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AMONG THE
ZUNI.

Among the most
striking objects of
interest in the
Natfonal Museum
at Washirzton are
a number of models
of the structures of
the Zuni pcoplo of
Pueblo and elsu-

where in New
Mexico. Compara-
tively iittle wns

known of thelr in-
habitants till Mr.
Frank Cushing. a
gentleman on the
sclentific staff of
the Smithsonlian In-
stitute at Washing:
ton, made-a tour of
exploration among
them., lived for
some months in
thelr houses, gained
their confldence,
learned thelr lan-
guage, and pub-
Wshed in The Cen-
tury an fnteresting
account of his ad-
ventures among the
Zunl. Their vil-
lages scem. like one
vast continuous
structure, and are
thus described by
Mr. Cushing :

* Imagine,”” he
says, ‘‘ numerous

AMONG TUE ZUNI.

map———

NEW YEAR'S
THOUGHT.

It wns New Year's
murning, and the
anow  that  had
been falling fast all
night lay thick and
wh.te on tho Rtr ots.
Merry sleigh bells
rang  out their
* Happy Now Year
bright tacea passed
and repassed, joy
ous laughter
chimed In with the
glad day, and as 1
gazed out froem my
wlodow upon -the
poesing crewd, 1
could not help com
pur ng .t with the
snes 3 v and
fresh in the marn
Ing. but trodden
under  foot are
nighttal: T thought
“How .many ‘of
those merry volcos
will be smothered
in drink, and what
a ‘heart - burden
there will.  be
carried to many o
father and motter*
It makes one ghud-
der to think of the
sin  committed. at
the beginning of
. the New Yoar--the

: timo for good re-

long, boi-chaped adobe (sun-dried brick)

ranches connected with one another, § | which stood here and there along thesc , whorl.” The Zunl are espe.ially skiful| solutions, and the day to put them-lnto
_ r, in

i walls or on the terraced edges.” . , in the manufacture of earthenware. The | practice. Hos freely the wine flows ! and
extended rows and sguares, with others | The Zuni are an Indlan tribe of a wun- | skapes of their pottery are graceful, and | Low few young men resist the tempter
piled  upon them lengthways and cross- , slderable degree of clvilizatlu:. They , the decorative designs with which they | lu the form of a bhandsome !ady, who
ways,. In two, three, even six storles, , cultivate the soll with a remarkable suc- | are ornamented are particularly elegant | says, " Just onc giass in my honour!

each receding from the one below ft, ltke , cess and keep in corrals or stock-yards | They are wel burned in kilns made for y And fasi on tu that giass follows many

the steps of a broken stalr-flight—as it
it were a glgantic pyramidal mud honey-
combd with far outstretching bagse—and
you can gain a fair conception of the
architecture of the Zuni. Everywhere
this structure-br’ tled with ladder-poles,
chimneys and ratters. The ladders were
long and heavy, and leansd at all angles
against the roofs. The chimneys were
made of bottomless earthen pots set
one upon the other, and cemented
with mud. ‘Wonderfully 1lke the
holes of an ant-hill seemed the little
windows and doorways which everywhere
plerced the walls . of this gigantic habita-
tlon; and like ant-hills themselves scemed
the curjous little round-capped ovens

of cedar posts and sticks a quantity of
sheep and cattle, and raise poultry.

The bird's-eye view of the village from
the topmost story is thus described :

, the purpose. The character of some of
these will ba ubserved in our engraving.

In order to study their manners, cus-

to.ns, and institutions, Mr. Cushing took

giasses, unul the glutivus New Year be-
comes a blank to them, :

Ob, why iz the wuman so often ths
tempte:r . She who was made the man's

Spread out below wers the blocks of | up his abode amung them for some time, j helpmect, but whu, tou often, provea his

smoothly plastered, flat-roofed odobe
houses, red and yellon as the miles of

and was on the whole treated w!th muck
kindness. Ther were much averse, how-

surse.  Ob ! you tempters, think ol the
{ end, thick of what you are doing against

plain from which they rose, plerced by | ever, to have bim shetch thelr portralts, | your God, yourself, and the wortd, think

mauy a black sky-hole, and ladder-poles,
and smoke-bannered chimneys were
everywhere to be seen. The whole mass
was threpded through and through by
narrow, often crooked, passage-ways or
streets, some like tunpels, leading under
the houses from.coust to court, or street
to street. All over the terraces
were women, some busy in the alleys
or at the corners
below - husking
great heaps of
many - coloured
corn, burled to
their bushy black
bare heads in the

solden husks,
while children
romped in and
out, over and
under the flaky
plles. OQthers,
bringing the
graln  up the

ladders-in blank-
ets strapped over
their foreheads.
spread it out on
the terraced roofs
to dry. Many in
lttle groups were
cutting up peach-
es, placing them:
upon squares of
white cloth, or
slicing pumpkins
into long spiral
ropes. - In one
place a Twoman
was  gracefully
‘decoraiing. some
newly-made Jjars
with heaps of the

rude but ex-
quisite bric-a-
“brac scattered

around her—
while over, in &
convenient
.dow, ‘sat’ ap -old
blind man, busy
.spinning: .on ‘Bis.

quaint

7

gsha-.

.{ Zonas, ‘andiof the scarcely

) as they conceived that some disastrous
affect would result therefrom. When
sketching some of their strange dances
and religious ceremonies, a good deal of
opposition, not without some show of
violence, was exhibited. For the feasts
accompanying these religious rltes.great
preparations were made. ° Oxen,” says
Mr. Cushing, " were slaughtered by the
dozen, and sheep by the hundred.”
dancers wore hideous masks in the shape
of the heads of hogs and
other an!mals,

The superior intelligence H
of these people warrants !
the opinion that they would
well repay missionary effort
for their conversion to
Christian civilization.

Mr. Cushing lived among
them long enough to study
thelr strange habits and o
win their confidence. Then
a few of them accompantied
Him on his journes h«me.
allowed pcople to took at
them, and carried back
seme water from ihe
Atlantic Ocean {or a strangs
rite of thelr own.

The rocms are large, as
shown in our engraving;
the walls whitewashed and
the floor of plastered roud.
Their water jars are finely
.decorated. They show
such taste and aki}l fn their
pottery that §f they lved in
‘the north we ghould call
them *° china crazed."” The
‘women In the Icft-hand
corner of the cut are grind-
jng corn, and the string
of. drled fruit upon tho
wall opposite .{s probably
of peaches, of which they
havg 3 great abundance.

In contrast with thego
comparatively civilized
Zunl, ‘we give &.cut of the
-half naked India ‘of Arl:

.more clvilized: Mexican,

. hapéd  apindls:

‘thelr ‘soutbern. neighbours

Y

'I’he,

of the homes you are helpiog to blight,
| and henceforth be a blessing to yonr sex.
| and never curse your high position of
' womanhood by using it to help the dovi}
' in his work Rather help every one tn
! koep gnnd resolntinne made on the com
' ing of the New Year and let your merry
! volce and bright eyes and happy en
couraging words be the only stimulants
{ offered by you on New Year's Day.
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LEASANT HOURS.

THE UIRL'S OWN ANNUAL.

Tbis i3 a companfon book {n size,
shape, and price to the Boy's Own, but
it 1a sumew hat sedate and less bolsterous
=100 pun jntended. Indeed, it {8 quite
young-ladylike, has pages ot music, fancy
work, art papers, covkery recipes, houso-
keeping hinta, home nursing, and health
hints, nature studies, * frocks for to-mor-
row,” and other fen.inine frivolities so
dear to tho hearts of girls. Indeed, it
has quite n grown-up character. The
serials are, * Dr. Andre,” by Lady Mar-
garet Majendle; *“The Grooves of
Change,” " It Loving Hearts Were Never
lonely,” *“In S8pite of All,” * Sisters
Three,” and many short storles, skotches,
poems, and plctures galore, several of
them coloured plates,—overything to de-
velop a beautiful womanhood. The mar-
vel {8 how so much good reading can be
furnisbed for so small a price.

Tho Old Year and the Now.

Listen to the midnight bell,
Tolling out the old years knell,
O'cr our hearts thero comes A spoll
A8 twe sadly say ‘ Farewoll *

Aud we ponder o er the past,

yss ore dim and overcast,
Sllently falls many a tear,

A8 wo DArt with theo—Old Year!

Heasons como and seasons go,
Summer flowers and winter’s snow,
f.ika the ocenn’s ebb and flow—

Joy and paip, and weal and woe!
Dirthday greeting—glad and gay—
Wedded hearts are linked for aye,
Not a churchyard—but a mound,
‘Tells what reaper Death lbath found.

Yot we welcomo thee. Now Year,
And approach theo without fear;
Though wo know not what may be
Portion’d ont for us in thee.

Let us hope, and watch, and pray,
Grewing wiser day Ly day;
Learning lessons {rom the past—
A8 this yegr may be our last !

BRAINERD AND THE RATTLE-
SNAKE.

BY REV. EGERTON . YOUNQ.

After David Brainerd, tho mlsslonary
to the Indlang {n the early days of New
Eugland. had succeeded in winning to
Christ quite a number of the Indians ot
some of the tribes, his great heart went
out in loving eympathy to a flerce tribe
that had become very much soured and
ombittered agalnst the whites. The
white man’'s fire-water and greed in the
early days of the country’s history very
much hindered the progress of genulne
Christianity among the original inhabit-
ants of this great continent.

This savage tribe, to which Mr. Brain-
erd resolved to carry the Gospel, lived in

Though the dear Old Year must go,
Shrouded In a sheet of snow !

May the snow an emblem be

Of the New Year's purity !

As our footsteps in the snow
Show the path we wish to go,
May each day our record be—
Coming nearor, God, to thee!

OUR PERIODICALS:

The beat, the cheapest, the most entertalning, the
fiug} POjular. Yearly

gistian Goardla,, weekly..................... nw v
ol Mo and Keview, 5 i iy | | S0 Toront toaimenson. - Frow. thie. e
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™ wof'w“'m‘ﬁi'""”ii"""""""""“ 328 co,il‘llns into the new country.
The 8%, WEEk]F. e iuereeinnrannes . 100 o win these savage Indians to Christ
’?‘”Mfé,%m°§gf§mﬁg';gg;}2{:' =98 | so aroused Bralnerdg's ardour tha(t’. al-
Veagg Pl and over M. 0 060 | though he was in feeble health, and was
emntll.l:‘uur:..: 3’“&?&' weekly, singlo coplce, . ggg opposed by his warmest frlends, he re-
Yer 0COPIR - vuurervannionennnnnn. ..oz [Buived to go among tkem alona and un-
&xnwx?bl&%m‘:ay.u:,?:gan ten coples . 8;; nGl")t‘llied. amd tell the story of the love of
ards e, or al .

Aeppy Yoy lorignis I s S %01 0 18 | ) dding tarewely to bis triends, somo
Dew Drops, weekly (2 cents per quarter)........ .. 007 { of whom wept at his departure, and all
ﬁ"..:.‘?ﬁi}f’%?'nk‘h'}:""““"“’""' 83‘;’ of whom declared they would never see
oos | bim allve on earth again, he turned his

llerean Intermediate Quarterly (quarteriy)........
Jut nede;?scnm;.m By tho year, 24c. a
n; per ; ber quarter, 6c a
dozen; 200, per 100. ¢
THEB ANVE TRITKS INCLUUR POSTAUR.

WILLIAM BR'GGS,
Mothodiet ook and Publishung Houss, Toronto

face toward the wilderness, and began
the long journey to the haunts of that
savage tribe. He carried with him a
little tent, and the few essentials he
needed for existence in the forest while
prosecuting his mlissionary work. He

. w. Coars, S. P, Hvesma did not wish to increase their o 1t}
2176 8¢ Catherine St W n Roa) Ppos tion
Moot Tine ek dloons |ty him Ly being a burden upon them.

Day by day he travelled on. He was
— never very strong, and so could not make

much progress, burdened as he was.
Pleasant Hours:

However, nithout being molested by any
one, at length he i1eached the vicinity of
" PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rev, W, I, Withrow, D. V., Bditor,

the principal village of the tribe he was
secking. Here among the trees he
pitched his little white tent, and then,
cre he went the remaining distance that
- stretched between him and the wigwams
of the Indlans, he resolved to gspend some
time in prayer for another blessed as-
surance of the divine approval upon his
attempt.

But while he was alone with God in
i1is tent. other eyes had been upon him.
The sharp eyes of some Indian huaters

TORONTO, DECEMBER 31, 1525,

- e me———

THE BOY'S OWN ANNUAL.®

Tbis goodly quarto comes {n all i.
splondeur of crimson and gold. It mak:

us wigh we were A boy again, t. | had been watching him as he wearily
bave timoe to revel in ks stirr... | .noved elong, and then finally decided
stories of adventures in many lan). | apon his camping-place.  They, while
and on many seas, It will nurture | nid from his notice, had watched him as

he pitched bis tent, and had ther hurried
away to the village. and bhad told the
chiet and warriors what had been seen
of the doings of the white man.

Of course, there was a great deal of
excitement amopg them. A hasty coun-
cll was held, and the audacity of
this white man, coming in this man-
ner {nto their country, and even daring
to pitch his tent without treir consent,
was intolerable; and so it was unauf-
mously declded that he must be killed.
So a band of warrlors was sent off with
orders {nstently to kill and secalp the rash
white man, who had dared to {nvade their
hunting-grounds.

Indians do not require much prepara-
tion for such expeditions, and so it was
not long before those appointed for this
work were ready and off. It did not
take them long to reach the vicinity of
the little white tent, which could be ob-
served in the distance among the trees.

Indians do not fight like the soldiers
or warriors of other nations. They pre-
{cr to act by stealth and cunning rather
than by coming shoulder to shoulder,
like civllized soldiers, in making their
attacks upon their enemies, ‘The am-
bugcade is ever preferable to the attack
in the open ground. To get behind &
tres or rock, and from that position to
as3ail their foes, is ever thelr ambition.

So.in thls case. although {nformed that
there was only one white man to at-

sturdy patriotism and cultivate a sense
ot that BriLsbh impeifalism engirdiine
the globe which 1s belng reallzed more
and more year by year. The wealth of
well-drawn plctures, many of them
colpured plates, the numerous cartoons
aud * funnygraphs,” glve a very ap-
petizing notion ot the fun 1n store for its
hoy readers,

It 1s pot all fun elther, for there is
lots of £011d sense an2 useful information
interspersed, talks on electricity, photo-
graphy, reading, telegraph, animal life,
how to take care of birds and dogs.
Among the stories are one by that boys'
prime favourits, G. A. Henty, ‘‘ Among
Malay Pirates?* slso “ A Belgian Hare,”
a school story, by Rev. A. N. Majan, AL A,
F.G.8.; “Slmon Hart” a strange story
of sclence and the ges, by Jules Verne:
* A Bedawin Captive,” by Alfred Colbeck;
“Nic Revel,” by G. Manviile Fenn, and
“ Reaping the Whirlwind.” & tale of the
Mormon horder.” This. llke the other
issues o? the Religlous Tract Soclety, is
a book which parents may confidently
Dlace i the hands of their young folk
with the assurance that they will get
from it only good, and develop robust
and manily Christlan character,

**Tho Boy's Own and Girl's Own An-
nuals.”  Loandon . The Raliglous Tract
socioty.  Toruuto.  Wilham  Driggs.
Price, $1.956.

'tark when they reached the neighbor-
| hund of 3r. Bralnerd's tent they hid
t themsgelves {n sheltered places, and
' walted for the wbhite man to come vut,
that they might shoot him with their
bows and arrows.

But while they waited, the man of God
continued long in praver. Doubtless ho
felt that at this critical time, when he
was about to face these wild savages, he
needed much of the companfonship snd
help of Him who has said, “ My presence
shall go with you,” and for that he
pleaded, and would not be satisfled until
ho had recelved assurance that he
should bo prospered In his work.

The Indlans had not his patlence, and
8o they became tired of watching, and,
after a whispered consultatlon among
themselves, it was decided that three or
four of them should noisclessly ap-
proach the tent and find out all that
wag possible about the white man, and
then return and report to t.e others.
Quletly and cautlously they approached
the lttle tent, and, as cverything was
still, they at length reached ft unob-
served,

Cautiously looking {n through the par-
tially open curtains of the doorway, they
saw the missionary on his knees. with his
back toward them. 8o absorbed was he
in his devotions that he was utterly un-
conscious of thefr presence. To them ha
seemod to boc engaged In earnest conver-
sation with some other persom, whom
they could not sce, but who must surely
be visible to him, or he would not con-
tinue to talk 60 earnestly to him.

As they gazed and listaned, their
superstitious natures were awed and
subdued, and they felt that they dare
not injure him; and still, in sllence most
profound, they watched him as though
riveted to the spot.

But, lock! What {s that? A great
rattlesnake pushes its ugly head under
one of the eide curtains of the Ilttlo
tent, and comes glidirg in. It moves
along, and goes straight for the feet and
legs of Bralnerd. Over them it crawls,
and, rearing itself up parallel with the
kneeling man’s back, it seems to threaten
to strike its deadly fangs into his neck.
However, it does nothing of the kind, and
after & few more movements it glides out
of the tent, under the curt :n on the
opposite side from that on + hich it en-
tered, and disappears in the ong grass.

The startled Indians, with hands on
their tomabawks, bad watched the move-
ments of this venomous snake with in-
tense but suppressed excitement. They
knew well the nature of those poisonous
snakes. That it had not stung the man
over whose legs it had crawled was to
them a great mystery. Here was some-
thing that completely amazed them.
Nolselessly they drew back and joined
thelr impatient comrades in the forest,
and with much quiet. rapid words, and
many gestures, described to them what
they had witnessed at the tent. These
alro, when they heard the story, were
strangely excited by it, and it was un-
animously decided to return to the vil-
Inge, and report 1o the chief and tribe
what they had heard and witnessed.

In the meantime the missiorary had
been so cmgaged in prayer and com-
munion with God that he knew nothing
of the visit of the snake, or of the savage
warriors who had come to destroy him.
He had been so absorbed in his audience
with Deity that bhe was oblivious to
everything else. Otta‘ning the assur-
ing answer. which perhaps came to him
as to one of old, " My presence shall go
with you,” he rose from his knees. and
takineg his Bible with him, proceeded to
the village, little knowing how he would
be welcomed by the wild savage people,
recelved him as one under the immediate
informed by those wbo had tried to dis-
suade him from venturing among them.

To his great astonishment and delight,
it scemed as if the whole village, headed
by the chief, came out to meet him, &nd
welcomed him as if he were a long-
abgent, and now much-welcomed, friend.
They treated him with great respect. and
recelve him as one under the immediate
protection of the Great Spirit, whom {t
would be madness on their part to Injure.

To his teachings they gave heed, and
in time many of tham were converted,
2nd thero was wrought & moral transfor-
mation that continued.

Toronto, Ont.

American Preeldent, which {s worth re-
meombering, He had risen slowly to
fame and at last he was elected by the
many, many thousands of American

all the years of toll, his mother had
on, and now ahs stood. by him- in .the
day of his exaltztion. Then James Gar-
feld did a noble act.  Before all the

zens Uo turped ‘o Bis wolker apd im-

A story 1s told of James Garfleld, ap

people to be their Presfdent. Through |
cheer.d hiin and struggled to help him.{

rredtest and noblest of American. cift-

printed a kiss upon her aged and waated
face, It was a kiss of honour; it was
a kiss of love. In the moment of his
greatest trjumph bhe remembored his
mother, he was not ashamed of ackpow
ledging her, though she had known
poverty and hardsbip,

It I8 one of the deepest disgraces
that can ever com~ to a boy that he 1s
thoughtless of his mother's comfort, or
ashamed to let it be known ihat he
“ thinks tho world of her.”

A Boy's Year.
BY AGNES LER.

As I wateh the old year go,

In my memory, like a show,

I can sec the months pasa by,
One by one, before my eye;

Sce them in the leafy streot

Of the garden at my feet;

Seo them pass, and hear them talk,
And how slowly some would walk !

Just a boy with all his might,
Seelng all with all his sight,
Playing hard with all his strength.
Reaching out to life's full length
Eager in a race to run,

With a heart that beat for fun,
Slow to freeze and quick to thaw—
Was what January saw.

Just a poor form, sick and bound,
¥Fleoting February found.

Cried she, ** Follow, and rejolce !"
But I hardly heard her volce,
March blew softly in my ear,
Then more loud, my heart to cheer.
But I scarcely saw her pass,
Stepping o’er the frozen grass.

Aprll trled to comfort me;
Laughed, and sang a merry glee,
How her face with kindness shone ¢
Yet she’d melt in tears anon.

Then my wayward tears would start
Tiil T cried with all my heart,
Cried as lonely fellows may,

On a cloudy Aprll day.

But, behold ! again I smliled,
Tor I saw a beauteous child,
And I called I knew her form
In the yellow sunshine warm)--—
* Give me, May, oh, give me, do !
Just a little violet blue '’

Then below my window, gee?
Lov¢ly violets bloomed for me.

June, the summer’'s own delight,
Left me roses red and white.
And July her rich perfume
Wafted through my little room;
Beckoned me, the livelong days,
To her quiet woodland ways.
And I whispered, ‘‘ Dear July,

I am coming, by-and-bye !

Augus: glided, one sweet night,
Down the path of Northern Light,
Till, with laugh and sudden bound,
Lighted she on mortal ground.
While from wide-flung upper bars
Angels pelted her with stars.

And I longed to join thelr mirth,
Looking down upon the earth.

Ah, September, sad and wet !

How shall I her face forget ?
Darkest month of all my thought,
For the dreadful dream she brought
As 1 lay one candle light.

How the rain fell down that night ¢
*Some one whispered In the rain,

“ He will never walk agalin !’

Yet I hailed October well,

Tingling from the hickory dell,
Where she left the boys at play,
Midst the nuts and barberries gay.
Heaping up the tangled maze

For the crackling bonflre's blaze,

* Oh,” I thorght, “ do they recall
One whose laugh once led them ali ?*

In the cold November blast,

Called I, as Hope came at last,

To the leaves ot brown.and.red,
Skipping, skeltering ahead :— "
*“3ome day, little leaves, maybe

‘You shall run a race with me;

You shall gee my faster feet,

As they twinkle up the street 1"

Dear December, clad in white,
She that brought that Holy Night,
Sorgtul came, and tarried.lorg,
With a message in her .song.
Sweetest month of all of. them,
For her Star of Bethlehem !

Yes, gnd in my 1ife’s dark cup,.
Look, my stariight fiitered up!

New Year’s Day !.with snow and sleet:
Onoce agaln beneath my feet:!.

New Year’s -Day—my pulses-swing,
Till, for-very strength, I sing!
Hall the New Year: back dgain!
All' the pageant moGths-of pain,
Safely fn my heart gecured,

1t 1s swaet to have emdured!

No_one 15-tus t0-God Who 15:falss 16
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FPLEASANT HOURS.
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Who ‘Wants to Die This Year ?

Each ycar's a book, with pages whito,
That wo so blindly 1,
One lles within our haads to-night,
To blot and mar at will.
With many secret thoughts indulged,
‘Tall stumbling-blocks we rear,
Our hopes and fears are ail divulged,
Who wants to die thls year ?
Do you? Do I?
YWho wants to dio
This year ?

Qod glves the years that still have come,
And we have called our own,
They held unnumbered joys for some,
Or else all joy had flown.
We uso the moments, one by one,
Without much thought or fear
But, oh, we have so )ittle done!
Who wants to dle this year ?
Do you? Do l?
Who wants to die
Thir year ?

This year !
now,
'Twill be last year as well,
Etarnity can yot endow,
And all iife's story tell,
Though short or long for us the time,
Our landscape bright or drear,
The question tolds, hoth prose aund
rhyme :
Who wants to die this year ?
g Doyou? DoX?
Who wants to die
This year ?

\h ! death will many milllons geek !
_'l‘helr hour must come in turn.
2-morrow, next day, week by week,
We'll of their golngs learn.

We cannot stay, though stay we would,
Our cnd may be so near !

h ! are we living as we should ?
Who wants to die this year ?

Twelre fleeting months from

Doyou? Dol?
Who wants to die
This year.

BOB'S BEST NEW YEAR.

BY REV. J. ¥, COWAN,

| for dinner.

“Yes, 1 suppose that's so. A feller
ought to try and do better and better,
every year, and I dc in my mind, you
know; but these thjugs are harder to
get up every year,” and he looked wlth'
_growling disgust at the paper at his elbow
on the table, on which there were a few
prellminary scrawls; “ besides, they don’t
count in & week or so, 'cause a feller
can’t always feel this way. It he could,
crickety, what a chap he would be! I
would ke to be such a boy just for one
year—indeed 1 would; but the bother
about it is, I'll go and forget all about
that the first time I don't feel like get-
ting up in the morning, or something
goes wrong with tte old sums, or I have
to mind the baby, or do errands on Satur-
day afterncon, or~—oh ! hum, yu-um '

Then Bob gazed at the paper very
iteadily for a long time, without at-
tempting to put anything on it. And
what was on it stared back at him, as it
the two were trying to look each other
out of couatenancs; and I don't know how
long this game would have lasted, only
Bob all at once saw a picture on the
paper that he didn‘'t know of before.

He didn’t believe it had been there
before—yes, it must have been, though.
It didn't look so much llke a picture,
either, as a real scene. There was a
ooy in a frizzled ulster just like his own,
and ear-tippets. It must be himself, for
there was not another boy in town who
could put his hands upon the town pump
and go over it in that way! Oh, yes!
‘mother had saild: “ To-morrow there'll
be no school, and I wish you would run
over to Aunt Eunice’s and tell her to be
sure and come to the Mite Soclety quilt-
{pg Thursday; then you might as well
go on to Farmer Oldham's, and let him
know that we expect the barrel of Rhode
Island greenings; and father wants his
every-day boots left at Smither’s, to be
half-soled; and, 1f ‘it's pleasant, you can
‘fix the.box on your sled, and give baby

. & lttle fresh air;” and all the time he
kosw, {f mother didn't, that every boy
in town who bad 2 sled, would be on
Low Gap Hill to coast—for there never
was such.coasting since the oldest boy
could ‘remember. .

But there -ho was—Bob Graham—going
down the road toward Aunt Eunice’s, and
his 1lips actually .puckered, too, fur a
whistle! He kept right on down the
‘road until he came where. there was no
snow on the ground and the grass was
-green and the birds singing in the trees.
* Humpk ! Y 'dldn't know §p "ing.was com-
{og ;80 soon. I supposs .hose garden
-beds will wani weeding by .this-time.
Mother will expect a:grand.howl over {t,
but. Ll try ‘whistliog insteed. Anpd at'it
be went. = By the ‘time he .was done,
-some; of. the jattuce wap. blg enough -for

d:-le-filed Uy Lahds with salad,

< 2w,

* Mother will be surprised
to find It hero In tims. I gyess It must
bave prevoked her when 1 came poking
in about the time the last couree was on
the table ™

Then he carefully washed his hands
and face, and was in time 1o sit down
with the rest, and while father was walt-

fng.for Norah to bring tho soup, he didn‘t .

once drum on the bottom of his plate
with his finger nalls.
berries and cream for dessert—DBob's os-
peclal favourite. He was carcful not to

overrun his saucer with cream.; and he.
didn‘t pass his dish up the second time .
until ho saw that everyone else had been .

helped; and he didn’'t smack his Iips,
though he thought the berries were anever
80 Juscious and sweet.

*“I'd itke to go chestnutting thls after-
noon,” he sa'd, as he was about tn rice
from tho table.

“Then {t'll Le a good day for the
squirrels, for the buggy must be washed

to go to town to-morrow,'” said the busy .

doctor, taking up his medicine-case to
mako some village calls,

*1 don't allow any one to be a belter
friend of the squirrels than myself.” satd
Bob, much to his mother's surprise, and.

whistling, he got the bucket and sponge, .

and put on bis overalls without belng
told.

When he got that about done, he saw
a plle of kindling that the man had
hauled that day, and he knew that his
father would have to hire a man to cuc
it up and put it away. “Hello! he
gald to himself, **1 guess father needs
all his money to get us new winter suits
and pay for our schooling. Suppose I
just whack that stuftf up, and toss it into
the wood-shed ! I am getting big enough
to be of some account—though I haven't
heard father come over that in so long
that 1'd alinost forgot how it sounded.”
He felt half ashamed now that his tathar
had ever had to remind him of such a
thing.

The snowflakes were falling by the time
Bob’s afternoon work was done, and when
he got up the next morning the ground
was covered. He knew that before he
jumped out of bed—by the window-sill.
It was one of those mornings when any
boy liked to hug the blunkets pretty close,
and wait for the house to get warm be-
fore he ventured out; but, * Hello I sald
Bob; *“I guess there'll be some of the
fleecy white to toss sbout this morning,
and I don’t know of any fellow batter
able to do it than I. I'lli just play I'm
one of those cyclone snowploughs they
have on the raflroads out West, and won't
I have fun ¥ When he had made paths
to the stable and pump, and got the
front walk pretty well under way, some-
thing about the chimney of the little
house back on the alley struck him—
there was no smoke coming from it.

* It must be that Granny Milliken is
spowed {n this morning. Bet a cent she
can’'t get to her wood-pile. Heigh ho!

I know what I'll do; there’s that kindling !

—I'l just take a handful and start her
fire for her; and pretend I have the con-
tract for ¢learing away the snow-drifts
on the Union Pacific road, and iix her
sidewalks and paths, just to show Jay
Gould how much he needs me. My ! but
it does give a fellow a glow and an ap-
petite for his breakfast! Mother ! what
have you got that's good, and enough of
it to eatisty a giant?" And Bob
laughed such a hearty laugh that it put
all the household—who had been shiver-
ing and drcading to g0 out into the cold—
into the best of humour,

* I declare.” said Aunt Eunice, " it does
one good to hear that boy laugh. Didn't
he use to whine in the morning about
getting up! What a difference a year
has wmade in him !

“Yes,” sald mother, ** Robert's a great
deal more manly than he used to be.
This year has made a great difference
in him. 1 have noticed it ever since
last New Year's.”

“1 think, dec!dedly, that this has been
the best year our boy hasg ever had,” sald
his father. * He has been such a com-
fort to me.”

Beb felt himself blush, and a tingling
sensation as though the blood wes rush-
tng pell-mell all through his veins, his
elbow began to tingle, and kept it up
until he was sure something had hit
his funny-bone; then it got into his hand,
and that member pricked as f£ a bun
dred pins had been thrust into it. He
pinched it with the other hand to see
what the matter was, and it was as cold
as a lump of lead, and felt just llke some
other man’s hard. What was the mat-
ter? Oh! he had made 8 head-res. of
it so s g that it was completely dead
and coid. He raised his head and rub-
bed his eyes. Yes; he bhad been asleep

there, with his elbow on the table—and, ,

what was that staring him {n tho face ?
‘Why, nothing {n the world but that old
paper on which he had set out to write

"hiis New Year’s. resolutions. and there
“wasn't upe LIt e written tbau wben

he—. Yes! he must have bcon msleep,
and dreaming 1t all.

Just then the clock struck nine. " And
it aas ten m.hutes of nine when I got
as far as, ' Have resolved as follows.'
Did I dream all that wholo year in ten
migutes © Wedd, anyway. «w was the best
year of my life, and {f 1 didn’t lve It
| mean to, and that's all the New Ycar's
resolutions ! mean to write”

There were straw-

WHIOH WAS THE HERO?

When the first call for troops reached
the vitlage last spring, John Black struck
his spade into the ground and turned
toward the house. *“I'll go?! he sald
to himself.

But as he neared the farmhouse he

stopped  There was his old mother and
poor crippled Jenny. How could he
lcave them ?

He had given up marriage for theso
" two; he had drudged all his life. But
here wag great work to be done—a
. chance really o live; or to die nobly.

The thought sevt the hot blood rush-
ing to his heart. He would go ke
could send his pav home to his mother
and Jenuy.

But up the roud just then came his
brother. His face was red. He was
panting. ‘“Cuba lbre!" he shouted.
*“1'm golng to enlist, john."

*“To enlist 7 And Nancy and the chil-
dren ?”

“I told her to pack up and come to you.
You'll have to look after them. It will
be hard soratching tor soven, 1 Know,
but 1'll never again have such a chance
to see something of life.”

*“ You've no right to shirk your duty
to your wife and childrea,” satd John,

sternly.

But Will only laughed.

Nancy and the four children came
home, without a penny. and John

drudged faithfully for them all summer.
Nobody suspected he had wanted to gon.
His mother and Nancy and the whole
village watchcd Will's course with de-
light and pride. He was their hero,
their fearless patriot.

He was slightly wounded before San-
tiago and came home on furlough He
thrilled with exultation as he steppad
out of the train and saw a crowd of pco-
ple come to welconie him. Hd was
helped into a landau, over the back of
which was an American flag. His
townsmen had come to do him honour.
He felt that he was hailed as a favourite

son. He nodded careless!v to his
brother.

“Hello! Jogging on as usual!” he
sald.

John drew back out of the crowd. The
old doctor, seeing his face, 1aid his hand
on his shoulder.

" There will be anather coming home

, of men one of these davs, who have heen

j on a longer fight than that 1n Cuba.’ he
said. quietly. ‘And then God will re-
| ward the heroes, unknown as weli as
known, who have given life and
service for him and for his needy chil-
dren.””—Youth’'s Companion.

NEW YEAR CUSTOMS IN OLDEN
LANDS.

BY LEIGE YOUNG.

“ Ring out, wild bells, across the snow,
The year is golng—Ilet him go;

! Ring out the old, ring in the new,

Ring out tho false, ring in tho true.”

1 * This shall be unto you the beginning

{ of months, and on it ye shall keep the

i feast-day,” was the command to the He-

| brews in the centuries long gone.

; And so the beginning of ihe mouths,
or “ew Vearss Day—as in our English
ton,ue wve it—has ever, among all
nations, been regarded as a time te be set
apart.

The Jew. Mohammedan, Christian,

( Buddhist, Chinese, and Roman. although

| differing as to the time from which they
reckoned the beginning, all agreed as
cconsidering it as the season of seasons,
and celebrate it by religious ceremonties,
as well as festal rejolcirgs, differing as

| widely as their different falths.

The early fathers of the Church, in re-
probation of the immoral practices of the
pagan festivities, prohibited to Christians
all rejoicing, and directed that the year
be opened with prayer, fasting, and
humiliation. The resuit of this mandate
was & combination of the two—tho early
| morning be.ng reserved for the religious
exercises, while the evening houre were
given up to revelry.

The Hindus call the flist day of the
year, * The day of the Lord of Creation.”
It {8 sacred to the god of wisdom, to
whom they sacrific kids and deer, while
i they keep the festival with {lluminations
| and general rejoieing.

Tho Chinese bezfn this year at the ime
of tho spring squinox. and. the festival

| witls wLich they usher It In Is ouc of,

thelr most splendid celsbrations. All the
peaple, tacluding the Emperor, micgle to.

) gother, and unite in thauksgiving for

mercy veceivod, and prayer for A genlal
soason and an abundant crop,  Oa that
day all the shoups are closed, and for
soveral days no busineas is dono, save
the solling of candies, swoetmeats, and
auts,

Tte families collect in thelir houses on
Now Yoar's Day, an? make offorings to
their houschold gods, of rice, wine, fruits,
Incense, and sweets of overy descriptinn,
After the **gods” havo conaumed the
spiritual esscnco of the offerings. then
the people are at ltberty to enjoy the more
earthly romalns,

This coromony con tuled, foenating and
firoworks mako the order of the day. Red
is a symbol ot joy, and the predents o’
coins that aro recelved must be strung
on a red band to bring gocd luck.

‘Tho fostivities are kept up for fliteen
days, and end with the Feast of Lanteras,
when every variety of stylc and shane
that the imagination can conceive, ar the
skilful fingers of a Chinaman coastruct,
is tashioned out of paper and dbamboaq,
and mado to do duty as & lentern. They
are round, fat, square, oval—men, anl.
mals, and monsters; tho angelic faco of o
cherub, or the grinning features of a
flend——tho more grotesque the batter:
some roll over and over on thoe Rround
while tho light within scintillates like a
kaleld oscopo; others, shaped llke houses
and coaches, trundle nlong tho ground.

Those of us who have been in China
town, in San Franoisco, on tho Fete
Day, will never forget the odd, wild, an+
interesting spectacle which the streate
present.  And if tho reproduction, five
thousand miles away from home, is e~
amusing, we can but wonder waat {t
would be on {tg native heath; and it wr
ever have tho good fortuneo to fulfil tb
desire of our hearts, and put a girdle
around the world., we shall time our so
journ in Caanton %o take o the Feast of
Lanterns,

In the Middle Ages, when books wer~
few, and travel—except to the crusadine
countries—l1ittle known, an adventurous
voyager, Marco Polo, went gbroad
* strange countries for to see,'” and pene
trated to the court of tho Khan of Tar-
tary, and has left us his exporiencos
*writ in a large book.” Somawhat th-
same reputation ho Las left behind hi-
which clings to Herodotus, the father of
history. But we are not of the numbr-
of the fconoclasts, who would tear down
all ornamentation, and leave only th-
framework of the great building which
the ages have been crecting since th-
foundation of the world. What xould
history be without its tales and myths *
So we pore over the malevolent genius o
the fairy tale.

In tho time of Numa Pomplitus the day
was dedicated to Janus, the double-faced
deity, who faced the future while he
looked back upon the past. And It was
with somewhat the same idea that now
in many natlons, the bells are solemnly
tolled as the old year is departing, and
thus ring out mors joyously as the new
year i{s ushered in.

And we, with the same end in view.
hold our midaight watch-meetings, when
we review our deeds of tho past, which
are behind us, and face the unknown
new year, of which we know but this.
that * Our Father is {ts King.” Angd as
we enter upon its untried paths, with
their uncertain joys., and ft may be cer-
tain palins, let us look upward in happy
trust and confidence, sure in the know
ledge that, whatever of change the New
Year may have {n its keeping—

It can bring with it nothing
But God can bear us through.”

On Guard.
BY PRISCILLA LEONARD,

You have a lttle prisonar,
He'as nimble, sharp, and clover;
He's sure to get away from you
Unless you watch him ever.

And when he once gets out, he makes
More troublo in an hour

Than you can stop in many a day,
Working with all your power.

He sets your plsymates by the ears,
He says what isn’t so,

And uses many ugly words,
Not good for you to know.

Quick, fasten 'tight the ivory gates,
Ang chain dim while he's young !

Tor this same dangerous prisoner
Is just—yocar litle tongue.

Faith in. God is & dead form If it do
not bring forth the fruit of penitence
aad obedience.~-Murphy.

Wher we messure our spiritus! sue-
coss LY oup OwWn power, We. are van-
.qQulshizd before we figbt—Blshop-Hall,
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Now Yoar's Fancles.

Bright New Ycar, what bdringest thou ?

Ulad Now Yerr, what singest thou ?
Usrts of health and wealth and iife,
Hongs with love and pleasure rifo—
Qifts ko these I'd bave thee bring me,
8Bongs llko thesc I'd have theo sing mo,

(Jlad Now Year, what dringest thou ?

Doat thou come with longthening days
In thy train, and pleasant vrays
All untrodden for my feet,
Filled with flowers fine and sweot ?
Asg cach step of mine advances,
8hall 1 find my idle fancies
All fulfllfed with glnd amaze ?

Ah! Not go; the old paths He

Still beforo me steep and high;
Stll tho snow-storms and tho sleet
Thicken round my tolling teet:
Yet hoyond this dreary whitonoss
1 can seo tho azuro brightness

Of the spring-timeo in the aky.

(ilad New Year, whaevar thou
Hringest to me, waiting now—
Chil} of winter, breeze of spring,
Warmth of Summer—ovorything
I accept, nor ask a reason,
Pledging. splte of bitter searon,
Sweget New Year my solemn vow.

God and heaven. God will 0]l you with
himsgelf—so full that ovil will find it
hard to got a lodging place.

* Habit becomes second nature.” No
doubt of it. And it Is just as true of
good hablts as of bad. The iron chains
of bad habits need bo no stropger than
the golden chains of good ones,

We can habituate ourselves to all sorts
of good things just as well as to all
gorts ot evil things., Eveory good llfe !
has a history and every bad one, too.
1t I8 not pleasant reading to turn over
the leaves of a Qodless life, especlally
when the book §s onc our own life hee
written.

Evil deeds are not so easily forgotten.
They have an unpleasant way of re-
minding us of their existence. They
resurrect themselves unbidden from the
long dead past. Their memory is a
cumulative gorrow, that does not get less,
but greator as the years roll by.

Good deceds have a similar facuilty.
They come back to us again In vivid
rcality but only to bless. They grow
more beauilful and more inspiring and
comforting each tlme they reappear.
They nre angel visits often sent to cheer
us {n darkness and weakness and
trouble. i

*The memory of the just is blessed.” .
That is true in life as in death. It i3
true as others review our good lives, and
just as true as we review our own,

NEW YEAR'S WINE.

It §s unfortunate that & custom so
pleusing should have associated with it
suggestions of evil; but, though sad, it is
tritg that New Year's Day s a thne of
temptation, There are
young men and old men,
whose smothered appe-
tite fs roused by the
smell of lMquor, and to -
whoye good resolutions
one taste of wine is as
aangerots ag a/ candle
in a powder magazine.
Ladics who, in ar:anging
thelr tables, have sup-
plied wine or stronger
drink, can do real good
by correcting their bills
of fare.

The importance of this
advice may be {lius-
trated by an {ncldent
which occurred three
years ago. A family of
this city served wino to
thelr guests, but when
the two sons of tho
family came, the bottles
were slipped to one slde.
Tho boys started on
thelr round, with the
glsterlyadmonition,
“ Now, you won't take
anything ! To a caller
who had -just refused
pressing offers of spark-
ling liguor from this
same sister, the ad-
monition had a strange
sound, and he said, *“ Do
you g0 much fear the
oftect of a little wine on
your brothers ?"

“No; but when they
begin, they don't know
where to stop.”

The door opened, and
half a dozen persons—
two belng mere boys—
came fn. They all took
wine; and the afore-
mentioned caller had
not even' time to sug-
gest that their sisters might be anxious
lest they would not know where to stop.
The caller saw them later in the day.
and they were unmistakably tight. He
saw, alto, the two boys whose sister's
caution he had heard, and they too were
drunk. He has seen them since §n the
same condition, and knows that one of
the two I8 the slave of strong drink, and |
phrsically and morally a wreck.

We do not know that New Year's wine
ts responsible for this ruin, or that it led
to the ruir of the boys to whom his
sister served it, but we are surc that
many & young man- dates his movement
on the downward grade from llQuor
gerved son New. Year's Day. We are,
glad to belleve that the custom of thus
tempting men {s on the decline, and
equally glad if any word-blows we give
will help it out of good soclety.~—~Herald
and Presbyter. .

THE

sighing ;

And tread softly

RNOW 14 YOUR TIMBE.
oY THE DEV. JAMES COOXEB BEYMOUR.

1t 15 good to be & Christian—it is better

to be a Christlan early—early in life.
It is best to be a Christian all the time.
* Pogsesslon -1s nind points of the law,”
Let Christ.have these -nine points.af ad-
vantage. ~That.is, give him your heart-
‘while. you are’young—very ;young. .Give

. ‘God“the it chance ¢ HigKe A 'max of,

: they

Full knee-deep lies the winter snow,
And the winter winds are wearily

Toll ye the church boll sad and slow,

For the Old Yoar lies a-dying.

The years of youth are not golden—
are worth far more than ygold,
IBach year, each month, each day, is a
pearl, a gem of priceless value. Don't

throw away all this untold wealth of op-
portunity in sin,

DYING YEAR.

and spoak low,

Give Christ a cordial welcome to your
keart this hour. Let sin go. It will
never do you any good. Take Christ
and a holy life and a heavenly home as
your portion. Now is your time. Say
T will,” and God will say “& will,” too.
And the day of your spiritual rativity
has come,

Paisley, Ont.

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE GOSPEL BY JOHN.

LESSON IL--JANUARY 8.
CHRIST'S FIRST DISCIPLES.
:&John 1. 86-46. Mewnory verses, 35-37.
L GOLDEN TEXT.
Behold the Lamb of.God.—John 1. 36.
OUTLINE.

1. Looking upon Jesus, v. 35, 36.
3. -Following Jesus, v. 37-40
3. Zeadipg- to. Jesus, v. 41-46.
Time—~A.D. 27. _Probadbly on Satur--
dsy, the Jewlish -Sabbath. -

 Plate.c~Betlisbasa, or Bethany (sccord: |.

Fou. " Raxly. plety Presmpta thi¢ sour 165

N o wL

g’y e Retised Veralow,. but this-

little town near tho Jordan is to be care-
tully distinguished from the Bethany of
the Mount of Olives, where Lazarus and
Mary and Martha )ived.

HOME READINGS.

M. Christ's first disciples.—John 1. 36-42.

Tu. Christ’s first disciples.—John 1. 43-61.

W. Tho second call.—Matt. 4. 18-26.

Th. True discipleship—Luko 9. 18-26.

F. Teaching the disciples.—Matt. 5.
18-20.

-8, Friends of Jesus.—John 16. 12-21.
. 3u. Reward.—Matt. 19, 23-30.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. Loaoking upon Jesus, v, 35, 3G,

What three persons saw Jesus ap-

proaching ?

What did John gay tq his disciples ?

Golden Text.

Why did he call Jesus & ' lamb " ?
What had he said the day before?

Verse 29,
2. Following Jesus, v. 37-40.

Who at once followed Jesus ?

What question did Jesus ask ?

What was their answer ?

What did Jesus bld them do ?

How long did the disciples stay ?

Who were these two disciples ?

Who are now commanded to follow

Jesus ?
3. leading to Jesus, v. 41-46.

Whom did Androw lead to Jesus ?

Whom did he say he had found ?

What did Jesus say about Peter's
name ?

Whom did Jesus summon the next day?

Where was Philip's home ?

Whom dia Philip seek out ?

‘What did he say to Nathanael ?

What question did Nathanael ask ?

\What was Phillp's answer ?

What did Jesus say of Nathanael's
character ?

What was Nathanael's question of sur-
nr[se ?

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.
Where in this lesson are we taught—
1. Whom we should seek ?

2. When we should seek Jesus ?
3. That we should lead others to Jesus?

OOME AND SEE,

Jesus said to Philip, “ Follow me.” |

Philip obeyed, and soon wasted to bring

COME. AND  $FE.

- &75.. Lovant ‘M&obpo,.ynfpp_ea_,' ;xgg,\soo‘

another follower. There was Nathanael.
He said to him, ‘** We have found the
One Mosecs sald was coming.'”  When
Nathanael wondered how One so good
could come from that poor little town
of Nazareth, Philip only sald, * Come and
see.” That was the way to find out.

Oh, it people would only come and sec
how it 18! Ob, if they would oaly spond
a day with Jesus! Wouldn't they learn
enough of him to want to follow him
always ? Well, we- have this day.
Shall we spend It learning of Jesus ?
That i what we arc here for in his house.

8ong for the New Yoar.
BY ELIZA COOK.

Old Time has turned another page
Of eternity and truth;

He reads with a warning volce to age,
And whispers a lezson to youth,

A year has fled o’er heart and head
Since last the yule log burned,
And we have a task to closely ask—
What the bosom and brain

learned.

have

O lot us hope that our sands have run
With wisdom’s precious grains !

O may we find that our hands have done
Some work of glorious pains!

We may have seen some loved one pass
To the land of hallowed rest;

We may miss the glow of an honest brow
And the warmth of a friendly breast,

But If we nursed them while on earth
With hearts all true aud kind,

Will their spirits blame the sinless rairth
Of those truc hearts left behind ;

No, no ! it were not well nnr wise
To mourn with endless pain;

There's a better world beyond the skies
Where the good shall meet again.

Have our days rolled on serenely free
From sorrow's dim alloy ?

Do we still possess the gifts that bless
And {111 our souls with joy ?

Are the creatures dear still clinging
near ?
Do we heer loved voices come ?
Do we gaze on oyes whose glances shed
A halo round our home ?

O, it we do, let ttanks be poured
To him who hath spared and given.
And forget not o’er the festive board.
The 1aercies sent from heaven !

Then a welcome and cheer to the merry
New Year,
While the holly gleams above us!
With a pardon for the foes who. hate,
And a prayer for those who love us.

Don't take up ‘everything. The Lord
seldom gives one great, outsida mission;
he never gives half a dozen at a time.—
Mrs. A. D. T. Whitney.
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