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Where a century lay dying,
The nations, walting, heard
A great soul softly sighing ;
They hearkened to its word.
From a century of glory,
A century of strife,
Came & strange and stirring story
In the evening of its life. .

In the evening of its ending
Told the sge that lingered there
A tale of grandeur blending
A prophecy and prayer.
Spake thé century that passes
To the Future: “You shall sce
On the faces of the masses
An epitaph to me,

I saw the world a-groaning
'Neath the tyranny of might;
And I heard the people moaning.
I was young, and it was night.

THE END OF THE CENTURY,

By Edward S. Van Zile.

And where ocean rolled to ocean,
‘Where land met land again,

There was sh!p-of-war in motion,
Or marching hordes of men.

“Then what nation crled to nation,
‘What flew from wave to wava,

But dividsd God’s creation -
For despot and for slave.

But tighter, ever tighter,
I knit the hearts of men;

Their burdens, growing lighter,

, Were bearable agaln.

“To tyrants came a warning ;
The slave was freed at last.
The dawn broke, then the morning ;
The night of man was passed.
Then races spake to races,
Dezpite the hills and deep ;
A soul, with countless faces,
Awakened from its sleep.

* To-day a phantom haunteth
A genfus far away ;
To-morrow mankind vauntetn
New light upon its way1!
For this the ago of ages
Hath won from stubborn things—
‘The wisdom of the sages
Is born anew with wirgs.

* There i3 no hermit natfon ;
There is 2 human race!
Who holds an outland station
Must answer face to face,
“Where cruclty still lingers
Besldo the widening path
Are pointing ghostly fingers
A-bechoning God's wrath,

“The heirs 2o anclent errors,
The centuries sghall dle

The champlons whose terrors
Prove blessings by and by ;

While thoy who rulo tho ocean,
And they who win the lang,
Obey in every motion
A spirlt in command,

“*Tis the soul of us awaking
To the glearos that come agaln
Ot splendour i{n the making
Of the hlstory of men,
The ver) stars turned teachers,
The recks and caves awakoe,
The seas and hills made preachers
For Truth's immortal sake—

“ These be tho mighty powors
That glorify the sight
Of man, who seelkoth fluowers
That cannot bloom at night—
Can only bloom to-morrow,
Wkon war shall cease for aye,
And the centuries of sorrow
Are forgotten by and by.”

THE END.

Better 18 the end of a thing than the
beginning thereof, says the proverb.
That depénds upon circumstances, The
end of a well-spent life is certainly bet-
ter than its beginning, so too i3 the end
of a well-spent year ; but if the year or
the lits be ill-spent, then the end is in-
comparably worse than the beginning. To
secure a good end to the year on which
we &re about o enter we must see that
its beginning and every day and hour
be used as wisely as possible..

The accompanying plcture Is a sork of
Rilegory. The Breton peasants
sitting on the lonely seashore are
looking out on that solemn em-
blem of eternity, the endless sca.
On such a shore we wander day
by day. Even the wisest of men
are, a8 Newton said, like-children
picking up pebbles and finding
perchance in some great discov-
ery one Dpebble brighter than the
rest. Let us, however. look not
mournfolly jinto the past, but
look hopefuily and trustfully f{ato
the future. If we have wasted
lite, let us waste it no longer.
Let us s2ek God's guldance and
grace for the future. Lel us put
our hands trustfully in his and go
forward in his guldance, knowing
that if we but follow it he will
gulde us Into all truth, into per-
fect peace, {nto endless life.

THE NEW YEAR.

There is8 somethjng very sug-
.geative in the old Roman idea ot
the God of boundaries. Fer the
lines that are drawn upon our
lite, a5 time passes away, and the
future Decomes the past, can
scarcely be too closely scanned.

«pig greatly wisc to talk with our past

hours.

And ask them what report they bore to
"Heaven ;

And how thoy might have borne more
welcome news.”

And, therefore, the pasiing away of
one year, and the coming of the next,
must challenge the very grave coasider-
atlon of every thoughtful mind. For
that bas gone that can never bs recali-

od ; and that has come that will peves

pass away. We can no more get back
to where we stood, nor be what we were
when the year commenced, Sometbing
has occurred about us which is irrevers-
ible ; and sg_uething has taken piace in
us, which we cannot change.

And when we speak of the fiight of
time, do we not use words expressive of
an idea that is not strictly true ?

“7t is not time that flies:
'Tis we ; 'tis we £ve flying,
It is not time that dies;
'Tis we, 'tls we ere dying!

Time and eternity are
Time is eternity begua.”

ne—

For is not time that which i8s measur-
ed by perlods—because we are imperfect~
ly developed ? Amnd is not eternity that
which has ng messure, because we have
attained our der=lopment? Does spirit
ever grow old ? Docs thought over de-
cay 2 Ard is a gpiritual natore subject
to the measurement of the days and
weeks aud years ? Therefore the meas-
urement—by the revolution of heavenly
bodies—of the period of our existence

here, and as we are now constituted, 18
simply a tribute of acknowledgment of
our imperfect state. It will not be our
experience when we are clothed upon
with our spiritual bodies.

Will it be said, Does not the Apostle
asgert that time is short?

Of course he does. But rot in the
sense of shert as opposed to long. The
truth ha is teaching has no connection
with that. Literally, his expression s
“The time that remains is shortened.”
Shortened as the furled sail is. As the
corpse, wrapped around with the grave-
clothes of the anclents, was. It is true

of “the time,” or dispensation that re-
meains. It is shortened, furled in, wound
round with ilmitations, both of good and
evll. The vessel with the furied sall is
the symbol of the dispensation or “the
time” in which we are called to do our
work. Everywhere it is one of limited
powers. There {8 no evil that fs not
checked. There {8 no good that §: not
hemmed about with opposing evil.

And the volice cf the passing year Is,
that we ate s0 much the nearer to the
clote of this state of things. The area

of the shortened safi, and the furled-in
powers, is draving to iis close. Its
sands are fast running out. By and by
wo shail reach tbe land of the lving.
“In a little while” we shall euter upon
our perfected stato, and that which Is
in part shall be for over donc away.

Meanwhile, with strangely impressivo
eloquence, the passing sear calls upon
ug—

1. To placo a right estimate upon the
events by which we are surrounded. Be-
cause “the time 18 shortened,” we should
“let our moderation be kmnown to all
men.” We must pot be unduly elated
by prosperity, nor cast down by
adversity or trial.

2. To be {faithful in doing the
work that yet remains to be done.
The command fs, “Qccupy till I
come!” And¢ the declaration Is,
*Blessed I8 that servant whom
his Lord, when ho comoth, shall
fiud so doing!”

It fs just the message of the
now year to every one of us
Shall wo wisely and reverently
heed it ?

THE COMING YEAR.

The new year can be likened
unto 8 dlank book of 3¢b pages,
which has been placed in our
hands. What will the book con-
tain at the year'send? Some pages
will ba stalned with toars. Some
will be crumpled az if clutched
in despair. Some wlil contaln
words of hate and anger, which
will burn the pages whereon
they are written. Other
pages will be filled with tho reo-
cord of ‘something accomplished,
gomethinz done,” which Las ‘cara-
ed a night's reposs.” There will
be the record of battles fought,
and at thke end of the year we can turn
back and sce whea wo havo conquered,
when we bave lost. There will be writ-
ten upoOn these pages in letters of gola
an account of self-sacrifices, loves ant
falthful devotions—Selected.

* Let mo offer you myeelf as a Christ-
mag present, Miidred, dear, ' said young
Mr. Goslin.

“ 1 accept only aseful Christmaa gifte,
thank rou, Mr. Goslin " replied the
maiden,
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Another Tear
Another year ls dawning,
Dear Master let it be,
In working or In waiting,
Anothier year with Thee.

Another year of leaning
Upon thy loving breast,

Of ever deepening trustfulness,
Of quiet, happy rest.

Another year of mercles,
Of faithfuluess and grace ,
Another yzar of gisdness
In the shining of Thy face.

Another year of progress,
Apother yoar of pralse ;
Another year of proving
Thy presence “all tho days.”

Another year of service,
Of witness for Thy lovo:

Another year of tralning
For holler work above.

Another year (s dawning;
Dear Master Iet It be.
On earth, or clse in heaven,
Another year for thee.
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wiil r that it Is

which exalteth a natfon, the future of
our couotry seems assured.—Adapted
from The Wesleyan

LAYING FOUNDATIONS,
BY MAIDA MAITLAND,

The Ross boys had recelved a very
handsome gift, a box of blocks of Nor-
mag architecture. and on a ralny Nov-
omber day, Aunt Laurle found themn all
much intorested in the bullding of a
castle with an claborate tower. Beforo
she know it, tho dea; old lady was quite
as intcrested as the boys, and by her
skilful aid tho tower had almost reacked
completion, when, lo }—the wholoe struc-
ture lay In rulns at their feet.

Thero woro shouts of disapppintment
and dismay from several young volces
that the afternoon's work bad como so
abruptly to an end.

Noticing tho tired, weary faces round
her, Aunt Laurle soon had tho little
group near her, comforting them “7ith
the promise of a atory.

“Suppose wo Jjust go on with our
blocks here,” she sald, “and tatk about
rhe foundations you children are laying.”

* Foundations 7" Lumsden d. X
never tried my band at bullding any-
thing before to-day , I always thought
it too kiddish.”

“Well, my dear boy, perhaps you have
not known It, but you have all been busy
bullding, away overy day ™

“ How, Aunt Laurle 7 camo in Incred-
ulous tones from Hamilton, “We felluws
nover had a thing to build with ¢l
Uncle Jack sent us the blocks.”

“It is not blocks you nre using for
what 1 am thinking about” she repled
* The structure has a name called Char-
acter, and every one of you is busy at
work on his own bullding.”

“It you examine this tumbled-down
castle hore you will find our tower foll
to the ground, bringing the rest of the
buflding with it, all because one found-
atfon block was at fault. See, this corn-
er ono has a plece out of it. When the
welght of the tower came upon It, aver
the whole castle went. That 18 just ex-
actly how a number of boys and girls
are building to-day. Thelr foundation
stopes are not good ones, and when a
few years have passed, hmegd oLf bulld-

* John Langdon, whom your father was
compelled to dismiss from tho offico last
weck, had not looked after this part ot
the foundation of his character house.
fo, although ho was a good boy in many
respects, and might have mado a Success
as & business man, this one bad founda-
tion stono, Untruthfulness, overthrow
his wholo house.”

“So you seo if our building Is to bo a
success at all, wo must lay sure and firm
this grand stone. Then the other one is
Unsolfishness. Nothing inakes a boy 8o
much disliked as being solfsh.”

“The other day in one of our schools
the teacher asked her class to writo a
composition asking for three things they
would llke. Tho boys and girls asked
for overy imaginary thing-that would
glve pleasure in their homes, but one
very selfish and Iazy boy wrote this:

“‘Firat—] want a pony (becauso I bave
a bicycly), to ride round town and
able to crow over tho fellows walking.
Secopd—1 want a slster, all grown up,
to walt on me and mend my cloths, and
third—I want a hippopotamus to eat the
grass, 80 I won't bave to run the lawn
mower."

*The selfish, lazy duffer.,” came from
Jack, in a disgusted tone, “I'd like to
wallop hlm."”

“Wo'd help,” came in a chorus from
the others, as they all jolned in the

laugh,

“All right, then,” their aunt continued,
“Wo're all agreed that the stone of
Selfishness must not flnd & pisce in our
bullding.”

* A nurse was teiling me the other day
about belng in a home where a dear
littlo fellow lay dying, and in leaving
the room quickly she came across his
ifttlo sister kneeling in & corner and

praying :

““Dear God, don't hother at all about
mg, but do comfort poor father and
mother.'

“ Wasn't she a dear wee thing 7"’ Ham-
Hiton asked, with strong approval in his
volce,

*Yes, she had fitted in tbat stone of
Unselfishness, and It was making her
bullding look very beautitul'

The talk bad lasted until the tea bell
rang, and as the littlo ones went quietly
out to the dining-rcom on each face
thero was marked the dotermination to
build his house on the rock that would

ing up good and
houses, that will last forever, down will
come thelr whole bullding, because their
foundation was rotten.”

“John Little, who went to Jail last

week for ‘was one of these bulld-

Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rev. W, H, Withrow, D.D., Edltor.

TORONTO, DECEMBER 29, 1900.

ers. He lald in a bad foundatlon stone
called Dishonesty, and although bhe
had some good stones in his character
house, this oue upset all his building.

“Meke it easy, Aunt Laurle,” Cricket
plped in, with her little treble volco, *“so
we can understand it better.”

“All right, dear,” thelr aunt repied,
:s she drew the wee, tired girlie closer to

er.

“g
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Wo have come to January’s gates,
which will open before us into 1901
With the keeper of the gate we look
back whence wo have come,” over the
sear and the years behind, and forward
whither we go into the year and years
ahead  Into the years, for not oniy are
we leaving behind the old year, but with
cvery day of the new ycar upon which
~o aro about to enter we will be leasing
vehlnd us the hundred years of the nine-
teenth century. With the year 1900 we
will bid ferewell to thla century. The
thought of having to leave the nineteenth
century and enter tho twentieth is as be-
wildering as “a great reckonlng in a
small room”  We speak of !t now as
* our century,” sometimes proudly, sume-
times sorrowfully, when we compare the
things of it with the things of past cen-
turles, A great muititude of us will per-
haps always so regard it, and certalnly
we shall bo regarded by a great muiti-
tude bora in the twentloth century, or at
tho threshold of ft, as “essentlally in
thought and manrver belonging rather to
the nincteonth century than to the twen-
tieth century,” as our nineteenth cen-
tury critics have so often sald of many
great ones who ended their lives in the
first quarter of thls century. The clos-
lng years of the ninetcenth century have
cortalnly been eventful ones. The pace
has been quickened at the close, a3 if we
wished to get as far forward as possible.
Ttho last twenty-five yoars have been ones
o 3

wo just take two stones for
to-night, and, if we all fully decide to
lay them fn our building, we will have
enough for ono cvening. Last night we
all sang:

“+QOn Christ, the solfd rock, I stand,
All other ground is sinking sand.’”

“Grandpa after that read to us the
story of two houses. One was built on
2 rock, and another on the sand, and you
romember when the storms came and
beat against theso houses, the onme on
the sand was washed right away, becauss
its foundation®was no good, and the
other one stood strong and unharmed
because it was built on the solld rock.”

“Now, you boys and girls are building
elther one of these two houses. Which
f8 it? It you want your character
houses to stand the storms that will
surely come to each .f you in this life,
you want to begin right, and begin and
builld on the Rock of Ages.”

“That just means, Cricket, dear, that
it you want to bulld up a beautitul life
you must begin first of all by declding
to be a little Christian, for if you don't
you may build away for years and years,
but no matter how well you may think
you ara getting on, at last, when a storm
called Death beats agalnst your house,
down it will come, for you never started
on the foundation that will withstana
thl: storm.”

“So now, children, let us g0 on from
this sure foundation and build up. The
first stone we will put in sure and stead-
tast I3 a large and strong one, called
Trathfulness.”

“A great teacher, who had tralned
of boys, told me once that it

hu and
prosparity, and last year was not ono of
the least progressive. Certainly, for the
Anglo-Saxon race It bas been & wonder-
ful year ‘Young, prosperous with a
magaificent inheritance. apd with splen-
41d prosp Canada is to the
front among tho nations.  If Canadians

he got a real bad boy, who gavo him no
cnd of trouble, bat was truthful, he
never of making of
bim ; but i he were & boy, who, per-
haps, gave him very littlo bother, dbut
was untruthful, he never yet succeeded

1o making anytking.of him."

ell life’s storms, Which,
dear young reader, are you bullding ?
Oltawa, Ont.

BLOTTIED OUT.
BY LOUIS ALBERT DANKS,

“I will blot out, as a thick cloud, thy
transgressions.”

There Is a story told of a boy who ran
to his mother one day after he had read
that promise, and said:

“Mother, what Goes God mean when
he says he will blot out my sins 2 What
1s he going to do with tkem ? I can't
see how God can really blot them out
and put them away. What does it mean
-blot out 7"

The wige mother said to the boy,
* Didn’t ¥ see you yesterday writing on
your slate 2"

* Yes,” he sald.

“Well, fetch it to me.”

He fetched the slate. Holding it in
front of him, the mother suid, * Where
1s what you wrote

“0Ob,” he sald, **I rubbed it out.””

*Well, where fg 1t "

“ Why, mother, 1 don’t know.,
it was there, and it is gone.”

“Well,” she sald, “that is what God
means when he says, ‘I will blot out thy
transgressions, "

And 50 God will blot out your trans-
gressions, dark and black and heavy
though they are, if you come to him in.
repentanco and falth Ia_ Jesus Chrlst,
and, though you may not know just how
1t was done, your sorrows will be goue,
your rebuklng cobscience will buve
peace, and God will have freed you from
your chains of evll habits.

I know

THE OLD YEAR AND THE NEW.
A BEFLECTION YOR DECEMERE 31,

‘We have come to the last day of the
old year, To-morrow will degin a new
year, and God grant that it may be a
bappy New Year for us all i

Do you want-to know the secret of a
happy New Year ? I think it is given
by the text frem the book of Proverbs:
“Trust in tho Lord with all thine heart.
4n all thy ways acknowledge him, and
he shall direct thy pathg” This is a
good motto for the new ycar. Wo want
to be led by God himself through all the
days of the coming year  Here Is the
precious promise, that it we trust In God
and obey him In all things, he will guide

NOT ANOTHER YEAR.

A new year, not simply another year.
Many people may be sald to live the
samo year over and over agalin. h
succeeding year {8 the zame unit added
ohce moro to tho sum of life. There I
the same task, performed in the same
spirit, with the same motive; the same
imperfection of character, the same fall-
ures of conduct. The times may cbangs
and progress hasten, but I wo stand
still we livg only the same old year over

A now year never comes to the
contented ox—ho slmply grows old. It
i3 not the lapse of t!me, or progresd of
civilizatfon, but our progress, that makes
posible to us a new year.

When Chriss was born therc appcared
upon the earth *tho perfect Brother.”
Christ came to savo, Ho saves to serva.
Ho took upon himself the form of a ser-
vant, and now calls: “Follow mo!”
The star of Bethlehem was and i3 a
beckonfng star. It leads to service.
This Is why the burdon of so many hearts
at this season of gladness is, “What shall
I givo?" “ What will pleaso this one,
or that one, and do them the most
goc* 1”  Each for the happinass of all
the rest, and himself or herself forgotten.
Tbig Is the Christmas spirit. Thanks be
to QGod, this spirit 1s very busy in the
world, It is at the root of all the yreal ;

of an

the and

that are to-day helping the people. It
may be seen in the marvellous brotherly
kindness of the poor to ono another, and
in the thrill of. response that true
brotherliness always evokes, It throbs
1in the passion for liberty that Is so rapld-
1y permeating tha peoples of all lands,
and in the sickeaning horror Inspired by
war. Let eyery servant of Christ strive
to bring In  the perfect and universal
brotherhood.

A little boy in Scotland became bllnd.
His parents sent him to schoal to keep
him out of mischief. The only reading
book the scholars used was the Bible.
As they read this they repeated the num-
ber of each chapter and each verse. By
constantly hearing these readings, the
boy Aleck goon learned many of the
verses and could tell where they were.
‘When he grow up to be a man, he knew
the whole of the Bible by heart. 1If a
person repeated any Dassages of Scrip-
ture, he would tell them the chapter and
verse, One day 2 man repcated a-verse,
with a slight change in it. Aleck told
him where it was, but gald ke had not
correctly repeated it. 'The man asked
him for the ninetleth verse of the seventt
chapter of Numbers, Aleck sald, “ You
are foollng me, sl , there {3 no such
verse; that chapte: has but elghty-nine
verses.”  Althougl *is eyes were blind,
God had opened the eyes of his heart so
that he could sce and understand his
holy word much better than many people
who had two good eyes. This i3 what
David meant when he sald, *Open.thou _
mine eyes, that I'may behold wondrous
things out of thy law.”

Tennyson’s New Year's Eymn.
Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky,
The flylng cloud, the frosty light ;
The yeur is dying in the night;
Ring out, wild bells, and let bim dle.

Ring out the old, ring in the new.
Ring, bappy bells, across the snow,
The year is going, let him go;

Ring out the false, ring in the true.

Ring out the grief that saps the mind,
Tor those tuat here ‘we see 10 more;
Ring out the feud of rich and poor,

Ring in redress to all mankind.

Ring out a slowly dying cause,
And anclent forms of party strife;
Riog in the nobler modes of life,
With swecter manners, purer laws.

Ring out the want, the care, the sin,
The falthless coldnass of the times; .
Ripg out, ring out my mournful

thymes,
But ring the fuller minstrel in. N

Ring out falso pride in place and blood, -
The civic slander and the spito;
Ring in the love of truth and right,
Ring in the common love of good.

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

Ring in the thousand years of.peac.

Ring in the valiznt man and free,
Tho larger-heart, the indlier hand ;
Ring out tho darkness of the land, -~

our, footsteps In tko right path.

Ring in the'Christ that Is to be. -

N PN
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Ring Christmas and Master How Year.

King Christmas sal In his housa of ice,
And looked across the snow.

* Hallo, my little man 1 he cried,
“Now, whither dost thou go 1"

“I go, my Lord, along the way
That all my kith have goue,

Where thou, my lord, shalt follow me
Befors another dawn.

“Right gally,” crled the Christmas King,
“Who rido to-night with theo 7"
“Tho days of griet, tho days of joy,
Are they who ride with mo.”

“God keep thee, merry liitle man;
Go whisper them that mourn

How surely comes again tho day
‘When Christ tho Lord was born.

“And bo not sad, my little man,
But when thou, too, art old,

And o'cr tho wintry wastes you come,
A weary man and cold,

“Right chzerily, I pray thes, then,
To keep this graclous tryat,

And leave thy weary burden hero
Where cares grow light, with Christ.

“Now, bid thy gallant company
Ride onward without fear
For I, the King of Christmas,
Have blessed the glad New Year.”
—9, Welr Mitcholl, in The Century

HOW THE RESOLUTIONS WERE
KEPT.

BY ELIZABETX DAVIS FIELDER.

Tom and Grace and Joe sat around the
fire on New Year's Eve recounting the
pleasures of the holidays, which were
now almost over.

* What §8 New Yecar for, anyway 1"
Joe demanded. ‘‘We all know about
Christmas belng Christ’s birthday, and
wo make one another presents then; but
what do people do on Now Year 7"

* Oh, you goose !* Grace axclaimed with
an alr of swperlor age and wisdom.
“Don't you know 2  People think over
all they dld last year, and make resolu-
tions on at big sheet of paper, and =}l

“ How should I know 2” Joo sald sul-
lenly. * We never did it”

“Well, {t's n good thing,” Tom, the
eider, sald. * Suppoze we do it now ?”

*““How do you do it 1" the incorrigible
Joe Inquired.

““Joe, I hope you're not as silly as you
seem to be,” Grace answered. “ How do
you do 1t 2 'Why, you write the resolu~
tlons on a big sheet of paper, and all
sign thelr name to it. Then you can't
ever, aver do those things again.”

“I don't see how that keeps you {rom
dolng i1, the sceptical Joe insisted,

T Well,
clared,

Tom had a large sheet of paper ready,

and was sharpening his pencll. It
won't hurt to try it he said; “and,
really, it seems that we ought to cele-
brate New Year somo way.”

Tom was twelve years old, Grace ten, |-5¢r3)

and Joe was nearlng his eighth birthday
—~a rollicking, Jolly trio, who did about
the average &mount of quarrelling and
making up, heiping and hindering, com-
mon {n such households. Tom was in-
clined to be seifizh. His things were his
Very own, every possession was dear to
his boyish heart, and he had no inclina-
tlon to share them with any one else.
Grace-had enough of Tom's disposition
to enable.them to get along very well
together, if not so well with other
members of the household. She
loved her own comfort a littls tco
much to be thoughtful of others, and In’
insisting upon baving her own rights,
she was likely to overlook her duties.
Joe was unlike either Tom or Grace.
.He was the tease and torment of the

that covers all the worst things we do.
: Now I'll sign It first,” and he wrots bis
'name in a very heavy, round hand,
Grace wrote hers neauy and carefully un-
derneath; and after a long and laborious

Thers was silence, ahd three very crost-
tailen little taces shone in the firelizht.

“I'm afrald we've broken about all
of them,” Tom sald &t iast.  “ Wa began
by quarrelling tefore we got off to school
k! and I ended by spending

effort, “Joseph Cr: " was
. tho very bottom

in Iatgo, sigsag letters at
of the page.

“I] tack-it up In the play-room,” Tom
announced, * where wo can seco it every
day, and not forget.

“As it wo could forgeti” Grago ex-
claimed. “ You know Prof. Brown al-
ways tells us to write down tho things
wo_want to remember. and ho always
makes us write the lessons wo miss.
guess thers’s no danger of our forgetting
the resolutions”

New Your's morniug dawned crisp and
cloar after the snow-storm of tho night,
and all through the bright Sabbath day
nothing d to tempt the
ot tho rosolutiona,

Monday mornihg there was & great
bustle and stir, getting books and Wraps
and starting oft to school.

*Whero's my book-strap ?” Tom de-
manded, rushing around the play-room in
frantlc haste. "

“fWhere you put it, I guess,” Joo
stopped whistling loog enough to sary.

“Ivs not! _You krow you had It
playing hprse; 1 saw you myselt, Now
you hunt it in a hurry I

“1 didn't have your old strap, and I
sban't hunt f21” Joo exclaimed angrily.

** Well, you both used my col pen-

my last dimo, which I iIntended to put
h o misslon-box, for pi rde.

ato th x, for p!

“1 poked fun at poor little BobSmith
this morning, nstead ot helping him to
carry his books, so he could get to school
in time” Joo acknowledged. 1 could
have helped him aa easy as not, and
saved him a acolding.”

“And 1 have boen as blind and selfish
28 1 could be,* Grace sald sorrowfully.
*1 took mamma's easy chalr by the win.
dow and sat there ever 3o long, while
she perched on one of those stralght-
backed things trying to work in the dark.
It was borrld of mo. Why couldn't we
keep them T It seemed 30 oasy at first1”

“1 will tell you why,” mamma said
very geatly, ™ You felt strong enough
to do it alono, so you did not take your
resolutions to God and ask him to help
you kéep them. It Is a good thing for
us to learn our dependence on him.
Suppose you try thet to-nlght, and seo
1¢ they aro not easler kopt to-morrow.”

So three littlo figures knolt with mam-
ma {n the firelight and followed her as
sho ssked tho loving Father to bless
them in their offorts to live a better lite
and belp them keep tho New Year resolu-
tions.~Sunday-school Visitor.

clls.ali week, and now I can't find one
ot them,” Grace -compleined. “X need
them for my maps, and.you've got tofind
them.”

“ Everybody for himselt!” Tom de-
clared, tossing things about recklessly on
the table in his search for the ‘missing
book-strap. R

When Mrs. Crawford camo in, 2 fow
miniites later she found thred angry chil-
dren stormisg about the’play-roam and
saying some very naughty things to one
another. The missing. articles wero
found and.the children quletly. dismissed
to_school. N B

Directly in front of them was a very
small boy ploughing his way through
the srow, carrylng a bundloe ot books very
aouch too large-for him.

Joo 1aughed and gave him a sly nudge
as he pasged by. “ Hurry up, youngater,
or you'll be tardy,” Joe said,

“T know it the poor little chap re-
sponded, and there were two big tears on
‘nis plump, red~cheoks, I can't keep
‘my rubberg on; and every time I st_op,tg
@x them I drop 1y books. I wish—'
But Joe was already out of hearing.

There were a great many interesting
things to hear and tell on that first day
after the holidays, and it {s amall wonder
that the resolutions were entirely for-

it does, anyway,” Grace de-| Boltes.

Joe made an appointment with Willie
Denton to bring the new sleds to the hiil
back of his, house for a good, long slide
atter school. Grace borrowed le
Blake's new ctory-book, and Tom’s chum
was_coming to help him 8l the now

D~ .

“ Joe,” memma called a8 he was going
out -of the gate. I wish you would
take this package down to Mra. Brown's
for me.”

Joe's -countenance fell. *Seems like
I might have a little time to play,” he
grimbled, tossing the package on the
sled. _“You might ask Tom to do the

efrands once.in a while”

fs. Crawford closed the door with a
yubled and d to the

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER.,
STUDIES IX ZHE LI¥S OF JEAUX

LESSON I—JANUARY 6.
JESUS ANOINTED AT BETHANY,
Matt, 26, 6.16, Afomory verses, 11-13.

GOLDEN TEXT.
Sho hath done what she could.—Mark

) OUTLINE.

1. An Exprosion of Love, v. 6:9.
2, Our Lord’s Valuatton of Love, v.

10-18,

3. One Awful Result of the Absence of
Love, v. 14-16.

Time—Saturday
April 1, AD. 39),

Place—Bethany, a suburb east of Jer-
usalem.

TO HELP YOU KNOW.

This lesson gives a pleasing scene in
the soclal life of the time ¢f Christ.
Bothany was a small viilage, but the
greatness of a place does not depend
upon its size, Ureat men and great
deeds make It famous for all time. The
house is that of one Simon, who 18 called
a leper. Leprosy was a losthsome dis-
ease In-that hot climate, and the Jews
made that disease 3 type of sin. Sin
was the leprosy of the soul.

The act of the woman showed falth
in Christ. The words Messiah and Christ
mean the same thing; that is, the An-
olnted One. Persons were anolated
with sacred oll for thelr work as prophet
or king, and by tbat cercmony were set
apart for thelr work. Jesus was snolot~
ed of God Zor his work as nrophet, priest,
and king.

Her aft showed that she had the spirit

evening  (probably

sitting-room. Grace was comfortably
saottled in the low, easy chalr by the win-
dow, reading her precfous story-book
Mrs. Crawferd picked up her darning-
basket and looked at Grace as if expect~
ing her to rise, She was.deeply inter-
ested fu the story, and did not move, 80
her mother turned away to find a seat

family, prylog avd , 2lways
wanting to know the wherefore of every-
thing, much to the anmnoyance of his
elders.

“I'm ready for the resolutions,” Tom
announced, with a flourish of his pencil.
“Let's begin with something we all need,
to keep.”

After a brief consultation Tom wrote :

“Resolvad, 1. That we won't quarrel

year.
. That w¢ will-share our things, and
a0t be selfish. B

“3. That we wiil keep our eyee open,
and try to do something for somebody
else evcry day.

“4, That we won't complain when
mamma-asks us to do errands, and will
try to help her mora than we did 1 vt

ear.

**5. That we will have better Tessons in
zchool, and not.annoy, the teacher.

* 6, That we will spend fewer pennies

_ Jlor g'lndn and put more into the mission

-*There I”. Tom exciaimed; “I guess

In-the meantime Tom and his chum
wera sorting and arranging the plctures
for the new scrap-book.

“Why don’t you get some of those
cards down at the book-store for the first
page 7 his chum Inquired.

“Hadn't thought of it Tom an-
swered, © Besides, I can't afford it.”

“Can't afiord 1t? You haven't spent
all that dollar your grandpapa gavo you
for Chrlstmas, have you 2

“Nearly all,” Tom sald hesitatingly.
‘Thera was only one dime left, and ke
meant to keep one of the resolutlons
with .that,

“Y bellevo I'll just bave a look at

em, I must get some mucllage, any-
way. I'll be back in a moment;” and
Tom hurried out of tho house with the
dimd in his pocket.

“How_ about the resolutions 2 2irs,
Crawford asked when she came in
night to hear tho prayers and have a lit-
.tle bedtime talk.

0! and it was, therelore, fair to
seo. The olntment was costiy, and had
been purchased by the woman for per-
sonal adornment, but freely she poured
it on the head of the Master. She did
not at that tims cou .t the cost, and why
did she not ?

Because she had for Jesus affection
ang grautude, and she fell she could got
repay him. But why were the disciples
so Indignant ? Because they thought it
was a waste of that which was cosuly,
and might have becn sold and the money
glven to the poor.

But-Jesus made it clear that tho wo-
man had acted rightly. The poor are
always with us and we should do good
the year around. There are. persons
whom We must help now or not at all,
and we must be generous to them, for it
is tho last time we can be, It is oaly
prudent to count the cost, as a tule, but
always one should be very gemerous, and
think more of tho person tham of tho
valuo of tho gift.

Anu then what a culogy did Jesus
pronounce oo the woman and her act!
The scund of the Gospel goes farther
than the sounding notes of the

‘what we do for Jeses will make us live.
Ha sces all, he knows all, and 1t the
world nawme us not, or soon forget ua,
Jesus will be mindful and we shall live.
Work do.oe for him falis not, and hs who
does It bas & curo rewand.

HOME READINGS.
M J’:ua anolnted at Dethany.~Matt.

6-16.
Tu, A sinner's gratitude.~Luke 7. 3647,
W. The good part.—~Luke 10, 38-42,
‘Th. Duty to the poor ~ Deut. 15, 7-11
F Ho Orst loved us.—1 John 4, 9-19.
8, All for Christ—Phil 3. 1113
Su. A costly gift.—John 13. 111,
QUESTIONS TO HELPTHRSTUDENT.
1. An Expression of Love, V. ¢-9,
‘Where le the scens of this lesson ?
Nawe some of the avents which make
the town of Dathany famous.
What act of sorvice did the woman
perform 1
What was tho meaning of this act?
What motlve prompted her to do

thus
What effect had this conduct on the
diselples ?
Why wero they moved to Indignation t
Name sono reasons why some people
are poor.
2. Our Lord’s Valuation of Lovo, v. 10-13.
What question did Jesus ssk his dig-
ciples ?
Whota havo wo always with us ?
How should wo act toward the poor ?
Aro all pour persons wortay of chare

ty 1

In what other ways can we holp them
hesides giving money T

‘What 13 the meaning ot tho words ot
Jesus, “sho did 1t for my buriat*”*?
3. Ono Awful Result of tho Absence of

Love, V. 1413,

Who went to the chlef prieats ?

‘What kind of A man was ho?

‘What 413 the pricsts want to do with
Jesus ?

For how much money did Judas pro-
mise to betray him ¥

Could he have done thia thing If ho
had loved Jesus ?

O how can !Mttla bande like these

The King of heasen serve and please *
Your hearts, O little children, bring,
And you will serve and please the King

When love brings an offering it reck-
ons not the cost; it counts no act of
sacrifice or scif-dental too great if it may
thereby make the gift more acceptable
to the one loved, The woman at Reth

THE
ORI ONE
OMAN
ROUGHT

fOR Fe S%
%@‘9 Aﬁa; SSander?

any did what she could , she gave her
best and and

it without stint Oor measure upon the
Master's head, If we, like her, were
prompted by a loviog heart to glve to
the very lmit of our ability, what bet-
ter servico and richer gifts o should
bave for Jesus!?!

“8So you wish to take my daughter
away from me"” remarked her doting
father. “ Well—ah—that wasn't just
exactly my thonght,” stammered the
nervous young sultor, *my folks could
perbaps spare mo with fewer pangs.”

Humours of Irish Life—~Hero Is an

Irisbman’s gibe at his climate—™ At a
largo o an Irish

of fame. A prophecy s hero fulfilled.
This woman lves In the thought of the
Christlan world g3 she could not If her

bronze. It is what sho dld for Jesus

which made her memory endure, and

figure ws; carved in stone or moulded (n-

was tal in band, before
= vivid representation of the Deluge,
when an old lady, seeing he had 2
catalogue, asked him to tell ber the sub-
ject of tho painting A summer' day

in the weit of Irelard, madam,” replled
the Irishman promptly.
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What Will You Uo?

What will you do with the New Year ?
The question {s asked to-day,

To you who aro travelling onward,
To the land that Is far away,

The old year {8 gono forover—
It hns bid you a last adleu ;

Ah, children dear! consider,
What will you do with tho New!

Do you wish for a happy New Year,
Without one anxious care ?

Then turn to tho face of Jesus—
Lift up your soul fn prayer,

Trust yoursclf to his keeping,
Follow him as your guide,

Wwillingly work in his vinoyard,
Closer press to his side.

Do you wish for a holy New Year!
Then sit at tho Mastor's feet,
Anad ask for his Holy Spirit
To guilde your faltering feet;
Then resting upon his promiso,
Without a doubt or fear,
You may astep out with gladness
Into the fafr New Year.

OLD ALMANACOS FOR THE NEW
YEAR.

Somotimes wa hear it said, of one thing

or another, thai it {s “as uscless as last
year's almanac,” But I know & man
who treasures old alman-
acs a8 worth a thousand =
times more to him than the .
came number of this year's
almanacs would be, and I
myself greatly urize an old
pncket - memorandum Look
of the yocar 1867. On the
margin ot the calendar, op-
posite the 1st of July, is
written the word “Hurrah!”
I enjoy reading that, A
uceless calendar it may be
i one sense, but I would
not sell it for a car-load
of thoso of 1900. Why not?
Has it still a purpose to
scrve ?

On New Year's Eve, in
the quaint old German city
pf Nurcmberg, the lighted
windows along the dueserted
streets tell of festivities in-
dours until the bell of the
anclent church peals out its
fi1st stroke ol twelve. Then
the fun-loving Nuremberg-
ers come rushing out, mak-
ing the streets resound with
all manner of clatter and
din. Immediately bonfires
begin to blaze all through
tho town. The anclent city
wall, the many-windowed,
many-gabled roofs of medi-
aeval houses (some of which
were the abode of men like
Durer, Sachs, Krafft, Visch-
er, and Peller), the anclent
castle, with its flve-corner-
ed tower, the Hangwman's
Bridge, the  * Beautiful
Fountain " Iin the market-
place,~—all these are aglow
with the jolly flicker of
gscores of bonfires, fed by
thousands of—what ¢ Last
year's almanacs! It s
sald that the demand for
these almanacs during the
Jast few days of the old
year s 50 great that tho
shopkeepers carry o large
stock to meet {t. Old al-
manaes “to burn,” sure
enough! And why mnot?
Have they not served their
purpose ?

I asked why the old al-
manaces should not be treas-
ured, and now 1 ask why
they should not be burred.
Both questions suggest an
{mportant truth for the new
year, It I tell you what
that truth is, it will not be worth so
much to you a8 if you work it out for
yourself.

In the meantime, let us note that
Moses advises the children of Israel to
“agk not of the days that are past,” and
David says, “I remember the days of
old,” although Paul says, "“Forgetting
the things wiaich are behind, and strotch-
ing forward to the things which are be-
fore, I press on."

SEEKING AYTER GOD IN JAPAN,

In her lesson cne day a young Japan-
asg ¢ime to the word “Creacwor,” but did
not know its meaning. Turning to the
dictionary, she read, “Creator, one who
creates 3’ but was still in the dark. She
turred up a larger dictionary and read:
“Creator, one who creates ; a name given
to God, who made all things.” A startl-
lvg thought to her, for she had mever

lteard of such a God; «nd it gdlled her
mind by night aud by day. She looked
at the stars and sald, “that God mmust
have made nll these stars.” Tho sun
and even tho trecs suggested the thought,
God made them. Shs went to tho temple
and looked at tho fmage of Buddha, and
she sald to herself, *'It Is not yor, Bud-
dha, for I nover hoard you made any-
thing."

When she went to Tokyo an old wo-
man in the same house sald to ler:
“Tasshee, I am golng to a meeting, come
with me.”

“\What meeting 2"

“A meeting to hoar about God.”

“0l, no,” sald Tasshce,” I do not want
any of your gods. I havo & God of my
own, {f I only knew where ho 1s.”

Tasshee, however, weny to the .neet-
Ing. The misslonary oponed the Bible
and read, “In tho beginping God created
the heavens and the earth,” ‘Tasshee
was startled. “Why,” sho said, “thls
is the Ged I am looking for,” and she
becamo so agitated that she could hard-
ly keep her seat, and sv eagor was she
to put the question, “Where 13 ho 7"

When the meoting was over she rush-
cd tc the missionary and said, *Tell me,
whero 15 this God that made the heavon
and the earth 7’ Her desiro was met
by proper {mstruction. Sho came to the

next meeting and heard, “God so loved
tho world that ho gave his only begot-

Ring out the old, ring in the new—
Ring, bappy bells, across the snow.
The year is going—let him go;

Ring out the false, ring In the true.

AN INTERESTING ITEM ABOUT
JAPAN,

In Japan theres are no cows; the Jap-
aness neither drink milk nor eat meat.
There are but fovr horses, and these are
tmported mainly for forelgners; there
aro but few dogs, and these are neither
used ags watchdogs, beasts of burden, nor
in hunting; there arono sheep, and wool
is pot used {n clothing—silk and cotton
being the staples. There are no pigs;
pork is an unknown article of dlet.
There are no goats, mules or dcnkeys in
Japan,

Twico a year the agherents of the
Shinto faith in Japan cut small figures
out of papor and throw them into the
river, the Idea belng that with the Im-
mersion of these figures their own sins
are washed away,

The Shinto priests of Japan scrupul-
ously practice cleanliness in thelr relig-
fous service. Thelr garments are alwaya
spotless, and they even bind a slip of
paper over their mouths so that thelr
breath may not polluto the offering.

Japan claims the oldest wooden
bujlding in the world. It is a log store-
house of Yara, that I8 now used to shel-
tor come of the Mikado's art treasures.
An age of one thousany two hundred
years {s claimed for it. Some of the logs:
are nearly worn away by the weather.—
Selected,

Ring fn the vallant man and free, - :.
The larger heart, the kindlier hand ;| &4

Ring out the darkness of the land,
Ring in the Christ that is to be.

.ten Son, that whosoever belleveth in

him should not perish, but have ever-
lasting life.” ’

Here again Tasshee was startled. A
God of love! Her gods wers -gods of
hate, of revenge, of anger. This God
gave his Son. All the gods she had ever
heard of never gave anything; the peo-
ple had to give them offerings.

This thirsting soul received the water
of life. Tasshee i3 now a JDhristlan
teacher, dispensing ths water of life to
others, telling them of a God who spared
not His awn Son, but gave him up for
us all.—Church at Home and Abroad.

LIKE A HOUSE ATFIRE.

A patient was urging with his doctor
the necessity of hls taking a stimulant,
He argued that he was weak, and needed
it. Said he:

“But, doctor, I must haye some kind
of a stimulant. T am cold and it werms
me.” . .

“ Precisely,” came the dcctor's crusty
answer. “ See here, this stick s cold,”
taking up & stick of wood from tte box
beside the hearth and tossing it into-the

benefited 27 .

The sick man watched the wood first
scnd out little pufs of smoke, and then
burst into flame, and raplied :  Of course
not; it’s burning itselt I”

* And g0 are yot when you warm your-
8ol with alcohol; you are Itterally burn.
ing up the dolicate tissues of your
stomach and brain,”

Oh, yue; alcohol will warm you up, but
who finds the fuel? When you take
food, that is fuel, and as it burns out you
keep warm. But when you take alcohol
{o warm you, you're like a man who sets
his houss on fire and warms his fingers
by it as it burns,

A Noew Laaf
Ho caltlno to my desk with a quivering

The lesson was done.
‘ Dear tﬁiacher, I want a new Jeaf,” he
said;
‘1 have spoiled this ono.”
In place of tho ‘leat sgo Stalned and
blotted,
I gave him & new one, all unspotted,
And into his sad eyes smiled—
“ Do better now, my child.”

I went ul, the throne with a quivering
soul—
The old year was done.
* Dear Fa?ther, hast thou a new leat for
me =
I have spoiled this cna.”
He took the old leaf, stalned and blotted,
And gave me a new one, all unspotted,
And into my sad heart smiled—
“ Do better now, my child.”
‘ —Anon.
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