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rvE—

The Glad New Year,

Rixo, ring, ye gladsomo Lells,
From yonider belfrios fugh ¢
Ring out your joyful stras
From earth to sky |
Fue, lo, a stranygor comes
l{ingly awd proud,
Upon the blust
Ho rideth fast,
Feal ouv your welcome loud 1
Ring metrily,
Ring chivenly.
To the great, the coming year,
The g“ud New Year !

We'll lift wath braver heart,
Life’s burden once wgatn,
We'll net a nobler part
Among our fellow.men
Hopo's flowets agan shall bloom
Along life's dusty wa)s,
And murmurings and sighs
Shall change to prayer and praiss.
Faith ahall with clearer vision
Look toward the coming duys,
\Whon peace shall o'er division
Reign with bonignant rays ;
When man to man as brother
Shall lend o helping hand,
And God's blessed Lenediction
Reat on our amiling land !

Ring, ring, ye bellst
Ring loud, ring high 1

Peal out your merry choer
From earth to sky,

To ;ilreet. the glad New Year,
The ever glad New Year}
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Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FO1LK
Hev. W. H. WITHROW, D.D., Editor.

TORONTO, DECEMBER 29, 1804,

A TALE ABOUT NEW YEAR'S DAY.
BY ANNIE A. PRESTON.

Y po not understand it at all.”

** Understand what, Eva, child 1"

‘ About. the first of January boing
ealled New Year's, Aunt Mary. What

-was the boginning of 167"

** You can see for yourself, dear, that
time had to be distributed or divided in
somo way adaptablo to the purposes of
lifa”

“God 4did that by the sun, the moon
and stars, and tho seasons, did hie not,

\unt Mary 1"

** Cortainly ; aud that is why the solar
day and the solar year, which complete the
virclo of the seasons and the lunar month,
aro called tho natural divisions of time.”

** What doos solar mean, Aunt Mary 1"

*“ Pertaining to the sun; and lunar per-
taining to the moon.”

**How about the hour and tho week,
Aunt Mary 1"

** Although of aucient, and very genoral
use, thay are not governed by any fixed
tules, as are the month and the year”

* But, Aunt Mary, did not God at the
creation arrunge the week when ho rested
on tho saventh day 1

¢ That is according to tho Mosais recital;

those who reject that are purzled to ac-
count for ity onigin.”

** Why do people disbeheve the Bible,
Aunt Mary 1

*“It 13 1 the nature of man to seok for
tho reason and for the origm of thing»."

** A great many haveo puzzled their brains
over this, I suppose 1"

' Ob, yes; since the remoto ages kings
and princes and many learned men have
been engaged m the reformation of the
calendar. A great many ditlerent mothods
have been tried and a vast amount of cal-
ctlation done 5 but all proved mors ot less
wisatsfactory until Julius Ciesar, 2 Roman
cmperor, wdopted a system  called  the
Julan method of computing time, com-
mencmny with January 1, the year of the
bitth of our Saviour 5 hence the abbrevia-
tion A.D.  Anno Domini, the year of our
Tord. ‘This remained until the sixteenth
contury, although net absolutely correct,
and is citled the old style.”

*And that 1s what O, S, means.
what is N. 8,—new style 1"

* Our present mothod ; where the sur-
plus tune was gathered up once in four
yeavs, by Pope Gregory X111,

* And that is leap yearvand leap day.
know ahout that, becaass my Cousin
Gregory was so named beeause ho was born
on Fehtuary 29, ansd wy paps always calls
hun Pope Grogory thivteenth.”

“ Do you understand it any bettor now?”

“Oh, yes, Aunt Mary; and I thank
you very much. When Iam older I shall
read up everything. 1 ean find about the
calendar,  But don'’t you think it is beau-
tiful that all those conturies, when peoplo
wore studying how to make tho yoars
como out even, all God's plans went on’
just the same, summer aud winter, seeds
time and harvest, and what was the use of
anything different 17
. **Forall businesaand historical purposes
1t was nocessary to have a correct system ;
and the perfection to which the muthewmns
ticrans at length arrived is a stimulus for
us all not to Lo satisfied with anything
short of the best.” .

“T never knew before, Aunt Mary, that
every time we name the year, or write it,
we tell how long since Jesus was born. I
think, now that I know about it, I shall
bokms,mnded to do my best always, for his
sake.

Now,

THE NEAREST DUTY.
BY EDNA I TURPIN.

“My daughtor, my dear child,” began
Mus. Leach, when Marion came bonneted
and clonked into tho dining-room, *¢surely
You are not_thinking about going out this
worning? Why—'

‘ Mother,” interrupted Marion, fret-
fully, *it does seem strange that you
oppuse my doing my duty. I told vou
yesterday I had promised to take Mrs,
Hill « basket of food and somo new papers
to-day. It would he very selfish for me to
sit down here at home, and, being com-
fortable myself, not to care for the wants
of others." )

Mrs. Leach's cheek flushed at the re.
i:nmchfulshnrpness of her daughter's tono,

ut she answered quietly :

** My child, X am sorry not to encourage
you in a mission of mercy, hut I really do
not think that it is prudent for you to
venture out in this snow-storm. You are
still so unwell as to be too suseeptible to
cold to expose yourself with impunity,
Can’t you write a note, dear, and ist mo
send it with the basket 7"

But Marion's face grow more doter
mined.  “If it wore a pleasure-trip I had
plauned, maother, of courso I shoul give it
up, but under the cpcumstances, I feel
that it is my duty to go,” aud she slupg
the basket on hier arm and went out.

It was Now Year's morning and Murion
Leach had begun the day fnﬁ of beautiful
resolutions and noble thoughts. Every
day, she resolved, she would try to do
some good deed—and this was the begin-
ning. ~ Her mother’s disapprobation weigh-
ed on her mind, and the morning seemed
very dreary as hor glow of enthusiasm
faded. She mused bitterly :

“It docs serm hard that someono is
always ready to thwart my plans of useful-
ness. 1 suppose that is a croxs 1 have to
bear.  Certainly mother was very un-
reasonable.  Asif Jamie would do! But
T wish T hadun't spoken so sharply.”

Mra, Hill's grateful appreciation of the
comforts sho earried, bowever, hghtencd
the ¢loud which had fallon on hur spirits,
und she started home fechuy happor bo-
causo she had brightenod the poor woman’'s
dismal day. But, alas! she controted a
cold from the exposure and this developed
into #n ncutoe attack of bronchitis.

One day as she was just beginning to
recover, the doctor turned as he™ was leav-
ing tho room to say :

* By the way, Miss Mavion, I must not
forget to tell you how pleased Mrs. Hill 1s
to hear of your convalescence. She told
me about your charity, she grew voluble
nd tearful e her praises of the kind
young lady, an angel--of imprudence, 1
tald her.  But she exclaimed that if Miss
Marion had died, as heaven be praised she
duln’t, it would have bueen as a blessed
saint and martyr.”

“1 am indeed glad,” said Mrs. Leach,
gravely, “that my daughter bids fair to
recover from the illness caused by her
neglect of her first duty.”

' Neglect of duty! O mother!” cried
Marion, bursting into tears. Thon she
dried her oyes and felt sullenly resentiul
of her mothor's lack of appreciation and
injustice as she chose to consider it. But
that afternoon, as her mother sat sewing
by her bedside, she could not resist speak-
ing on thoe subject.

"l?fiothoi'," s(llwdsuid, b“how couldﬁou
say I neglected dut oing to Mrs.
Hill's?” & v 5y aole

1 did pot sny movely neglocting duty,”
answered her mother, “* T said neglecting
ﬁngr first duty. 1t was a Juty to care for

rs. Hill, but, aside from the fact that it
was unneeessary for you to goin person”
EMur’ion blushed—*¢it was not your first

uty.'

I don't understand. If it wasa duty
what question could there be of priovity 1"

“TLet us try to understand,” said Mis,
Leach, folding up her work and putting it
acide. ‘¢ Carlylo somewhere preaches his

gospel of work from the text: ‘Do to-day. :

thy nearest duty.” Now the world is full
of shapeless masses of duties, and it is our
business to select those which Lelong to us,
and build up our Christinn life and char-
acter. Your first duty was to care for
your own health; it was your duty not
only to yourself, but to the God who gave
you this delicate body to care for. to us:
who love and watch over you—even to
poor Mrs, Hill, for would you not have
been in a condition to help her more sub-
stantially had you not incurred the pain
and exponse of this illness 3

*¢ But, mother, that sounds too selfish,
My first duty always td keep comfortsble

“ Not always, dear, 'Fnke this as a
rule : ‘Hesitate not to risk thinp own life
for another when the chance of saving his
is greater than of losing thine own. But
count it madness, not courage, to throw
away thine with his.” And whenever we
try to substitute aunother for our nearest
duty; it ceases to be a duty at all, and be-
cames a mere act of wicked self-gtatitica-
tion. Begin f'our New Year agein, my
child, by resolving to try-to keep to the
¢ nearest duty,'”

g

LIVING A DAY AT A TIME.

Tar beginning of & noy year brings to
many people An overwhehning sense of
work to be ‘done and burdens to be bhorne.
All the uncertaintics, the labours, tho
possibilities, the disasiers of the coming
twelve months seem to crowd upon the
itmagination, and iustead of hope ard cheer
there comes over us a feeling o} disestaye-
ment, All of this can bo remedicd if we
remomber wo need to-live buta day at a
time. All the man needs who carries his
Inntern is to get light suflicient for the
next stop, and the future will take care of
itsolf. If any one of us, even the strongost,
were called to faco the work of life in a

single moment we would fail ; but when

that burden is broken into fragments, the
weakest can carry it if ‘he will, We need
to have the disposition.which looks hope-
fully upon the world, that refuses always

to soo tho dark side, run away from ils_

burdens, or sit down under its calamities.
We nced to have the conviction born of
hoaven that He will take care of his own.
This does not mean that his children shall
not bear burdeus, carry sad hearts, and

ondure great trinls ; but it does mean th.
these shall como not all at once, but a ds
at a time, and that in the midst of a
of these the divine strougth shail I
suflicient for us. As the manua camet
the hungry every motning, so divin
strength to boar all the ills of life will com
daily to thoso who seek for it. .

Another Year.

ANOTHER year is fading
Into the shadows past,
What if for e, my Saviour,
This year should be the last?
Could I, with joy recalling
The hours and moments gone,
Say I had well employed them,
Nor o'er one failure mourn?

Another year, is passing,
And I win passing too—

Passing from earth and earthly scenes
‘T'o those earth nover knew.,

What shall 1 plead when standing
Before the ' Great White Throne™?

Nothmg, O Christ, but thineg awn blood,
‘Thy righteousness mine own.

Another year is dying,
And tie is dying too,

And all things here below, with him,
Are passing out of view,

Passiog as swiftly ag our thoughts
Flit through onr minds, then flee.

Oh, realize by facts.like theso,
\Vhat ought vur lives to bs?

Another.year is adding
To thosc already.dead.
Dead | will théy never rise again?
Where, all the actions fled ?
Wosurely yet shall mest again,
“Uhis ol year and our'souls ;
His deeds will greet us yet, though now
Oblivion o'er him rolls.

"We loave.the year with Jesus
. ‘T'o sprinkle with his blood :

Jesus the loving One, who once ,
As our Sin-bearer stood.

We leave the year with Jesus,
And thas the weight js gone.

We truat the future all to him
\¥ho all its weight hath horne,

THE NEW YEAR.

Maxy of us ghall quietly.lie down to
rest on the 3lst December, and when we
- shali awake a mew year.will;be upon u-.
But we shall find in us the same rinture we
hud- before. Qur old habits will, be as
strong, our moral weaknesses as wenk, and
our temptations just as strong-.in early
Junuary as in late Decémber., The cuth
. has gone on in its revolution, and the stars
have kept their courses: .but men aud
womell are no better because of these
physical transformations. Those who went
to.rest with thpir faces downward, and ther
“liearts against God and the triumph of his
truth, arostarted .in the same direction on
Now Year's morning, while those who are
looking upward and climbing the steops
that lead to a heavenly life will not be
helped or hindered by tho advent of the
new year. Sometimes those who are living
badly apply their Now-Year resolutions,
and the descent for the time is not o rapid.
Bo, also, the spur of the new yoar iy
help ono to travel more rapidly on-the up
grade ; but, as a rule, New-Year resolutions
do not ¢hange the directions of human life
A new year does not bring to us a new
_nature, else how muny would drop theit
burdens as the 1st of Junuary comesin, A
reliance on divine guidance and divine
strength will avail more than good resolu-
tions. Seek the life that needs no New-
Year's reforming.

Star of Bethlehem.

O sTAR of wonder !
Star of the unight!
O star of wondrous beauty-bright !
Onward leading,
Still proceeding,
Guide us to that perfect.Light.

. =Y. -~ .

¢ Nor until a man knows more than the
averaco man, does he come to realize how
little he does know.”
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The Book of the New Year.

‘I'nk book of the new year Is opened——
1ts pages ure spotless und new ;
And so, as each leaflet §s turning,
Dear boys nnd girls, beware what you da!

Let never a bad thought be cherizhed,
Keep the tongue from o whisper of guile,

And sce that your fuces ate windows
‘Through whicha sweet spiriv shall smile.

And weave for your sonls the fair garment
Of honour, of beauty, nmd truth

Which wilt still with o glory enfold you
When faded the spell of your youth,

Aud now, with the new book, endeavonr
T'o wiite the white pages with care ;
Each day is o leaflet, remembor,
To be written with watching und prayer,

And if on a page you discover
At evening o blot or a serawl,

Kueel quickly aud ask the dear Saviour
In mercy tv cover it all.

R0, when the strange book shall be finished,
Aud clasped by tho angel of light,

Y on may feel though the work be imporfect,
Yoou have tried to please God in the right.

And think how the years are a stairway
Op wluch you must climb to theskies;

Aud strive that your standing be higher
As each one away from you flies

THE OLD ORGAN

“ HJOME, SWEET HOME."”
By Mrs, 0. F. Walton,

Cuarrer X.—“No Prace Lixs Houe”

Trx next morning, some of the lodgers in
the great room below remembered having
heard sounds in the stiltness of the mght
which had awakened them from their dreams
and disturbed thair slumbers,  Some mam-
tained it was only the wind howling in the
chimney, but others felt sure it was music,
and said that the old man 1 the attic must
have been amusing himself with the orgav at
midhight.

*“Not he,” said the landlady, when she
heard of it; “ hell never play it again, he’s o
dy.ng man, by what the doctor says.”

“Just you go and ask him if he wasn't
turning his old organ in the middle of last
night,” said 2 man fromn the-far corner of the
room. “ I'll bet you a shithing ho was.”

‘Fhe landlady went upstairs to satisfy his
curiosity, and Tapped at the attic door.  No
one answered, 60 she opened it and went iv.

Christic was fast asleep, stretched upon the
bed where lis old master’s body lay. ‘lhe
téavs had dried on his cheeks, aud he was
resting his head on one of ald Trefly’s cold,
withered hands. The landlady's faze grew
grave, and she instinctively shuddered in the
presence of death.

Christie woke with a start, and looked up
in her fage pith a bewildered expression. e
could not remember at first what had hap-
pened.  DBut in o moment it all came back to
him, and he turned over and moaned.

The Jandlndy was touched by the boy’s
sorraw, but she was arough swoman, aud knew
littlo of the way of showing sympathy, and
Christic was not sorry when she-went down-
stairs and left him to himself. As soon as the
house was quict he brought a neighbour to
attend to old Tretfy’s body, and then crept
out_to tell the clergyman,

Mr, Wilton felt very deeply for the desolate
child. Once asnin he committed hiw to his
loving Father, to the Friend who wounld never
leave him nor forsake Lim. And when
Christic was gono he again knelt down, and
thanked God with a very full heart for hav.
ing allowed him to bo the poor, weak instru-
ment of bringing this soul'to Himself. There
would be one at least at the heautiful gates of
« Home, sweot home,” watching for his home-
going steps.  Old ‘[refiy would be waiting for
himt there.  Oh, how good God had been to
him?! It was with a thankful heart that ho
sat down to prepare his sermon farthe next
day, on the last verse of the hymu. And
what he had just heard of old Trefly helped
him much in the .realizativn of the bright
city of 'which he was {0 spealk,

Mr. Wilton looked anxiously for Christie,
when he entered ‘the_crowded mission~roc .

. on Sunday evening. Yes, Christie was there,
sitling 28 usdal on tho front bench, with a
very palo aud sprrowful face, and wath heavy,
Jdowncast eyes. And ivhes the hymu was
being sung the clergyman noticed that the
tears were running down tho *wy's cheoks,
-taough hatubbed them away with hia aleeve

as fast as thoy came,  But Christio loaked up
nitnust with o smils whon the clergytnan gave
out hin text. It was from Revelation vit 14,
15 . ** Lhese are they whichune sut of great
tubulation, and bave was<hied thor cobes, and
made them white in the blaod of the Lamt
Thidore are they botore the throne of Geebl”

loadeht,” sad the s hergvingn, *Tamto
spaak of ¢ Home, swet home, atd of thew
that dwell thate, the great munitbtsie ol tue
tedvemed, 1t s a veey holy place there s
1no s ck on the gilllll'll paremuent, no ey il to
be found wath the aity.  ‘the tempter e
nuver enter there, sin is unhnown ; alllevery,
very holy  And on the white robus of those
who duedl thero s no atam; puie and dean
and spotless, bght and fair as Iglit, are
those tubes of theirs,  Nothing to soil them,
nothing to spol their beanty, they are made
white forever in the bloud of the Lawmb, there-
fore are they befora the thirone of God.

Oh ) sad the clergyman, * never forget
that this is the only way ot and tuture that
threne.  Bemng gond wil never take yon
there, not belng us bad as othors will avail
you nothing ; if you ate ever to entet heaven,
you wat be washed white in the Llood of the
Lamb,

¢ <t John was allowed to loak inte heaven,
and Jio saw « greatcompany of these redeemed
ones, and they wete smging @ new song, to
the praise of huu who had tedeemed them,
And atice St Johins time,” sard the clergy.
man, *ol, haw wany have Joined thew num.
ber! Bvery dav, overy hour, alwost every
moment, some soul stands before the aty
gates. And to every soul washed i the blvod
of Jesus thuse gates of pearlurethiown apeu s
they are all diessed one by one in o tube of
white, and us they walk through the golden
streets, and stand before the thnone of glory,
they join in that song which never grows old
—*¢Amen.  Diessing, and glory, and wisdom,
and thanksgiving, and honour, and power,
and might, beuntoour God for ever and over.,
Amen.’

“ And, mv friends,” said the clergyman,
“as the holy Godl looks on these sonls he sees
in them no trace of gin, tho blood has taken
it «lt away 3 even 1 his sight they aro all fair,
there is no spot in them.  They are faultless
and stainiess, perfeetly pure and holy.

*Oh ! my friends, will you ever join their
pumber? lhis i a dark, dismal, dying
world 1 will you be content to have your il
heret Will you be content never to enter
¢ Home, sweet home 2 Oh? will you delay
coming to the fountamn, und then wake up,
and find you ave shut out of the city bright,
aud that forever?

“ Une old man,” eaid the clergyman, *“to
whom 1 was talking last week is now spend-
g Ins first Sunday in that bright eity.”

A stilluess passed over the room when the
clergyman saii this, and Chrisiie whispeied
to himself, ¢ Ho means Master Trefly, 1 know
he does.”

¢t He was a poor, sin-stained old man,” the
clergyman went on, *‘but he took Jesus at
his word, he came to the blood of Christ tobe
washed, and even here he was made whiter
than snow.  And two nights ago the dear
Lord sent for the old man, and took lum
home. There was no sin-mark found on his
soul, so the gates were opened to him, and
now tn the suowy dress of Christ’s redeemed
he stands, ‘fanltless and sta:nless, fanltless
and stainless, safe in that happy home.’

«If I wero to hear next Sunday,” said the
clergyman, “‘thatany oncof youwasdead,could
I 53y the same of you? Whilst we are meet-
ing here, would you i in ‘liome, sweet
home’? Areyou indeed washed in the precious
Llood of Christ? Have you indeed been for-
given? Have you mniced came to Jesus ?

*Qh ! do auswer this question in your own
heart, smid Mr. Wilton, in & very earnest
voice. ¢ I do want to meet overy une of you
in * Home, sweet home.™ I think that when
Gud takes ine there I shall be looking out for
all of you, and oh @ how [ trust weshall all
meet thiere—all mect at homo !

] cannot say more to-night,” said the
minister, “but my heart is very full; God
grant that each of you may now be washed in
the blood of Jesug, and even in this life be
made whiter than snow, and then say with a

rateful heart, *Lord, I will work for thee,
ove thee, serve tace all Lean s’

« ¢Till in the snowy dress
Of thy redeemed I stand,
Faultless and stainless,
Faultless and atainless,
Safo in that bappy land ¢’

And then the service was over, and the
congregation went away., Bnt Christie never
moved from the bench on whieh he vas sit-
ting. His face was buried in hia hands, and
he never 1 oked up, even when the elergyman
1aid bis hau s kindly on his «houlder.

“0Oh ! ho sobbed at last, *“1 want to go
home: mv nwthers gone, and old Trely's
gono, apd I want to go too.”

Fhe < jermvman took Christis s little brown
hawd in Lath of his, and sand, © Christle, poor
titie Cliretie, the Lord does not hke to keep
you out-ula the gate § bt he bia wurk for you
ta du 4 iittio Tunger, aml then the gates will
o apetnd, un  hame Wil b Wil tho awecter
aftar taedark Umo down bete 7 | Aud then
with othier gontie and basog words ho vome
fortad thauduld, ad thonan emope he prayed
with bam, and UChristic went away with
lehter ot But be contd not relp thinkn
of the Lt Sun v evemnz, when ho hnﬁ
haste utl tome to tell Lrefly about the third
verse of thie hymn.

Lhere was no ona to-nizht tsw howm Christia
could tell what ho had hear ¢ Ha waited o
it otigde the attie door as i he were
atrart to goan, but 1t way on'y for A minute,
and shaon b walked moall foar passed away.

The sun was setting, amd ~ome rays of
glory were falling on old Jrethy’s fuce as hio
lay on the bed.  They secmred to Chnstio as
if they came stralght from the golden uty,
theie w as something so bright sndeo unearth.
Iy about them. And Chrste fancad that
Irethhv xoilcd as he lay on the bed. v
mght be fancy, but he lLiked to think it was
a0,

And then he went to the attie window aod
louked out.  He alimest saw the golden city,
far away amongst those wondiovs, bnight
clouds. ~ It was a strange, glad thought, to
think that Treffy was there.  \What a chango
for him from the dmk attic! Oh! how
bright heaven would seem to hia old master !

Chnstie would hinsve given anything just to
see for one minute what Trefly way dong.
* I wender if be will tell Jexuw about e, and
how I want to vane home, * said Chiristie to
himself.

And as the sunset faded aw «y and the hght
grew less and less, Christio knelt down m the
twibght, and said from tis- bottom of his
heart, -

0 Lord, pleace unke me patint, and
pleaso some day tuke me to e with thee and
old Trefly, in ¢ Home, sweet honee.”™

(1o br continued,)

UNCLE JOSIAH'S BEDTIME.

BY MES. J. . BALLARD.

Svent headaches as Unele Jostah had !
And such doctors! Thear efforts }eft tho
patient worse instead of better. At ladt,
however, a young doctor gave Aunt Polly
a preseription which he said wax sure to
help if not eure.

Uncle Josish was a strict temperance
man. Nut a drop of ardent spirits, asa
bevernge, hud ever passed his lips. He was
a man firm of principle—strong and un-
yielding where his well-trained conscience
was concerned.  The doctar’'s prescription
was egg-nog,  Aunt Polly was to prepare
and administer it to Uncle Josiah at lus
bedtime, when sleep would follow anil the
headache dixappear

Very grateful the remedy proved, pro-
pared under Aunt Polly’s skiliul hand.
She was generous to a tault, and perhaps
mixed a thimbleful meare than the pre-
scribed proportion of whiskey in the nig}dly
draught.

As the headache was a very real fact,
Uncle Jonah 8 consacnce did not forl.d
him to give the remedy a fair trial. 1hs
usual time for retiriug was ten oclock.
When he was m beid Aunt Polly carned o
him the fragrant, steaming eap.

One night shout tw weeka afrer he hes
gan taking the wiehsly stunulbat, Uncle
Josiah grew restless a0 about a quarter to
ten o'cluck, and said -

“«Polly, 1 fcel pretty tired ; Tthink T
go up now and be ready for my mediene
and sleep.”

< Well, Josiah, it’s only aspnart v of ten:
but you do leok tired, and U'll prepare it
now.”

The next week, ane rainy mght, as the
clock struck mne, Unele Josjud left his old
arm-chair, a bright fire, and s cheerful
wife. He was * quite tired out, and would
have his nog now.”

“What makes you so tired to-night,
Josiah

+Well. working about the factory all
day, I suppose, Polly :* and ke drained his
mghtly remedy, and woent off to sleep.

One week luter Unele Jostab’s bedume
came at a quarter tommne o'clock. e went
upitairs, but just bLefore Aunt Polly was
ready for hia, he ealled down, * Polly '~

** Well, Josizh.”

“Din't bring up that stufl! I'm coming
down.”

“Coming down'*
ready for bed "

5o I way, Polly, but Pm coming down
to ba with you tilt ten w'clock, and [ shall
never taka nuother cup of ney *

Ho camo down, fully dressed, and added

I thought you were

" l’ull{. do you know why 1 lave been
ﬁomng( rogl s early of lato ] 1t waa just
ecause I waa In a hurry for that muedicine;

and whon a man begina to rulivh whiskey
as [ have boon getung to do, thero's # ser
peut lurkig near,  Wo'll both ait up till
ton o'clugk nd then slvop the sleep of the
{;mltl‘ “Not. another drop shall passany lips,

olly.

And ho kept his word,—Youih's (um-
panton,

0ld Christmas.
BY MARY ROWITT,

Now, he whn kuows Christmas,
Ho knowa a carlu of worth ;
For he ia a8 good a follow
As any upon carth.

Ho comeas warm clonked and coated
And buttoned up to the chin;

And soon aa hie comes a-nigh the deor
We open and let him in.

We know hio will not fail us,
So wo sweep the sarth « p clean,
We set for him the old arm-char,
And a cushion whercon to lean,

And with eprigs of holly and ivy
We make the house luok gay,

Just out of old regard for him,
For "twaa his ancient way.

He comes with cordial voice,
That dees one good to hiear:

He b akes one merrtly by the hand,
As he hath done many a year.

Aud after the little children,
e asks in cheerful tune,

Jnek, Katie, and little Annie,
He remembers them every one !

What u find old fellow he s !
\\ ith hus fuculties all aa clear
And lis heart as warm a dight
As u nab in his fortieth year!

What a tine old fellow in truth )
No toue of your guping clves,
Who, with plenty of money to spare,
Think »nly about themselves

Nrt he* for he loveth the children,
And hiol tav begs for all,

Aud vames with his pockets foll of gifts,
For the great onesand the amall.

And he tells newatty old stories,
And singeth witly might and main,

And we talk of the old man’s visit
Till the day he comes again,

Gaood luck unte ol Christmas
Aut long hic let ns xing

For he sduth more good nuta the poor,
Than many a crowned King

- ettt ~ -

A NEW YEAR'S RESOLVE.

Tr 1t is a question i anyone’s mind
whether one is better or worse off for hav-
wy made a rewiution that proved too
ditizeult for him to keep, let hmn modify
hix anns o hittle, and innke perfectly prac-
ticad atrempis, did ths certaw wise hittle
bu}

thia Sunday-school teacher dmtnbuted
shps of paper to her scholars, and asked
each to write thereon a New Yewr 4 resolu-
tion. He decided to inahe » resolve which
he would be able to keep, nud th secure
the prize offered to the boy who, at the
bemmmng of snother year, should have
coms the nearest to Keepang i

Ha wrote - ** Re<olte. That 1 wyl tri too
bee a yeer older by nex nuo yeers.”

Waorns of kindness we have spoken
Mav, when we have passed away,
Heal, perbaps, a spirie brok n,
Guulc a brother led astray.
- d. Hazen,

e S g el o m

Fraxk (the day after Chinstias):
“Papa- wouldwt it e st aw well if
wamna'd put just « little speck of pare-
T N a\l\ the Chirostuas things, to save
1" @ mublo of taking it all next day 1"
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* What are you look-
ing at mo for all the
time? You annoy me
greatly.,” This was said
more to the father than
the child.  The baby
was abashed for a mo-
wment, but that little haand
went oub again and the
m\ceb\oxce, with a little
tremor in it, piped out :

“’Causo you look just
fike my mamma dld I
would like to kiss you.”

“ Where is your mam-
ma, child 7" the Iady ask-
ed. The voice had sof-
tened a little, and through
the sternness of the
visage gleamed a ray of
tenderness.

“ My mmmma is dead,”
said the plaintive vuica of
the child.

Those four words scem-
ed to break down the
barrier thut stood between
the woman's heart and the
pleading little child. Im-
pulsively the lady’s arms
were clasped about the
slight form, and they
drew it close to her
breast, The two men on
the opposite side of the
car could not see tho

'S EVE.

NEW YEAR

The Death of the Old Year.

Fuiy knee-deep lies the winter snow
And the winter winds are wearily sighing :
‘T'oll yo tho church- bcll sad and slow,
And tread softly and speak low,

For the Old Year lies a. dyung

He mu full of )oke nnd ]m.

But all his merry quips *ve o'er.

"Fo seo him die, across the waste

His son and heir doth ride post-haste,
But he'll be dead before.

LEveryone for his own,

The night is starry and cold, wny friend,
And the New Year blithe and bold, my fno,nd
Comes up to take hisown.

His face is gro\\ ing and tlun,

Alack ! our friend is gone.

Close up his cyes; tio up his ching
Step from the corpse, and let him in
‘That standeth there alone,

And waiteth at the door.

There's a new foot on the floor, my

woman’s face, but the
sound of a b:\by's sob
was hushed with a kind,
motherly kiss.

The ear jogged on, and soon the child
was sleeping a\\eetl), with its little yollow
head pillow ed on the satined boson of the
woman, while the face of the latter was
beut lovingly over the lucks of gold.

Here was a picture that even the two
hardened men of the world could not look
upon without a touch of tears, and as the
car moved on there was only the rumble of
the vehicle to break the silence.

Who tho lady or the child was is un.
known to the writer, but the little episode
left a pleasant recollection and a kindlier
feeling toward humanity.—New York Star.

TAKE a 1ot of good nature nnd lenty of fun,
And stir thun up often together;
Then once in a while add a sweer, sunny
smllo—
"Twill inake brightness in dreariest weather.

friend, | 7 - = l
a\ndfn nc;" face at thedoor, my J PALESTINE J / [l ks £k 4’
riend, ! o = )
A new face at the door. In the time of r *é" -~

—Tennyson.

A TOUCH OF NATURE.

A car on the Washington
Avenue line was jogging along
up town. There were only five
passengers  in  the car—three
men, a lady, and 2 little girl of
pmh «bly six or seven years.

The Iady was an austere-look.
mg passenger, who scemed to
tako little notice of what was
oceurring or being said in the
car.  The little girl, a sweet,
rosy-fuced child, with a shghb
cloud of sadness over the natural
sunshininess of her counten-
ance, sat at the lady's right and
frequently looked up wistfully av
the immovable face of the wo-
man. The man who sat at the
right of the child, and evidently
her father, spoke to the little
one several times as if to dis-
sunde hor from gaziug at the
lady. But still the littlo eyes
would return to the woman's
face and scun it searchingly.

The woman became uneasy
undor_the baby's scrutiny, and
shifted a littlo as if to turn her
face from the lino of vision of
tho bright-oyed child. Thentke
little hand was laid softly on

l
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Guandian or Wesleyan and Magazine, $3.00,
W. H. Withrow, D.D,, F.R.S.C,, Editor.

ILLUSTRATED ARTICLES.
Every-day Life in Bible Lands. The

or.
Among tho subjects to bo troated will be :

Land Tenure in Dalestine, Agriculture,
Domestic snd Other Industries, Dwell.
ings, Food, Clothing, Ornaments, Social
Customs, Weddings and Funerals, Festi.
vale, Religious Usages, Position of
Women in the East, Domestic and Family
Relations, ete.

Thcm nplondldh illustrated papors will throw
sin on many passages of Scripture, and

will bo specinlly uscful to preachem and
teachers, and indeed to every Blblo student.

Our Own Country. Fully Illustrated.
Oxford a.nd its Colleges. Trof. Goldwin

A La(.:dys ‘Adventure in Greece. Mus, Z.
ArmnI.
Wanderings in the Levant. ILditor:

In the Footsteps of St. Paul.

Among the Seven Churches of Asia.
Alasgka: Its Glaciers and Fiords.
The Land of Luther.
Vienna and Berlin.
Tyre and Sidon.
Petra, the Rock City.

Walks in YLondon. Rev. \V, Harrizon,

The North-West Mounted Police.
Holy Moscow.
The Book and its History. A record of

tho l«‘ngllsh Bible
England’s Keys of the Empire in the

Mediterranean:

Gibraltar, Malta, Cyprus, Port Said.
Canoeing on the Columbia.

SERIAL STORIES,

“7he House on the Beach.” Mrs. Julia
McNnir er(..ht. '}llustmwd

““The Elder's Six.
“ How the Gabbites Came to Gull Cove.”

¢ Rov. Geo. J. B .

“Light in Dark Places " Mrs. Campbell
Airlie's Mission. By Annie Swan.

A Wiecker's Li ht A Canadian story.

The Star in the A =tory of London
life. A clever story of Iries hto will he pre-
sented.  Ono-part stories by popular writers.

CHARACTER STUDIES AND
SKETCHES.

A Methodist Statesman—The Right Hon.

H. Fowler, M.P.

Maxurnglhain and Carlotta. The Tragedy
O exico.

TheMartyr Monkof Florence. lllustrated.
John Ruskin asg Preacher.

John Wesley’s Relations to HisOwn Age.
Two Noble Lives—Charlotte, Countess of
Ca'mlng. and Louisa, Marchionessof Water-
ford.

MISSIONARY SKETCHES.
UANY OF THEM FULLY ILLUSTIATED.
Our Indian Missmns Rov. John Semmens.

Thousand Miles' Missi
- lno Labrador. Rcsv J.T. ng\agna-omey

The Mora.’vxa.ns and Their Missions.
Methodlst stsxons in Mexico. Prof.-

I‘ortv Yea.rs Among the Eslnmo in
Canada’s Great North La

Medical DMissions, Theu- Pla,ce and

Power. Rev. A. C. Crews.
Amid Greenland s Snows.
The Story of Ashantee.
Cxty, R.ce Swamp, and Hill—Missions in

India.
Adventures on the Congo.
Mackay of Uganda-
The North Sea Mission.
With Dr. Mackay in Yormosa.
The Salvation Army at Work.

SOCIAL AND RELIGIOUS
TOPICS.

A D:iv.)y 1ir 1 the Asylum for the Insane.
A Day m ::!llxe Toronto Hospital. © Rev.

Hosp tals, Then- History and Mission
Zceles, London, Ontardo.

Wealth a.nd How to Use It.
chrmtxanity and the Poor. Mark Guy

Jesus Ohnst and the Masses. Hugh

Price Hughcs,

Social and Present Da.y Questxons. Arch-
dcacon Farrar and oth

Cause and Effect in Religxons. Prof.

Drummond.
The Church of the Future. Dr. Buckley.
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Look Unto Heaven. By J. . Whittfer.
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Guiding nghts. Coloured pictures mgh

Heavonly Voices. Coloured pictures. with
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Shining Stars. Design of star.
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Coloured cover.
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