duors—the pourtals of (losed years,
We enter them no more, though lutter years
Reat hard rgainst them, and we hear the chime
uf lost dreame, dirge-like, 1n belnnd them nng,
At memory's opening.

But one door atands sjar —
The New Year's; while a golden chawn of days
Holds 1t half shut  The cager foot delays
That presses to its threshold’s mghty bar;
Aud tears that shrink, and hopes that shout
aloud
Around it wait aud crowd.

1t shuts back the unknown,
And dare we truly welcome one mors year,
Who down the past &8 mocking laughter here
Fron idle aims like wandering breezes blown?
We whose large aspimtions dimmed and
shrank
"Tull the year's scroll was blank !

We pause beside the door,
Thy yea:, O God, how shall we enter in}
tiow shall we thence Thy hidden treasures
win ?
Shall we return to beggary, as befure,
\When thou art near at hand, with infinite
wealth,
\Wisdom, and heavenly health ?

The footstips of a Child
Sound close behind us! Listen ! He will speak,
His birthday bells have hardly rung a week.
Yet He trod the world's press undefiled,
* Lome to Mo !" hear Him through His smul- 4

ing say,
“thold, I am the way "

/ Against the deor His face
Shines as the sun. His touch 18 a command,
8! The yeare unfold Lefore His baby Land !
| The beauty of His presence fills all space.
H| Enter through Me,"” He saith, ** nor waunder
more,
For lo! 1 ani the Door.*

And all do~rs openeth He,
81| The gcw-born Christ, the Lord of the New

“ ear,

21| The threshold of our locked hearts standeth
3 near;

811 And while He gives us back love's rusted key,
8! Our future on us with His eyes has smiled,
Even as a little child.

THE OLD YEAR.
BY SAMURL WRAY.

¢ T once was young, and 80 was
I; but now it is old, and I
—1? Well, however I may
boggle at it, I am getting
older. Allthings are going
on—all get.ing older and
older. I fain would dis-
cover something at 2 stand-
8! gtill. I should much like to rescue a
N| breathing time or my own acccunt;
i bat, you see, I cannot. It is no use
| trying—I gave it up, in fact, an age
2go. Perhaps never so powerfully as
| now are we reminded of the unresting
#! revolution of the wheel of change.
4! We almost can see its motion, and
J| bear its noise, and feel it fan the air
giinto our faces, with its everlasting
‘ We are conscious that all
| things sublunary are subject to vicis.
i situde. The scenes which pass before
Hi our eyes havoall been acted in vanished
ki ages.  Society, as the centuries come
§ round, does little more than readjust
Bl its drapery. It is still essentially the
4| ssme. “The things that ave, are the
§| thinge that have been ; and there 1s no
new thing under ‘he sun.”

#| There are chapters in the story of
R| the Old Year which will long be fresh
Bl in our recollection. To some it has
more cventful than any of its
8| predecessors : and to all ept learnersit
il teaches lessons that will influence our
§| lives through all our remaining years.
§i What times, during these twelve
j| monthg, kave passed over some of us!
¥ We bave had prosperous times, and

& adverso times; ssasons of health, i

seasons uf sickness, ocuasions uf joy,
aud occasions of sorrow.

*Full kaee deep lien the winter suow,
Al the winter winds are weanly sighing ;
Toll ys the church bell sad and slow,

And tread softly, and speak low,

For the Old Year lies adying.”

Tho Laureate is right. The tolling
of hells hefits the occasion better than
the merry peals with which the New
Year is ususlly hailed and heralded.
Why so much boisterous exultation?
Is it because another important cycle
in the brief term of our probation is
rounded off, and we have the happy
consciousness that we have improved
it to the utmost? or because wo have
done with much toil and trouble, and
are sure of a brighter future ? or because
we are twelve months neaver the great
day of audits, and are satisfied with the
account we have to render? These
were good and valid reasons for rejoic-
ing. Then, indeed, it would be * meet
that wo should mnke merry and be
glad.”

While, therefore, a few may appro-
priately express their sentiments with
a chime, the condition of the great
mass of mankind would be better
represented by a kuell.

Lot us examine our hearts and
consider our ¢ work—of what sort it
is.” This, we know, “shall be made
manifest ;” for * the day shall declare
it"—being “revealed by fire” At
this season, thousands are anxiously
making up their accounts for the year,
to ascertain how they stand withre pect
to “profit and loss” How many
dream of a moral debtor and creditor
statement, and try to ascerteir their
gains and losses in the faculties of
their miuds and the affections of their
hearts? How many calculate their
hopes for eternity, to which they are
twelve months nearer ?

A distinguished foreigner once asked
a member of the British Parliament
what had passed during the last session.
 Five months and fourteen days,” was
the sarcastic answer-—deponent, pro-
bably, belonging to the Opposition.
What has passed in our lives during
the Old Year? Numbers could give no
better answer than, ¢ Three hundred
and sixty-five days.” They have done
searcely anything worth doing. The
world is not bettered by them ; nor
havethey improved themselves. Their
reading has been limited to trash,
and their energies to the pursuit of
trifles.  They have neglected the
husbandry of the heart—they have
forgotten God their Maker. Forthem
to ring bells to-night appears as un-
1caronable as if a condemned criminal
should meet his executioner with dance
and fiddle,

As to those of us who are supposed
to be “up and doing,” are we really
wide awake? While the Old Year
was & young one, we knew of its
inflexible successor—predestined to
supersede it. 'We knew, thongh alas!
we sometimes forgot it, that every
heart-throb brought the invigible
traveller nearer. We set ont with
sanguine hopes and magnanimous
resolutions; but Procrastination, that
subtle thief, has filched away from us
invaluable opportunities, and we find
at last that onr purposes are but half-
performed—our expectations but half-
realized.

In memory of cur mercies, let us
afresh invoke cur souls in the bappy
words of David, “Bless the Lord, O
my soul; and forget not all his bene-

fits!” Our afthiction also, and our
migory—Let us still have them in
remembrance, and be humbled.

The Old Year is indeed dying, and
going away- -uway, to mingle with the
ghosts of forgotten ages.

“ Hin face is growing sharp snid thin,
Alack ' our friend is gone.
Close up his eyes : tie up hus chin -
Step from the corpse, aust let him n
Who standeth there alone,
And waiteth at the door.
There’s 8 new foot on the floor,
And a new face at the door,
A new {ave at the door.’

Look up and behold the stranger!
One Thousand Eight Hundred and
Eighty-four salutes us, It comes
snowing its congratulations, and whist-
ling its good wishes. It means well,
and wants to be a blessing to us ! for
it comes in the name of Another—who
pities us, and spares us, who created
and redeemed us, and would sanctify
and lift us up for ever. Thank God,
that we live to see it! While a
thousand have fallen at our side, and
ten thousand at our right hand, we
have been kept alive.  Wherefore?
Is it not that we may know tbe things
belonging to our peace? that what i3
lackingin our piety may yet be perfected?
and that we may make known to others
the truth which makes us free? For
these reazons, another year of gracious
opportunities is aboat to smile upon
us, Let us use theso wisely. In fifty-
two short weeks, the new year will be
dead, like 2il the old ones—dead, like
them ; but, like them, not done with.

**Time himeelf with all his legions—
Days, months, years,—since nature’s birth,
Shall revive, and from all regions
Singling out the sons of earth,
With their glury or disgrace
Charge their spenders face to face.”

1883—~1884.

JEDEW thero are to whom the
; boundary line between the
old and the new year does not
become something like a mile-
stone on life's journey. To some,
especially the very young or the vary
old, the steps of their pilgrimage are
measured off by birthdays. Those
who are moro actively engaged in the
struggles commor. to humanity, often
have special periods from which they
reckon for a season. The young man
and wowman who have agreed to make
vhig journey united in the holy bond
of wedlock, for a fow years measure
ther progress by the return of the
day when they first went forth to-
gother. Would that the years might
always continue to come and go, noted
only by the return of such a happy
period ! But, alas, death is <broad,
and soon one or both may be found
measuring the years by the return of
the day on which a grave hid from
sight the form of a loved oue, for whose
absence time can offer no healing balm
to the bursting heart. Then may be
heard & voice often impatiently crying,
« Quick time wath these cyclical years
of earth, and give me the cycles of
eternity in a realm where partings are
not known !”

Odhers there are whose gad ot it is
to remember that o many years ago,
on such & day, their lifo was darkened
by some great calamity, such as being
plunged into paverty, or suffering from
disgrecs of charscter,

But the year which we close up with
the joys of Christmas festivities may
serve to mark periods in our life’s

record disconnected from any associa-
tion with these sadder expertences.  1f
the dying yoar speaks of any solemnity,
it should be the solemnity of etermity.
Let it sink degp into every heart—tho
thouglit that the year doca not come
back. Soon the last one will be
measured out to us, and tho book
closed forover.
ettt Pt

THE DEATH OF THE YEAR.

"~ CLOUD came out of the golden west,
A bell rang over the «ilent mir,
The sun god hurned away to test,
Flushing with kisses each cloud ke prest,
And oh ' hut the day was fair’

** How bright the year goes out *” they asid ;
** The glow of the sunset Lingers 101‘1,{,

Knowing the year will be over and -eal,

1ts sad hours over —its sweet hours fled -
With service of evensong.”

* How axdly the year came 1n '~ they saud,
1 listened and wonderad o6 dusk of nighte
To me the year that might comne instend
Of the old friend numbered among the dead,
Could ever be half so bnght.

The aun kissed (louds grew pale and grey,
The bells bung silent in high mid air,

Waitiog to ring the year awav

In atrains that were never so glad and grey _
For me as [ listen there.

Oh, hearts * that best in a million breasts,
Oh lips * that utter the aame old phrase,

! wonder that never a sorrow rests

In words you utter to friends and guests
In the new year s atranyge new dags’

Is it just the same as it used to be ?
Have now years only a gladder sound ¢

For ever and always 1t seems to me

That no new fuces can be swest to seo
As tho old ones wo have found.

. - - . .

There 13 no cloud in the darkened west,
The bell is silent in misty air,

The year has gone to its last long rest,

And | who Joved and who knew 1t best
Shall meet 1t—God knows where!

Qe

THE QUEEN HONOURED.

HE following is the second toast,
% following that of the President
of the United States, at Evacu-
ation Day banquet of the Chamber of
Commerce at New York — *The
Queen of Great Britain! The many
virtues of her life have won the hearts
of the English-speaking race, her reign
will mark an epoch in history more
memorable than that of England's
virgin Queen or that of the illustrious
Tsabella of Spain, who pledged her
jewels to furnish the means by which
Columbus gave this continent to the
world!” The tonst was drunk stand
ing amid cheers.
fhank God the bitterness engendered
by the war of the American Revolu-
tion has disappeared. As such ucts as
that above recorded, and the election
of the Poet Lowell, United States
Afinister to Great Britain, as Rector
of  St. Andrews University, fully
demonstrate. In an early number of
the 3ethodist Magazine will uppear an
article by Mr. Gladstone, the foremost
living Englishman on Americans, “Our
Kin beyond the Sess,” as ho calis
them.

e A P P emase

« Worpsworrs,” eays Char. Lamb,
“one day told me that he consdered
Shakespeare greatly overrated.” There
is an immensity of trick in all 8hake-
gpeare wrote, said he, * and people are
tzken in byit. Now, if 1 bad a mind,
I could write exactly like Bhakespeare.”
8o you ses,” proceeds Lamb, * it was
only the wind that was wenting.”




204

PLEASANT HOURS.

THE OLD YEAR.

(q«{ H me* ah me* the Year is dying ;
2 When first ho came in joyous state,
On youth and hope and strength relymg,

We formed a hundred projecta great,
Resolved and planned ; but "Lime was flying,
And winter wind- surprised us, sighing—

** lov lato ' too late !’

What Lufty « be mes employed our leisure,
The gla'l New Year R}mu‘d these unfold ,
But ?ﬂlmug was surely made for Flvmuvc.
A Summer s tale was quickly told,
The v Autumn filled his horned weasure,
Liut whie we vevelle Do has oreasure,

The Year grew old.

No mnst we look, with conscious glances,
On deeds that 11se to our distress ;
So must we think of wasted chances
For heavenly gamn we did possess ;
Of wisspent hours, of foolish fancies,
0Of broken vows, and small advances
In holiness,

Oh, 1t is well to pause and )ponder-—
Shall every year thus lightly got
Shall it be ounly ours to squander 1
N5, by the grace of heaven, no!
See, the dim future stretcheth yonder,
Aud thither, prayerless, shall wo wander !
Not s0, not s0.

Go, rest, OM Year! thy life ic ending ;
Thy strength 1s gone, thy glory fled,
Go, rest 1 wiale God our way defending,

We the new path before us tread.
Hark ! as we listen, meekly bending,
The midnight bells proclaitn, ascending,

‘The Year 1s dead,
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Pleasant FHonrs:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLES:
Rev. W. H. WITHROW, D.D., Editer.

TORONTOQ, DECEMBER 29, 1883,

HAPPY NEW YEAR.

UR joy is chastened, as we cast
g a retrospective glance along
the path of bygone years.
What changes do we observe;
whet mysteries of life are still unsolved ;.
what trying vicissitudes have baffled
our wisdom ; what golden opportunities
have been unimproved ; what weakness
of purposo has made our eflorts to bless
others ineffectual.

But let us never despair. ILogok
upward and onward. Al hail ! happy
New Year! Wo may not know what
hidden experiences of trial await us in
the veiled future. Beitso. Weneed
not care to know. Whatever is per
mitted need not ovarwhelm us, for ¢ ay
thy dava, so shall thy strength be.”
If at any time we are in doubt God
will “guide us by his counsel;” if
thirsty, he “will open rivers in high

places, and fountaing in the midst of
the valleys;” if weak, he will “give
power to the faint;” if exposed to
misrepresentation and malice, he will
“hide us in the secret of his presence
from the pride of man; he will keep
us gecretly in a pavilion from thestrife
of tongues;” if mists of ignorance
obscure the face of our blessed Saviour,
God will send the Comforter, who
“ghall receive” of Christ and shall
show Himself unto us ; if called to put
aside our armor during this year, He
will enable us to exclaim, * Henoeforth
there is laid up for me a crown of
righteousness, which the Lord, the
righteous Judge, shall give me at that
day+"

-

WINE ON NEW YEARS.

HOUSANDS of tables will be
.Yl spread with refreshments on
New Year’s Day. Not in one city
only, but in many, the custom of mak-
ing friendly calls will be observed.
Ladies are not disposed to abandon
the practice of setting a table, although
it i3 & pleasure rather than otherwise
to find on calling that no refreshments
are offered. Wines and other insoxi.
cating drinks ought to be dispensed
with universally, totally, and for ever.
Happy New Year needs no help from
the exhilarating cup, Hundreds of
young men, and many young women,
are made drunk on that day by the
social use of wine. Every considera-
tion of taste, of civility, of good sense,
of religion and moralg, should enforce
the duty of withholding intoxicating
drinks from those who call on New
Year's Dzy.

e

HOW METHODISM CAME

TO FOXES.
HIS is & story of Life in New-
foundiand, by the Rev.

Henry Lewis, for many years

missionary in that country.
It is a singularly interesting and
grapbic tale. It describes the strange,
out-of-the way life in a fishing village.
The names are-fictitious but the facts
are real. The main facts are a revival
or two; two or three courtships and
marriages, a suicide, & ghost story, a

Leavixe Norway Housg.
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thrilling shipwreck, and some other in-
teresting details.

The character of the quaint dear,
pious old saint Uncle Peter, is worthy of
the graphic pen of tlie Rev. Mark Guy
Pearge. The account of the triur.ph
of Methodism over opposition and per- *
secution, recalls the story of its heroic |
deeds in the days of Wesley. It is
sure to command the sympathies of a ;
wide range of readers, besides making |
us acquainted with life in one of the
least known but most interesting of
Her Majesty’s dominions, The story
begins in the January number of tho
Canadian Methodist Magazine, snd
will run through a good part of the
year,

|

L4

Preasaxt Hounrs for 1884 will be
more attractive than ever. Special
attention will be given to missionary
topics, aund to everything that our
young people,—and older ones, too,
—will like to know. The first nun-
ber of the new year will contsi
a portrait and life sketch of our new
Governor-General, the Merquis of |
Lansdowne, Great prominence wilt |
be given to Canadian topics, such a4
are never treated, or treated only to
sneer at, in the  cheap ” foreign publi-
cations, which are really much dearer
than ours. Of special interest will b+
a series of anecdotes and table talk of
Martin Luther, with whose name and
fame the world is ringing four hundred
years after his birth: 8o great has
been the demand for our papers, that
we have been unable to supply some
speocials numbers, We will now print
8o large editions as to supply every
demand,

WEe clip from the Christian Mis-
cellany, London, the following notice
of the English edition of Withrow's
 Valeria, the Martyr of the Cata-

jcombs :” # A most useful book, in which

the learmed author has contrived to
give a vivid picture of the Church of ;
the Catucombs in the form of a story. |

|A great deal of accurate information |

is gatbered into a small coi.pass, and |
the interest of the story never flags. .

no less yp.cusute. It is profusely illus.
trated and attractively got up.” For
sale at the Methodist Book Rooms,
Toronto, Montreal and Halifax, Price
7bets,

e

Texr ro: THE NEW YEAR.—DMy
grace is sufficient for thee: for My
strength is made perfect in weakness,
—2 Cor. xii. 9.

-t

THE DYING YEAR.
’@IS the last lone hour of the dying year,

And the winds are sighing, low and
drear,
As they toss the sleet, half snow, half rain,
Like gusts of sand, 'gainst the window-pane,
As I hsten to hear the gladsome shout,
‘“The New Year in, and the Old Year out.”

No one grieves for the Old Year's death,

As they wait for his latest, falling breath ;
For now that his glory and prime are o'er,
He may go as the years have gone before,
Where the bells of time are joyfully rung,
O’er the birth of the New Year fresh and young.

Could a Lard of the ages truly sing

Of tho changes this same New Year may bring,
His song translated would be hike tlus:

‘‘ While some may juaff from a cup of bliss,
Alas' for those who must sadly knorw,

How bitter the days in a cup of woe.”

Yet gladly we hail thee, bnnght New Year,

With words of welcome and sor gs of chee.,

When the springtime, and summer, and
autumn are past,

0ld winter shall grizzle thy beard at last,

And then, when thy ﬁlory and primo are o'er,

Shalt go as the years have gone before.

The years they come, and the years they go,
While timo, \3ith a tide of ceaseless flow,

Is bearing us on through his changing hours,
Now under the shadows, now "mid the flowers,
But ever anon, toward cternity’s shore,
Where time, with his changes, shall come no

more.
—ZLucy H. Washington.

A Goop old Quaker lady, after listen-
ing to the extravagant yarns of a
person as long a8 her patience wonld
allow, said to bim:  Friend, whata
pity it is a sin to lie, when it seems s0
nec2ssary to thy happiness !'”

‘WHEN the royal baby of Brazil cries,
his nurse remurks. “ Now, you Luiz

This i the kind of book whick imtelli- , Maria Phillippe de Alcantara Gastao

gent boys and girls will count a prize, | Miguel Raphael Gabriel Gonzags, you

and which their seniors will read with ] just keep quiet.”
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THE GIANT OF LAKE WIN-
NIPEG.

HIS striking picture represents
one of the strange superstitions

of the pagan Indians on Lake
Winnipeg. They believe that near
the mouth of the Red River is an en-
chanted island, whose rocky portals,
sometimes at the witching hour of
midnight, when the moon is near the
full, open, and a giant Indian comes
forth dragging & stone canos, which he
launches upon the bosom of the lake
and sails away upon the path of bright-
ness made by the moonlight on the
waves. Notice the fixed and stony
stare of his face. It is only the Gospel
of Obrist that dispels the superstitions
and the fears of those red sons of the
forest. These handsome pictures are
specimens of some 250 which will ap-
pear in the Methodist Magaszine tor
1884—only 82 a year. Guardian and
Manazine together, $3.50.

FACTS AND FANCIES CON-
CERNING THE OLD AND
NEW YEAR.

NOTHER year has almost

closed with ita recerd of events,
sorrows and joys, reverses and
successes, wrongs and rights,

for to-day but forever, and
though but in real possession
of the present, we &re insepa -
ably connected with the past
and future by silent influences
working throughout eternity.
Tho ghadow of a lifetime may
be the result of a slight indis-
orotion or error of judgment,
and in a moment ot unthink-
ing folly a person may plant
thoms in his dying pillow.
There is no escaping from the
consequences of our conduct,
and the reflections of past light
and ghade brighten or cloud
the aspect of the present.

*‘Improve mine hours, the apace 1y
brief,

While in the_ glass the sand grains
shiver

And measure less the joy or grief,

When thou and time shall part for-
ever.”

At such halting places in a
lifetime, though ¢he occasion
is one generally cbserved with
rejoicings, there are not want-
ing materials for serious and
saddening thought, and memory
more often strikes a minor
chord of sorrow than an ex-
ultant one of joy. The thought
of friends with whom we sur-
rounded the festive board at
similar seasons, who have since
“ pagsed that bourne from
which no traveller returns,”
takes possession of the mind,
and a senss of incompleteness
is felt at their absence from our
gatherings.

To the great majority of the
people, however, New Year's
Day has nothing to do with
gloomy reflections and unavail-
ing regreta. The season is
welcomed with pleasure, and
if there are thousands to whom
the day brings no relief from corroding
care, those who can rejoice are not in
the mood to enjoy the blessings of life
any the less becauss there are so many
whose misery is only intensified by
contragt with the joys and pleasures
of others.

KEW YEAR'S CUSTOMS,

A prominent feature of New Year's
Day is the presentation of gifts, and if
immemorial usage can sanctior custom,
this ought to be looked upon now
almost as a part of our mental consti-
tution. The custom of celebrating the

new year’s day by some religious ob- |

servance, generally accompanied with
festive rejoicing, is very ancient. The
Jews, Egyptians, Ohiness, Romans,

did in the time from which they reck-
oned the beginning of the year, all
agreed in regarding it as a day of
special interest. In Rome the year
anciently commenced in March ; but
when Numa, eccording o ancient
tradition, changed it to the 1st January,
that day was held sacred to Janus
Bifrons, who was thus supposed to

turn back upon the old year and for-
ward into the new. On the establish-

jment of Christienity the usage of a

solemn inauguration of the new year
wss retained, but great variety pre-

tho end of the 16th contury
that the Ist of Junuary was
accepted as the date of the
opening of the year by all
the leading nations, with the
exception of Rusgin. The
early fathers of the Chris
twan Church spoke and wrote
against the immoral and
heathenish observances
which characterized the cele-
bration of the new year.
From the earliest existing
records we find that the day
was kept with feasting and
rejoicing, and the habit of
making presents was then
more universally observed
than at present. In many
countries the night of New
Year's Eve was celebrated
with great rejoicing, which
was prolonged until after
twelve o'clock, when the
dawn of the now year was
ushered in with congratula-
tions, complimentary visits,
and mutual wishes for a
bappy new year. This is
an ancient Scottish custom,
which still exists, though not
to the same extent as form-
erly, and in Germany it is still cele-

brated with greater eclat than in Eng-
land, and the ordinary mode of salu-:
tation is pross¢ neu fakr, “ may the;
new year be happy.” The day is recog-
nized by special religious se vices by

the majority of Christian communions;
and in the Roman Catholic churches
the 7¢ Deum is still sung at the close
of the old year, and New Year's Day
i considered a holiday of strict obliga

tion.

¢ This day tune winds the exhausted chan,
To run the twelve monthy’ length again ;
To sce the old, bald-pated fellow,
With ardent cyes, complexion sallow,
Adjust the uniumpair'd machine,
To wheel the equal, dull routine.

< First, what did yestermght deliver t
¢ Another year is gone forever,’

LaxDp or Zwixere
ULRICH ZWINGLE.

BY THR EDITOR,

Y 1.I, Protestant Christendom
bus just been celebrating
with wonderful enthusiasm
the 40Uth anmversary of
thebirth of the Saxon menk,
Martin Luther, the father
of the Reformation 1n Ger-
many. Wae ought not to
overlook his friend, the great Swiss Ro-
former, Ulich Zwingle ; whoae 400th
anniversary falls upon the 1Ist of
Junuary, 1884,  Wo therefore present
the following sketch of the poble life
“and tragic death of this heroic man.
The Reformation in Europe was a
' gimultaneous movement in many lands
‘for which the age was fully ripe. The

And what'is this day’s strong suggestion * stirring of thought produced by the

¢ The passing moment's all we rest on '*
Rest on—for what ! what do we hear ?
Or why regard the passing year !

Will tizee, amus’'d with proverbial lore,
Add to our date one minute more !

A Jew days may—a few days nust —

Repose us in the silent duxt.” o
— Py

A GERMAX at a hotel in this city

spread of learning, through the inven
tion of printing and the revived study
" of the Sacred Scriptures, led to religious
inquiry, and loosened from the minds
of earnest thinkers the bonds of super-
_stition. Among the mountains of
Switzerland, where freedom ever had
her home, were many loversof religivus
liberty and many leaders of retorm.

@l other day had some Limburger But towering above them all, like the
cheese Bent to him. A little boy who saowy Jungfrau above the Bernese
sat beside him turned to his mother Alps, shines afar the majestic charncter

' and exclaimed : “ Mamma, how I wish 'of Ulrich Zwingle. On New Year's

. I was deaf and dumb in my nose.”
cnd Mohammedans, differing as they |

el

' Day, 1484, seven weeks after the birth

and what bas been still exists as an | vailed, both 28 to the time and the
indelible entry in the book of Time.|manner of celebrating the event.
The act, of a moment produces the con-, Ohristmas Day, the Annunciation,
sequences of an eternity, and the word, Easter, and March 1st have all shared

lightly spoken, or the deed unthink-|at various times with the 1st of |

ingly done, has effects extending|January, the honour of opening the

through all time. Our deeda are not| New Year, and it was not until near |°

"
is

Swizs Crarer,

. -
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of Luther, in & lonely chalet overlook-
g Lake Zanieh, lying far below, the
future Swiss Reformer saw tho light.
His boyl.ood was spent as a goat herd
amid  the mountmin solitudesn.  *1
have often thought,” writes his friend
Mjconius, *“that being brought near
to heaven on thess sublimo heights, he
then contracted something heavonly
and divine," In the long nights of
winier, while tho storm howled aloof,
the boy listened with thrilhing pulso to
tho stirring tale of Tell and Furst and
Winkelried, and to tho Seripture
stories and quaint legends of his pious
grandmother. As his father was the
well-to-do amman or  bailiff of the
parieh, young Zwingle  was sent to
school, successively to Basle and Berne,
and to the University of Vienna, He
studied Jiterature, philosophy and the-
ology, and developed an extraordinary
talent for musicc. He read his first
mass in his native village in his twenty-
second year,

The Swiss cantons then, as often
since, hired their sturdy peasantry as
mercenary soldiers to the Great Powers
of Europe. Twice, Zwingle accom-
panied, a5 chaplain, the troops of his
pative canton to the Italian war. Ho
came back, like Luther, disgusted with
tho idleness and profligacy of the
1tahan monks and with the corruptions
of the Italian Church. By tongueand
pen he remonstrated with his country-
men againgt the mercenary shedding
ot their blood for a foreign Power, and
sought to revive the ancient spirit ot
liberty. Ho devoted himself with in-
tenso zesl to the study of the Scrip-
twres in their original tongues, which
quickly loosened from his mind the
fetters of Rome.

In 1516 Zwingle was transferred to
the vicarship of Einsiedeln, on Lake
Zurich, long the richest and most fre-
quented pilgrimage church of Europe.
As wany as 150,000 pilgrims were
wont to visit it annually. The object of
adoration wasan ugly black doll, dressed
in gold brocade and glittering with
jewels— Our Lady of Einsiedeln, An
ingeription at the sacred shrine offered
the full forgiveness of all sins—plena
remissio peccatorum a culpa ot a pwena.
Zwingle's whole soul revolted against
the flagrant idolatry. He boldly
preached Christ as the only sacrifice
and ransom for sin. “Can unprofit-
ahle works,”" he asked from the pulpit,
“can long pilgrimages, offerings,
images, the invocation of the Virgmn
or of the Saints, secure for you the
grace of God? What efficacy has a
glossy cowl, a smoothshorn head, a
long and flowing robe$ God is all
around you and heara y~u, wherever
you are, a8 well as at Our Lady of
Einsiedeln’s. Christ alone saves, and
He saves everywhere.”

This new and strange doctrine smote
tho hoarts of tho people like a revela-
tion {rom the sky. The pilgrims went
evorywhero telling the strange news,
“ Whole bands,” says D’Aubigne,
turned back without completing the
pilgrimage. Mary's worshippers dimin-
ished in numbers daily. It was their
offerings that largely made up the
stipend of Zwingle, but he felt happy
in becoming poor if he could make
others rich in the truth that maketh
free” To the Pope's Nuncio, who
called him to accoant, he said : ¢ With
the help of God, I will go on preach-

ah

)

{PL shall make Rome totter.” And so it | was soon smitten down, and never ex- | advanced against Zurich. The Zurich | cruel war<ry, exclaimed: «In the
did  The civil governor caur-d the | pected to rise again. In thet solomn | lansquenets marched out for the de- | name of the Hely Trinity, of the Holy ii))
- ey
= 7 Cﬁ :

ing the Gospel, and this preaching

inscription to be removed from the
lintel of the church, the relics which
the pilgrima revered wore burned, and
tho new daetrinag prevailed.

IWINGLE AT ZURICH.

In 15618 tho Cathedral Church of
Zurich became vacent, and Zwingle
was olected preacher. On New Yoar's
Day ho entered the pulpit, from which
as from a throno he thenceforth ruled
the souls of men. “To Christ,” he
cried, *to Christ will I lead you—the
true source of salvation. His Word is
the only food I wish to set heforo your
souls.” He hegan forthwith to ex.
pourt the Gospels and Epistles—long
» scaled book to the people. Like
snother Baptist, he boldly preached
repentance and remission of sins—
denouncing the luxury, intemperance
and vice of tho time. * He spared no
one,” says Myconius ; “ neither pope,
emperor, kings, dukes, princes, lords.
All his trust was in God, and he ex-
horted the whole city to trust solely
in Him.” On market days he had a
special service for the benefit of the
neighbourizg peasants, who on that
day thronged to the city. * The life
of Christ,” he said, ‘ has too long been
hiddea from the people,” and he sought
by every means to make it known.
With his zeal for the Gospel was
blended a fervid love of fatherland.
Piety and patriotism were the twin
passions of his soul. He sternly re-
buked those who for the love of money
lent themselves as the hireling soldiers
of foreign Powers—thus, as he oalled
it, ¢ selling their very flesh and blood.”
“ The cardinal of Zion,” he said, *“ who
recruits for the Pope, rightly wears s
red hat and cloak; you need only tc
wring them and you behold the blood
of your kinsmen,"”

At Zurich, Zwingle was brought
into direct antagonism with the Papal
power. Over the wild St. Gotherd
Pass had come from Rome an indul-
gence-monger of even more flagrant
impudence than Tetzel. * Here,"
cried Abbot Samson, * are pardons on
parchment for & crown—on paper for
threepence.” He bargained with the
Knight Jacques de Stien to exempt
from hell forever himsslf and his five
hundred men-at-arms, for a dapple-
gray horse to which he took a fancy.
Walking in procession with his
acolytes around the churchyard, he
pretended to see the souls of the de-
parted escaping from the graves to
heaven, and exclaimed,. * Ecce volant,”
—" See how they fiy!™ A wag
ciimbed the helfry tower and shook a
bag of feathers on the procession, cry-
ing in derision “See bow they fiy 1"
Zwingle sternly denounced such im-
pious mockery of religion, and forbade
the Pope's indulgence-monger to enter
Zurich,

The zealous labours of the Swiss
Reformer wore upon his health, and
he was ordered to repair to the baths
of Pfeffers. Here, in a frightful gorge
betwesn impending rocks, in a housse
shaken by the concussion of the raging
torrent aud drenched by its spray, and
so dark that lamps had to be burned
at midday, for some weeks he dwelt.
Tho fearful plague known as the Great
Doath—der Grosse Tod—now broke
out in Zurich, more than decimating
the population, Zwingle hastened
from his refuge to the place of danger
among the dying and the dead. He

hour he wrote in rugged verse a hymn
of faith and trust:

** Lo, at the door, 1diear Death’s knock
Shield me, O Lord, my strength and rock ;
{The haud once naled upon the tree,
Jesus uplift and shelter me.”

He wds at length restored to the
pulpit of Zurich, and preached with
greater power than over. * There was
a report,” wroto his friend Myconius,
“that you could not be heard three
paces off. But all Switzerland rings
with your voice.” The Reformed doc-
trines spread from town to town. At
Basle, cn the festival of Corpus Christi,
instend of the relics it wes oustomary
to bear through the streets, was borne
a Bible with the inscription: ¢ This
is the true relic; all others are but
dead men's bones.” Attempts were
made by the agents of the Pupacy to
take away the Reformer's life by
poison, or by the assassin’s dagger.
When warned of his peril, the wtrepid
soul replied:  Through the help of
God, I fear them no more than a lofty
rock fears the roaring waves.” The
Town Council placed s guard around
his house every night.

Zwingle asked for a conference at
which bis enemies might publicly bring
their charges against his life or doec-
trine. He appeared in the great
council hall with bis Biblein his hand,
¢ bhave preached that salvation is
found in Jesus Christ alone,” he said,
“and for this I am denounced as a
heretic, a seducer of the people, a
rebel, Now, then, in the name of
God, here I stand.” Bat his enemies,
while secretly plotting against his life,
dared not openly confrout him. ¢ This
famous sword will not leave its sheath
to-day,” said the burgomaster, as he
broke up the assembly,

Like Luther, the Swiss Reformer
perceived that the enforced celibacy of
the clergy was a yoke which the Scrip-
tures had not imposed, and one which
caused unspiritual natures to fall into
sin, He therefore wrote egainst the
Romish rule, and showed his consist-
ency by marrying a worthy widow,
Anna Reinbardt, who made him a
noble and loving wife.

ZWINGLE A SOLDIER.

T came not,” says Christ, ¢ to send
peace on the earth, but a sword.”
Thé doctrines of the Cross in the early
centuries arrayed mankind into hostile
camps—the friends of Christianity and
its foes. So was it during the Refor-
mationera. All Europe was marshalled
into two great armies—the adhcrents
of the Romish Qburch and those who
embraced the seoul emancipating doc-
trines of the Reformed faith, In
Switzerland the hostile lines were
sharply defined ; canton was opposed
to cantan, city tocity. The Prowestant
freo cities demanded religious tolera-
tion and the Tight of return for those
who had been banished for conscience’
sske. The Catholic cantons refused
this demand, and a Reformed minister
was apprehended and burned. At
Berne and Basle tumults broke out,
snd the images of the saints were
hurled from their niches and trampled
inder foot. Men-at-arms buckled on
their hauberks and helmets, seized
lance and arquebuse, and through
mountain passes and forest defiles
marched for the attack or defence of
the Reformed faith.

The arwy of the Catholic cantons

fenco of their nativo city.

« Stay with §

the Council,” said the burgomaster to §

Zwioglo; “we have need of you.” §

“ No,"” ho roplied, * when my brethren §

oxpose their lives I will not remain §

quietly by my fireside.” Then taking §
his glittering halberd he rode off with ¥
the troops. Every day divine service §

was held in the camp. No»dice, no
cards were seen, no oaths wero heard ;
but psalms and hymns and prayers
consecrated each hour. The war was
for a time postponed and an armed
truce prevailed.

The Catholic cantons, without warn-
ing, renewed the war. Their attack
upon Zurich was like the deadly and
registless sweep of one of their own
mountain avalanches, Not till the
Papal army held the heights near the
city was their approach known. It
was a night of terror in Zurich. The
geene i8 thus described in the vivid
pages of D'Aubigne ; ¢ The thick dark-
ness—a violent storm—the alarum
bell ringing from every steeple—the
people rushing to arms—+the noise of
swords and guns—the sound of
trumpets and drums, combined with
the voaring of the tempest—the sobs
of women and children-—the cries
which accompa_ied many a heart-
rending adieu-—an earthquake which
violently shook the mountains as
though nature shuddered at the im-
pending deean of blood : all increased
the terrors of this fatal night—a night
to be followed by a still more fatal
day.” At break of dawn, October 11,
1531, tho banner of the city was flung
forth, but—sinister omen—instead of
floating proudly on the breeze, it
hung listless on the pulseless air
Forth from his happy home stepped
Zwingle, clad in arms. After & fond
embrace from his wife and children,
he rode forth with the citizen soldiery
of the town. The brave-souled woman
kept back her tears, although her hus-
band, brother, son and many kinsmen
were in the ranks—destined to return
no more. Zwingle went forth with a
presentiment of disaster ; yot not for
a moment did be falter in what he
considered the path of duty. Our
cause,” he said to his friends, “is a
righteous one, but badly defended. It
will cost me my life, and the life of
many an upright man who wishes to
regtore its native purity, and to his
country its ancient morals. But God
will not forsake His servants: He will
help even when you believe all is lost,
My confidence is in Him alone. I
submit myself to His will.”

Az the forlorn hope climbed the
Albis mountain to its crest, they be-
held the hostile army, 8,000 veteran
men-at-arms, strongly encamped, and
beard the fierce challenge of their
mountain horns. Against this host
the little Protestant republic could
opposs in all scarce 1,800 men. It
was with the utmost.difficulty that the
rude srtillery of the period was dragged
up the rough monntain rond, and the
arduons climb exhausted the strength
of the mail-clad men.at-arms, When
the Protestant troopy at length gained
the upland meadows, every head was
uncovered, every knee was bowed in
prayer. The Oatholic army also fell
upon their knees, and amid solemn
miencs each man crossed bimself and
repeated five Paters, as many Aves,
end the Credo. Then their leader,
denecrating the words of religion to a
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PLEASANT HOTURS.

B Mother of God, and of all the heavenly
f host—fire!” and volley upon volley
g flashed from the levelled arquebuses
g and echoed back from tho surrounding
i mountains, *“ How can wo stav calmly
¥ upon these heights,” oxclaimed Zwingle,
3 ¢ whilo our brethren are shot down?!
f In tho name of God, I will die with
f them or aid in their deliverance.”
&« Noldiers,” cried the leador, “uphold
‘@ the tonour of God and of our lords,
} be brave, like brave men.” * Warriors,”
B wid Zwingle, who stood helmet on
N head and balberd in hand, * fear noth-
¥ ing. If wo arothis day to be defeatod,
{ still our cause is good. Cowmend
yoursolves to God."

ZWINGLE SLAIN.

§ The action had scarcely begun when
B Zwingle, stooping to console a dying
® man, was smitten )y a missile which
W struck his head and closed his lips.
8 He struggled to his feet, but was twice
® atruck down and received a thrust from
M a lance. Falling upon his knees he
B was heard to say, ‘ What matters this
§ msfortune! They may indeed kill
¥ the body, but they cannot kill the
® soul.” These were his last words.
8 As he uttered them he fell backwards
B and lay upon the ground, his hands
§ clasped, his eyes upturned to heaven,
N Crushed beneath the weight of num-
R bers, the little band of Protestants,
f after performing deeds of heroic valour,
Bl and leaving 500 men dead upon the
Ml fiold, was utterly defeated. Twenty-
# seven members of the Council and
B twenty-five Protestant psstors who
g accompanied their flocks to the field of
¥ battle were among the slain.
B The darkness of night was now
l gathering on the field of battle. In
% the deepening gloom, stragglers of the
Bl Catholic army prowled with torches or
k| lanterns over the field of carnage, to
§| slay the wounded and to rob the dead.
§i « What has yuur heretical faith done
| for you?” they jeeringly demanded of
gl the conquered Protestants. ¢ We
Bl have dragged your Gospel through the
# mire. The Virginand the saints have
8| punished you. Call upon the saints
B and confess to our priests—the mass or
3| death.”
Bl The dying Reformer lay upon the
g! gory field, bearing the groans of the
Bl wounded and the shouts of the victors,
Bi and surrounded by the mangled bodies
of the dead. Beyond the moonlight
#| and the starlight he looked up into
§| that heaven whither, all life’s battles
B| and fightings over, he wassoon to pass.
5 * Do you wish a priest to confess you?”
B asked a soldier prowling near. Zwingle
§| could not speak, but shook his head.
31 « Think at least of the Mother of Ged
8| and call upon the saints,” said the man,
3| Protesting against the errors of Rome
oven in his latest hour, the dying
H| Reforraer again expressed his ew
d| phatic dissent. Hereupon the rovsh
H| trooper began to curse him a8 o wmis-
¥ creant heretic. QCurious to kno« who
it was who thus despised the saints,
§| though in the very article of death, he
§| turned the gory head to the light of a
neichbouring camp fire, %I think it
8| is Zwingle,” ho exclaimed, letting it
§| fall. <« Zwingle,” cried a Papal cap-
| tain, ¢ that vile heretic! Die, obstin-
ate wretch!” and with bis impious
sword he smote him on the throat.
Thus died the leader of the Swiss
Reformation, in darkness and defeat,
by the hand of a hireling soldier.
: But still forthor indignities were
¥ heaped upon his .mangled frame. The
rathless soldiery demanded that bis

body should be dismercbered and lis-
tributed throughout the Papal = ons.
“ Nay,” cried a genorous .aptain,
t peace be to the dead. God alone be
their Judge. Zwingle was a brave
and loyal man.,” But the oruel will of
the mob provailed. The drums beat
to muster, a court-martial was formed,
the dead body was tried and con-
demned to be quartered for treasonm,
and burned for heresy. * The execu-
tioner of Lucerne,” writes D’Aubigne,
“carried out the sentence. Flames
consumed Zwingle's disjointed mom-
bers ; the ashes of swine were mingled
with bis; and a Jawless multitude
rushing upon his remains, flung them
to the four winds of heaven.”

RESULTS OF HIS DEATIL

The kindled fire of the Swiss Refor-
mation seemed extinguisied in blood.
Zurich on that night of horrors became
a Rachel weeping for hor children and
refusing to be comforted because they
were not. As the wounded fugitives,
escaping through the darkness, brought
the tidings of disaster, the tocsin of
alarum knelled forth, and tears and
lamentations resounded through the
streets. Almost every household
mourned a husband, brotber, son,
among the slain. Anna Zwingle had
lost all three, and her son-in-law, her
brother-indaw, and other kinsmen be-
sides. As the fatal news * Zwingle is
dead ! is dead!” rang through the
streets and pierced like a sword her
heart, she knelt amid her fatherless
babes in her chamber of prayer and
pourad out her agonized soul to God.

The city in the hour of its deepest
despair was roused to heroic effort. It
rallied every available man and gun.
The imminent danger of the capture of
the city was averted, and another bat-
tle with the army of the Papal cantons
was fought. The latter made a night
attack, the soldiers wearing white
shirts over their armour and shouting
their watchword—* the Mother of
God "—that they might recognize each
other in the dark. The men of Zurich
were again beaten, and 800 of their
number left upon the field. But they
proved too stubborn 2 foe to be com
pletoly conquered. Zurich maintained
tho Protestant faith; and from the
pulpit in which it was first preached
by Zwingle it has ever since baen
manfully declared. On the neighbour-
ing battlefield & grey stone slab com-
memorates the spot where tho Bwiss
Reformer foll ; but his truest moou-
went is .he Protcstant Church of his
native .and, .of which he was, under
God, t :e father and founder.

Zw ngle died at what may seem the
unti'sely age of forty-eight; but
mr sured by results his Jife was long.
"10 was not a disciple of Luther, but
an independent discoverer of the truth.
“Tt was not from Luther,” be said,
 thet I received the doctrine of Christ,
but from God’s Word. I understood
Greek before I ever heard of Luther.”
The great mistake of his life was his
consént to the use of carnal weapons
fur the defence of the Bride of Heavep,
the Chusch of Christ. But in extenu-
ation of this grievous fault—and
grievously he answered for it—it has
been pleaded that he belioved that the
fatherland belonged to Christ and His
Church, and must bs defended for their
sake : and that Switzerland could only
give herself to Ohrist so far and. so
long as she was free. Wiser than he,
Martin Luther over and over declared .
« Christians fight not with the sword

snd arquebune, but with suflering and
with the cross. Some trust in chariota
and some in horses; but we will
remember the name of tho Leord our
God.” *“My kingdom is not of this
world,” said tho Master, ““else would
My sorvants fight.” Not with weapons
forged by mortal might, but by
weapons of immortal temper—tho
shield of faith, the aword of tho Spirit,
which i3 the Word of God—ashall
earth’s grandest victories be gained.

THE TURN OF THE YEAR.
%l[lﬁ dayx are brief, and dark, and cold ,

The barren ficlds are brown and acre,
The world 1s chill, the world is old,
And speeds the flymg year.

The birds and flowers arce gone away,

Or alﬂp i motlier Earth s warm breast,
But | amid the storms must stay,

And toil and never rest!

Hush, heart unquiet and dismayed !
Soon shall the s 1n strength retam ,

Why dost thou mourn, of life afraid ?
Soon the black year will turn.

The darkest day proludes the light,
However man its depths Lowails ,

After the longest, loneliest night
The morning never fails.

What if thy year be near 1ts end ;
If fading heart aud flesh be faint,

What if thy lovers, kin and friend,
Be deaf to thy complaint ?

Even as turns the faithful year

T the slow days of storm and gloom,_
And »pring begins her jouruey here

To tempt the earth to bloom,

So shall thy Sun unvail His face,
And all these mists tn radiance burn.
Wait Lut His hour, take heart of grace,
Thy year begins to turn !
~Rose Terry Cooke.

e e A ——
A NEW YEAR'S THOUGHT.
BY AUNT HOPE,

T was New Year’s morning, and
4 the snow that had been falling

fast all night lay thick and

white on the streats. Merry
rleigh bells rang out their “ Happy
New Year ;" bright faces passed and
re-passed ; joyous laughter chimed in
with the glud day ; and as I gazed out
from my window upon the passing
crowd, 1 could not help comparing it
with the snow, pure and fresh in the
morning, but trodden under foot ere
night-fall. I thought, ¢ How many of
thoso merry voices will be smothered
in drink, and what a heart-burden
there will be carried to many a poor
father and mother! It makes one
shudder to think of the sin committed
at the beginning of the New Year—
the time for good resolutions, and the
day to put them into practice. How
freely the wine flows, and how fow
young men resist the tempter in the
form of 2 handsome lady, who, with
bright smiles and coaxing eyes, says,
‘¢ Just one glass in my honour.,” And
fast on to that glass follows many
glasses, until the glorious New Year
becomes a blanl. to them.

Oh, why is woman so often the
tempter! 8he who was made for
man's helpmset, but who, too often,
proves his curze. Oh! you tempters,
think of the end; think of \ kat you
are doing against your God, ; ourself,
and the world; think of the homes
you ars helping to blight, and hence-
forth be & blessing to your sex, and
never curse your high position of
womanhood, by using it to help the
devil in his work. Rather Lelp every
one to keep good resolutions made on

-

the coming of the Now Year, and lot
your morry voico and bright cves anid
happy, oncournging words, be the only
stimulants offered by you un New
Year's Day.

ANOTHER YE\R

’%N(‘TH ER vear 1s fading
Into the shadawy past,

What if for me, my Sasiour,

This year shiould be the 'ast?
Could I, with joy recalhng

The hours and motments gone,
Sav I had well employed them,

Nor o'er one fatlure monrn 1

Another year is panung,
And 1 am paving teo—

Passing from earth and earthly scenes
To those earth never knew

What shall I plead when standing
Before the ““Great Whate Thiotr ”

Notlung, O Chna, but thine owa e,
Thy righteouauess mine own

Another year 1s dying.
Aund Tune 18 dying oo,
Aud all things here below,
Are passing out ot view
Passing as swiftly as our thoughta
Flit through our miuds, then flre.
Oh, realizing facts Like thicse,
What ought vur Lives to b *

-k b,

Another year is adding
To those already dead

Dead ! will they never ase sgain
Where, all the a. tions fled?

We surely yet shall weet again,
Thia old year and our souls

His deeds will great us yet, though now
Oblivion v er him rolls.

We leave the yoar with Jesus
To sprinkle with His blood
Jesus the Lovieg One, who once
As our dMn-bearer stould.
We leave the year with Jeaus,
And thus the weight 18 gone.
We trust the future all to humn
Who all its waight hath borne.

——— e Gt

THE GLAD NEW YEAR.

i ING, riug. ye gladw_mf Yells,
4 From yrn ler helfiica "'b"‘ ‘
Ring out your joyful strains
From earth to sky !
For, lo, n stranger comnes
Kiggly and proud,
{"pou the blast
Herideth fast,
Peal out your welcome loud !
Ring mernly,
Ruug cheenly,
To the great, the roting year,
The glad New Year!

We 1l lift with brasver heart,
Lafe 8 bunlon vnwe agun,
Wo'llact & nublir part
Among our fellow meu -
Hope's flowers again shall blcom
Along Iifes dusty ways,
And murmunoggs and sighs
Shall u.lumge tv prayer aud |-ulav.
Faith shall with clearer vision
Look toward the coming days,
\Wheun peace shail o er division
Reign with beniguant rays,
When man to man as brether
Shall lead a helping hand,
And God's blest benediction
Rest on our smiling land !

Ring, nng, ye bells!
Ring loud, ring Ligh*
Peal out your merry cheer
From earth to sky,
To groet the giaid New Year,
¢ cver glad New Year .
—American Rural Home,

-
. -

“ Wgat did you say your friend 1s,
Tommy " “ A taxidermst.” * What's
that?” * Why, he’s a sort of animal
upholsterer.”

“ PLEASE to give mesomething, sr!”
says an old woman. “1I had a blind
child. He was my only means of sul,
sistence, and the poor boy hes recovere.
his sight !”

—
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PLEASANT HOURS.

x n

THE NEW YEAR.

T2 ING ont, wild bells, to the wild sky,
SN\ The flying clond, the froaty hght;
The year 18 Rvmg i the mght ;
Ring ont, wild Ladls, and let him die.

Ring out the old, ring 1n the new,
Ring, happy bells, across the snow ;
The year 18 going, let hun go,

gy ont the falw, ning i the true,

Ring out the grief that saps the mind,
For thosns that here we soe no more;
Ring out the feud of rich and poor,

Ig m redress to all mankiad.

Ring out a slonly d)iuf catse,
And anc ent forms of party strifo
Uing in the nobler modes of hife,

With sweeter mauniers, purer Jaws

Ring ont the want, the care, the sin,
The fuithless coldaess of the times
Ring ovut, nni(l out, my mournful thymes,
But ring the fuller minstrel in,

Ring out false pride in placo aud blood,
The vivic slander and *he spite ;
Ring in the love of truth and right.

Ring i the common love of good.

Ring out old shapes of foul disexse,
Ring out the narrowing lust of gold;
Ring out the thousand wars of old,

Ring in the thousand yeurs of peace.

Ring in the valiant man and free,
The larger heart, the kindher hand ,
Ruwg out the darkness of the land,
Ring in the Christ that is to be.
Tennyson.

LESSON NOTES.,
FIRST QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE ACTS AND EPISTLES.
AD 0] LESSON L {Jan 6.
THE LOMNFRRENCE AT JERUSALEM,

Aets 156, 1-11.

Covunil to memory, vs, 8.11.
Gorpen TexT.

Wo believe that throu§h the grace of the
Lord Jesus Christ we shall Le saved, oven as
they. Acts 15, 11,

QuTLINE,
1. A Difference, v, 1,

2 A Dircussion. v. 2-6,
$ A Decision. v. 7 11,

Tismk.—A.D. §0, while Claudius was om-
peror of Rome ; Quadratus, prefect or Roman
governor of Syria; (umanus, procarator of
Judea ; Anavizs, son of Nehedeeus, high
pri.st of the Jows.

PracEs. —Autioch, in Syris, aud Jerusalem,
tho capital of Judea,

ExrLaNATioNs.—Certain men—These wore
narrow-minded Jows. Came doton—From
Jerusalem to Antioch. The brethren—The
Gentiles, converted to Chnist from the worship
ofwols. Circumctsed—Mada members of the
Jewish Church.  Inssension—The apostles
world not admit that Gentiles mnst become
Jows, for God had not commanded it. Go up
toJe salem—As thiswas the mother Church
This question—Whether Gentilesmust become
Jews in order to bo Christiaus.  Brought on
their way—The church sent them as mes-
sengers.  Phenics and Samaria-—Countries
betweon Antioch and Jerusalem. Received of
the Church—In a public moeting. God kad
dene with themn-~The salvation of the Gentiles,
Vharisces—3c  who were very stniet in
oboying Mosov laws,  Disputing—Not quar-
relling, but difference of views. God made
choice” amonj us—When Cornelius the cen.
turion was converted. Gentiles—People who
were not Jows. Bare them witness—Showing
that their aalvation wasreal and true.  Giving
them the Holy Ghost—With power to speak
with new tongues. No difference—God saves
all men in thesame way.  Tempt ye God— Ask
more than God asks, and so sets up higher
authority than God’s A woke—The burden
of gbedlence through 2l the law of Mozes,
Grace of the Lord—God's mercy in sending
salvation. Saved——By belioving in Jesus.

TEACHINGS OF THX LESSOX.

Whero in this lesson do wo find—
1. That good rmen sometimes differ in

-delivorancea ¥

Tur Lessoy CATECHI1SM,

1 Of what two classes of peoplo was the
early Church composed ! Jews and Gentiles.
2 What did some Jeswish Christians demand?
That the Gentiles should becomeJows. 3. To
whom was the subject submitted? To the
apostles aud Church at Jerusalem. 4. By
what did Poter declaro the Gentiles were
purifiedt By faith. 6 How are both Jews
and Gentiles saved ! Through grace.

Docrrixan SveassTioN.—Freedom from
ceremonial law,

CATECNISM QUESTION,

61, Were not the apostles greatly perse-
cuted ?

Tho Apostles were greatly persecuted ; for
they wore put iu prison by the High Priest;
they were beaten by order of the council;
Jamesg, the brother of John, waa slain by
Herod ; and Peter was put in prison again in
order to be put to death,

—

LESSON II.

HEARING AND DOING.

A.D. 50.] [Jan. 18.

James 1. 16-27. Commit to memory vs. £22.25.

GoLDEN TEXT.

Bo ve doers of the word, and not hearers
only. James 1, 22,

OvuTLINXg.

1. The Father of Lights, v. 16-20.
2. The Law of Liborty. v. 21.25,
3. The Pure Rehgion. v. 28, 27.

Tiur.—A.D. 50, soon after the events of
the last lesson. Some commentators give the
timo as oleven years later.

Prace.—This epistle was written from
Jerusalom by James, the Lord's brother, to
the Jewish disciples of Christ throughout the
Roman, Empire.

ExrrANaT1oNS. —Do not err—Be careful to
avuid wrong views of God and duty. Gytis
from abore—God gives nothing but good to
men, for he loves us. Father of Light—God
who is hero compared to the sun, shedding its
beams abroad. Shadow of turning—The dsy
turnstonight, but God islightalways, Bega?
Ae ws—God has made us his children, giving
us the right to be sons of-God. First-fruits
~The first. sheaf of harveat was given to Ged,
so all' bblievers are God's own children,
Wherefore—Because we aye God's and shonld
bo liko him. 8w to sreak—We should hear
more than wosay. Slowt wrath—Weshould
ot let durselves yield toanger.  Workethnot
the righ'eousness—No person in anger will do
Qod's-will. Lay apart—Give up and tarn
away from. Superflusty of naughtiness—
i Abounding wickedness™ is the meaning.
Ingrafled word—OQr, the implanted word, in
ofir‘henrts as seed is sown, Docrsof the word
—Wo must obey God's word, as well as hear
it. Dectiving—Any ong is deceiving who-
thinks he can be saved without oboying the
truth.  Beholding—Looking at his own face
il & mirror. Forgetteth—People sre always
forgetting just how they look ; so does every-
opno w.10 hears his duty but does it not.
Perfect law of liberty—God's law, which gives
freodorr to all who obey it from the heart.
Blessed 18 his deed—Heo will find a blessing in
obeying God's word. Religious—One may
seem, {:ut not be, religious. Bridleth not
his (ongue—How many cannot keep from
nngrg words. Deceiveth—He mistakes if he
thinks himself religious. Pure religion—
Theso ars the acts to which pure religion lead.
Visit—To help all in need. Unspotted—
Without wickedness.

Teacurxcs or THE LEssoN.

Where does this losson teach—
1. Thie teed of watching our tonguo t
5. Theduty of obedience to God'scommand?
3, Our daty toward the Lord’s poort

Tre Lussoy Catrcuisy,

1. From whem do we receive ovel %?od
and every perfect gift? From the ?&t or.
2. How should we receive the word? With
meekness. 3. What should we be! Doers
of the word. 4, When is religion Vvaint
When the tongue is not bridled.
pure religion and undefiled tefore God! To
vigit the afflicted and hve uprightiy.

. Docrnirar  SvecestioN.—Practioal ve.

ligion.

. OaTsonisy nysrxos. ‘
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