«,

X he was pa<sing the 'Waggon

— -

".2the names of the horses printed on it.
T BIf yon want to make a trifie of money |

=%,

-+ - Hence he hesitated, aud seemed in-

-l

T
¢ - into the field with the horses.

<%~ rows 8l the morning.

-

.

%2

T A

" “the money out of his pocket and held
", _ed it up to three shillings and three-

e _sbillings. ‘They agreed to put the five

.-\hea_rror something to your advan-|
- ]

—-_Y[t will be money taken out of the

- Tom to the public house,
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A Happy New Year,

(*nming, coming, coming !
Lasten ! perhans you'll hear
Uver Ltbhe snow The bugles blow
To welcome the glad new Feur.
In the steeples tongues are swinging,
There are merry klelgh-bells ringing.,
And Lhe people for joy are singing,
It's coming, coming neur.

|wenerosily by having a drink, and

treating his rriends.

| cost.

Half an hour later t
nto the field and found
standing idle. They had drawn the
[ plough from the furrow and were con-
tentedly nibvling at the young grass
justcoming up in the hedgerow. The
"master rode round the tield, bhut Will
was nowhere to be seen. - lle drove
the horses forward a few paces, then
untharnessed them and took them to
the stables

Will did not make his appearance at
the farm that day. He was having a
spree at the “Wagon and Horses,”
and was spending all the movey he
‘had won. At closing time he was
{helplessly drunk apd all his money
{was spent, Tom Needall was not
rone quite so far as Will, and he took
| him into the ontbuilding, avd they
{«lept off the effeets of their carousal
in the hay. Will woke the next morn-
ing with & dreadful headasche, and he

Fiving, sighiog. dying,

Gaoing away lo-nlght,
Wenry and old, Its story told,

The year that was full and bright,
Oh, hnlf we are sorry iU's leaving
Guod-vye has a sound of grievine:
Bat its work Is done, aud its weaving:

(;od speed its parting flignt !

Tripping, alipping, £k Ipping.

Like s child 'n ils woolng graes,
With never n tear and never s fear,
And a light in it8 lunghing face;

With hands held ont Lo greel ns,

With guy ltile steps« 10 meel us,

Wiih Bweel eyves 1hal entreal us,
The new year comes lo 118 place.

Comiog, coming, coming !
Promising lovely things— .

The gold and gray of the sunfmer day,
The winter with fleecy wings:

'romil-ing switt birds glaneing,

And the patter of rain-drops= daneing,

And the sun- beam@grrowy lancing,
Dear glits the new'year brings.

1
Coming, ecomiog, coming!

parish, and he must needs show his|

He would pay;
for whiskies all round, whatever the |

he master rode|
the horses|

began (o think about the hor«es he had |

The world s s vision white; !
From the powdered eaves o the sere-brown
leaves,
That ure hididen ont of right,
In the rteeple tongnes are swinglicg,
The bells are merri'r ringing,
And “Heppy New Year” we'ra singing,
For the old year goes to-night.
—Marzarel E, Sangster, |

-

‘hay and slupk like a thief along the

'to the stables, and began to put the
' harness on the horses
‘harnessed one of them hismaster came

left in the field. He crept out of the

road.
When he came to the farm he went

Before he had

to the stable and frankly vold him all

Consecrate the New Yenr,

This New Year thou givest me,

lLoed, I conrecrata Lo thee,

| With sl 18 nights and days;

Fill iy hapd wilh service bles!,

Fill my heart with holy rest,
Aund fill my life with prglse!

Among the many moltoes and pray-
ers available and suitable for the New
Year, what better than this beautiful
stapza by Miss Havergal ? © He whose
life in the swiftiy passing months can
be summed up.in the worls Yser-

the term. May such inestimable bless-
ing come toevery reader of these lines !
[tis sn old and trite saying: ‘‘How
rapidly time urges his flight!—some-
times as a relentless, unsparing de-

making our past sorrows lonk dim in
the distance ; opening wuny flowers of
pleasure on our way, aud-gradually
ripening our souls for the greatand
|gloroius harvest of eternity.”” Of the
benediction of time, Dickens has said :
“Fucher Time is not always a bard
parent, and, though he tarriesfor none
ot his ehildren; often Hays his hand
lightly upup those who have used him
well, making them old wen and women
inexorably euough, but leaving their
hearts anidl spirits young aod in full
vigor. With such people the gray

vice,"! ‘‘rest,” “'praise,” will have u
happy year in the fullest medning of |

stroyer, but oftener as a swilt-winged |
and beautiful angel ; changing, yet-not;
taking away this world’s blessings ;'

1 Wanke up, Yonng Yenr. !
“(‘nme dear,' Lo Lhe year
Sald Nature, the inother,
“Y o must go, You Know,
To relleve your brother.,
It is now his turn -~
T sleep with Lthe Past,
And he's ha<tening homeae
On the midnight bluel,
I'1l give you playthings
UF frost and rime,
Fily-two wesks .
“And twelve months ol time,
Blossoms and buds
And daneing streams, -
Iivers and flouds
And rainbow gleams, .
Corn snd wheat ” |
With their golden shensves,
Cold and heat = i
Aund the ripened lenves, : |
“’éd“ o t:hﬁuil" 'vi"u' you !
ees Lo mike honey, | . d
Wil Toraan and wolned | probe to the bottom, and. is ove of the
Are enrning money,
S waken, yoenr,
For the children call
You Happy and Bright |
While the snow-flakes fall. [ n h : f
You must haste, you see, - ! atér, itwill sink him.
To relleve your brother, )
Whoa is tired and old,” . S
Suld Naturs, the it her.
—Harper's Young People.

A New Yenr's Molto.

In the dawning New Year bright;
| Let us lubor op while thie daylight lasts,
Aund rest in the darkenlog night,

For labor 18 sweet In the Magter's name,
And his strength and galdance are sure;
His promise Is now and ever the Rame,
T'o those who In patience endare,
; —H, N, Visitor,

—-

. What Others Say.

»

(N, C. Ch, Advoeate.)

|iness for the itinerancy is ‘determiuned.
| No preacher can aftford to lug around

(Nashvllle Advoente )

|

| The kind" .word which you might
| have sFaken, but did not speak ; the
‘helpfu pet you might-have done, but

Misappropriatéd Adjectived,
“Splendid’” means shining, superb

| : fit
{ There's work for me and there's work lor you

“Ave you in debt so as to embarrass |
This question is intended to

'tests by whieh a young prencher's read- | just, before dusk Christmas evening.

. | with him a load of debt. Sooner or|g%it, he seemed Lo answer, “No huwy,

Ninety-Five,

Onee more the glass of Time I8 turned
By Junuary's hand,

And downward flow the tioy grains
Of slowly fulling sand,

To Ninety-four we'll say farewell—
Muy all his good sarvive !—
And weleowne lu the glnd New Yeur,
The New Year Ninety-five,
’ —4, 8, Visitor.

A Tnlk With “Father Time.”
““What's your hurry, Father Time,
|—can’t you stop and talk a while?”
| was my greeting to the old man with
rthe sickle and hour-glass us I saw him
{ pass my door going to the westward

Withiout breuking his steady, even

no hurry at all, just going my. regular
| pace, and ‘can’t stop, or other folks
| would miss me; if you wait (o talk

;Im me you'll have to catch up and go
| along.”

{ Finding hie wuﬁldn’tslop, T ran out,

and magnificent. ‘Don’t therefore-call
every mean little thing splendid:. We
bave:heard one of the. superlative' ex-
pletive women say a dish of ice - cream
was “splendid.” = A chicken stew was
“gplendid,” too, and - when she ate
sausage and buckwheat cakes there
was nothing for it but to eall them

did rot do—these are your condemna- | and after reaching his side [ found 1

tion in thesight of God. You felt ; -
éome_impuhegm let your better nature | T still trot along to keep up, for,
asgert itself, but smothered it down ! 8lthough he seemed to be not moving

and repressed it. There wasa hungry | hurriedly, his pace was so regular that

soul waiting to«ee your lipsopen, and | it seemed rapid. 'Most out ot breath,

rour hands stretched forth. Alas! I S
;'ulssed yout}t'::bnrtun?ly; A5 YOU | | begged him, ““Can't you slow up just

la little, Father Time, this speed is too

" eoin be bad. They ridled up towarls

| After severely reprimanding Will for
'his  eonduct and pointing "out the.
serious consequences of giving way to
‘such temptations, his master forgave
him and added— :

w A Good Tip,” and What Came of It.
BY REV. JOSEPH SHENTON.

Will Walliker was tempted by the,

jedd. On Tuesday, about noon
o e X and | folly and sin you have committed, and

with ! resolve to give up.the drink. Ask
the ! Almighty God, in His great mercy, lo
that | belp you come to a wise decision
and  Drinkiug and betting mesn ruin o
the you. Pray God to hel

‘done with the two evlls, ]

Horses,”- aud he saw & mun
boik i bis hand, standing at
corner of 1he stableyard. Just at
- moment Tom Needall came up,
pointing towards Lhe nian with

id— =
bu.t%.aa:;:“ tell us something worth| A few hours later Will signed the
knowin’, if ee loiks.” pledge and promised amendment. 'Hle
Will a.nudge with his!had been in an old stone quarry With
i o | his face covered by his bands, think-

elbow by way of emphusis.
‘‘Wot con ee tell us worth knowin
Will asked.
*Be Ruows the winning horse, an’
con tell us if ee loiks.”
‘P'orn slapped Will on the shoulder.
“Ee con put lots o' money’ in your
ket "’ i |
Wiil’s eyes zlistened with unnatural |
‘excitement. He stuck bis bund in his|
ocket and began to count over the

»1 ing of his mother, and how it would
(break her heart if"he went home in
'di~grace. He had been thinking, too,
(of the time when he kneeled at her
| knee, and said, *Our Father.” The
{memory of the old days broke up the
| fountaiu of his soul ; he kneeled vnce
more at the footstool of merc¢y and’
pruyed like the publican on the floor
of the temple, *God be merciful to
me a sinver.’ g hisk tii

Le tookmaker wus| When herose from his knees Lhe par-
58 Pinco yylere Re don and peace of God filled him,

Et?PNd;urg.' my hearties, «I can give you | uringing with them the promise of

oftferof ‘‘a *;uud tip,” and he fell into I"I aflvlise youto get in si';mtta quiet
anare, - This was how it 'place where you can collect your;
gl |thoughts, and think about the act of

p you Lo Il_avel

head is but the lmpressiun of the old
fellow’s hand ip giving them his bless-
ing, and every wrinkle'but a noteh in
the quiet ealendar of o well-apent life.”
Good, qudaint old TFuller. prayed:
|“Lord, give me an hour glass, not to
be by mé, butin me. Teach me. the
numberof my days—an hour-glass to
turn me—that I may appiy my heart
unto wisdom.”’—Dr. Kirkland, in 8. 5.
Vasitor, 3
: -
Christmns and New Year,

| The Christmas chimes are pealing,
|softly pealing; the joyous sounds are
|ringing, ever louder’ and clearer, ever
nearer and nearer, like a sweet-toned
| benedietion falling on the etr. Glad
Iringers -are pulling' the ropes, and i
{one grand swell of melody Christmas,
with its old yet ever new and marvel-
ous mysteries, bursts triumphantly
upon the world once more.

| ‘The cattle have turned. their heads
to the east and kpelt dowun to worship
{ the king eradled in the mauger ; the
{houses are decked with holly; the
| gray shadows sweep away ; the sun is
iup and the bright-eyed children, who
have laid awake all night listening for
the vpatter of old Saint Nick’s tiuy
steeds on the roof, only to fall asleep
at the eventiul moment, wake hurried-

splendid, too. How she would have;
described a gorgeous sunset, a dazzling|
jewelry display or a.shower of’ meteors, |

f?ﬁrl::iltl:i:‘?“?_rmm splendid, one 18} gy, tiny ray of sunlight which stole

. No word is vulgarized and “draggeq| iU through the  crack of the shutter

: - . Lyesterday wrote with its golden pen
down wore than this fine- old , Latin 5e’=l’ér( y ug ) pe
adjective “splendid” unless'it-be the [lha-e words npon the darkuvess within

adjective “elegant.””  With - some a| .. 2 -
seatile of coal that-burns'up well and ' i‘;:;e%t-l:ﬁ:thilé';“ b:lr!‘:éd?l:atf:;;dg:m D;’:l;:_
ke a'clgar fire b ',Flegam,,_ w""el‘mul: Open w'ide tlre shutters, Do not
. t‘f“gl“';,r o ]‘Fﬂf‘;{:gﬂl;‘ i “'ige bgc"glp'liniprpret the meaning of life from the
| tured lion o erne wo 2 ele- | £ {

' gant (oo, - Some people have. no. sense Ldarkness, but from the sunshine which

anylhow } falls upon it. The joy of yesterday
Do not exhayst your superlative which' erept into your clouded life
terins.on common and insignificant DQIIINS} ymr}‘]m a _wrorltil that a:.‘"““d”
things. When thie bread is good, say with ir. ! :q satisfaction you felt to-
it isgood. Don't say it is splendid. day upon doing that good turn for an-
When a thing is merely preity, say other was as.a drop to the ocenn of sat-
just that.: Don’t siy you. were never
socold or so hot Lefore in your life,
You have been 020 times. The little
girl who was badly frightenéd on one ; !
oveasion ex pressed the superlative ha-) (Camberland Presbgterian.)
bit to the full when'she exelaimed, “I| Murmuring is a speeies ‘of blas-
never was s0 scared (o death in my'phemf. You are in the Loid’s guest
hfe." ; ‘tehamber. You sit at his table. If
Don’tsay it was the beaviest rain or| you complain of the fare, vou ipsult
the worst storm you ‘ever wilnessed. | him on. whose bounty- you live. If
Ym|1 lmlw;i:liived througrlf rtldpzen such;ynu doubt whether you will be taken
and will do so agaju. ‘ell & story ex-|care of, you impugn the truthfulness
actly as it is, coloring it not an Anfini-|of him gvho decim?és that he is’ inore

(Itam’s Horn,)

every other day just like this.

“There is a great big world of sun-|UP

isfuction:you will find ir you make|

agood tip.”” Heproduced a card with

for yoursell, to pay your expenses for a

seaside holiday, or to buy Mary Jane

a new bonunet, put your money on

this horse, . Hu, you thought 1 wus

guing W tell you. Out with your

mouey and you’shall know the secret,
I can spot tne winner.”

= s\Wud ee tak half a-crown?” Wil
‘sked in & whisper.

A Mak’ it five shillin’s

ed.

Will began to turn over the money

in bis pucket, and tried to count it

. without exposing it:to view. He

_ knew he was vot worth five shillings.

Tom sug-

olined to go on his ‘way.

“4+F:dunner moind goin shares, Will,”
Toin suggested. “Can we make five
shillin’s between us ?”’ .

" "Will hesitated no longer. He took

it in the palm of his band, and count-

nee, Tom held in bis hand two
“shillings on' the book-maker’s favorite
- hhorwe, wnd spend the threepence in a
pint of beerund driuk -to iheir own
good luck.

“Phree-fifths and two-fifths, eight
to nue offered and taken,” said “the
expert betting man.  “You put your
money on *Lucifer.’ Thal is a splen-
did horse, wmy country cousins. I,
have never inall my experience of
racing had so good u tip 1o give my
customers. Lucifer is sure to win the
race; walt till Thursday and you will
see,”! He winked knowingly. “You
will, as the lawyers say, on Thursday

* For two days Will thought of noth-|
ing but the horee Lucifer. In imagi-
nation he saw the horses running and
always Lucifer to the front. He bad,
liowever oneor Lwo fits of despon-
dency. Perhaps the book-maker bad
deceived him. It was certain that]
éverybody could not win, 1f ke wou,|
then sonicbody must loose; and if hef
loat, someé other man would win, His|
conscience bLecame troublesome, He
ought pot to put his money to risk,
and he would never do sn any more—
if he lost. But the man was so confi-
dent that Lucifer would win the race.
“1f he did wing then by a sudden stroke|

of fortune his three shillings would be!

better and brighter days.—British
Workman. :

A GENUINE GHOST STORY.

Some years ago there was a lone

house standing near a plunatation oot
far from Guilford, Conu. This house
nobody would ever take because it
was hauuted, andstrange noises were
heard in it every night after dark.
. Several tenants tried it, but were
frightened away by Lhe noises. Al
last one individual, more courageous
thau the rest, resolyed to unravel the
mystery. He accoraingly armed. him-
self cap-a-pie, and hnviupf put out the
light, remained sentry in -one of the
rooms.

Shortly he heard on the stairs pit
pat; a full stop; then pit, a pat;a fuli«
stop again,

The noise was repeated séveral
times, us though some creature, ghost
or no ghost, was coming up stairs.

At the last thing, whatever it “was,
came close to the door of the room
where the sentry was placed, and lis-
tening, his heart, too, chimed in with
the tune, pit, a pat, but ratber faster
than it was wont to do.

He flung open the door—hurry skur-
ry, bapg !—something weut down
stairs with a tremendous jump, and all
over the bottow of the house the great-
est confusion, asof thousands of de-
mouns rushing in all . directions, was
beard !

"This was enough for one night. The
next our cratty sentry estublished
bimself on the first landing, with a
heap of straw and a box of lueifer
matches. 3

Soon all was quit. - Up_the stairs a-
gain vame the pit, pat—pit, pat.

. When the noise was close to tis am-
bush he secraped his mateh and set fire-
to his straw, which . blazed up likea
bonfire in an instant, And what did
be see ? Only a rabbit, . which stood
on its hind legs us much astonishied as
‘was the sentry, :

Both man aud beast having mutual-
ly inspected e ch other, the biped
hurled a 'sword at the quadruped,

which dizappeared down stairs quicker |
thao he came up, -The noise made !

was-only the rabbit’s foreand hind feet
hitting the boards as he hopped from
one stair to another. The rabbits had
got into the house from the neighbor-
ing plantation, and had fairly frigh-
tened away, by their uocturual wan,

multiplied by eight, and he would|derings, the righiful owners thereof.

* hear the cash jingling in his poenet.

pocket of another man,” whispered
conscience, v

Will winced. He could make no
answer. In hus heart he knew he hau
been guilty of acting fuolishly.

Ou the Thureday his muster sent |I}i-lfll

e

The mwore courageous seutry was re-
warded for his vigil, for he held his
tongue as to the cause of the ghost,

He got the house at a reduiced rent,
and several capital rabbit ples maae ot
the ghost’s bodies into the bargain.—
Golden Days,

e ——— - ———

teramble.

levery day in the year.—Theodore L.!

tesstmal tint to snit ydur wishes, One

ly to find the stockings running over | of the wost difficult things in lifeis to

with toys and sweetmeats. el the exact' truth, It akes a high
Beautiful and right it is that gifls oprder of intellect todo it. o
and good wishes should fi | the air like,  Don’t plaster any common thing all

smnn:'tﬂf&li? t’.iit Cnrm'!.mﬁs-tide.‘l A"g.over with adjéctives or expletives. . If
autiful is the yearin its coming and | , it sbows that y re not
in-its going—most beautiful and bless- %:;2.': olf;gﬁnc;zl“.'j:ng:reﬁ}toa‘tlné‘, ?hiﬂ‘;-oz
ed because it is always'the Yt‘&!.l' of Qur | cunnot see things as' Uiey are.- df you
If‘:{:hot know a grander effcat of musi uue &l the ips Worde sip OweL mh-e""
on the moral fe‘eﬁiﬁlgls ':htm 1o hear%g'{“Qh}“",;‘féf{e 97::;::; 1|1f;.t %;&":ﬁg?
! : re ong. - Rer
EU“ choir a“ghu!*’-t P*—'a““iﬁ orga:n per- this and :use’ just -plain, moderate
tgrnll!nlg a p ﬁl'lliii mm‘?n lemtnf{itﬂ‘{ﬂ‘ | words Lo des::nbtq_rr_i‘ereiy ordinary ob-
edral, an ng every parl ol the jecisand events. So shall your’ dic-
vast pile with triumphant harmony.— tion become elegabt and expredsive
Washington Irving. ; ‘and not be wordy und sloppy, 2

Christmas All the Year. [ The Power of Slience,

It is Jesus Christ that makes Christ-[ The one thing greater than human
mas thexmost joyous-day in the calen- | speech is silence., The: silence’ of
dar, Without him there would be no | Christ in the presence of falsehood and
Christmas carol, and no Christmas|detraction was godlike. In the pres-
gifte. But why limit to one day what |ence of eriticism and “exposure’ vice
oughbt 1o be our experience on every |can ill afford to élose, its lips ; its hope
day of the three hundred and sixty-|liee in the witchery and “deception’ of
five? Some Christians are bappy (m|y|sppech ; the blandishments :of the
on special vecasions; when tne sun tongue must be used i défeuse’ of .an
shines or their “ship comes in."” The ill cause and ill deeds, Virtue,.on the
rest of the time they sulk, or zroan, or | other bmid, can il dfford to be still,
Sunty-20uled old' Paul, | for the reason that there is no wrong
even when he was chained in Nerw's to be concealed. The good mun, can
guardbouse, rings out the jubilant| wear his characteron his sléeve and
words, “Rejoice in the Lord alway ;| allow his deeds to be proclaimed on
and aguin ‘[ say, Ilejoice!” Ought the . housetop. He 'has - nothing he
-every Christian 'to be happ, Yes ;' need be ashamed of., In fact, bis best
and every one of us may be happy a'l defense, in many cases, is his silence.
the time if we only look in the right|To the outrageous misrepresen'ations
quarter for.our joys. Paul wastoowiseto | of his enemies, John- Wesley usually
bid us rejoice in money, for ‘hard times’ made no reply. His silence was often
have run some purses pretty low this sublime. On one occasino, ‘when: bis
year;orto re_Euice in health: for some | bitierest ¢nemies had eombined with
of Christ’s ¢hildren will probably read | the set purpose to ruin his reputation
this articlein a sick room ; or to re- and thercfore diseredit the work in
joice only in the hours of worldly sue- | which he wae engaged, his brother
cess, Our jny, to be solid must rest on | was nervous and thought he onghtto
something immovable, and noton a speak in his own defense. He had
shifting sand-bank. There is one, trusted his soul’ with ‘God, and he
and only one, solid permanent pos-ess- | could alse trust his good name. Time
ion ; and that is the loving Christmas made Ris ample vindication. Silence
Christ, dwelling all the while in our|is often a more, powerful defense than

bearts, a Saviour faithfully served argument.—Ziou’s Herald, .
- "

You hire a man to o the gardening
-Lat Mount Auburn of FForest Hills and
Santa Clans and Christ. | find that he lllmi 80 plm:lﬁd rlile T:lr!.tlll?-

i 4 i . : land flowers that every bed spells his
o e L8 Qe 25 b ow tame; Mo T e of gra
little people, The real Christ will o, O T e T TN
have "but few youthful -worshipers 'times churches amount.to just that,
we fear, during the intervening weeks |
and daye, Thousands of dollars will|
be spent for thiogs that “perish
with geir using,"” that might make
glad the hearts of many poor and
uneedy children, if spent for food and
{raiment. *'houghtless mortals,
{are. Iustead of.Spending our money
{for the trifles of life, we should see to
(1t that the suftering hosts around us |
lare made happy on this memorable!

2

Cuyler, D. D.

Joed

| R[:'IB‘H(

| Lthe paper. When any  «¢hur¢h
church party fopgdets Christ in 1'aul or
Apollos they sin.  When the name of
an artist on an engraving is> more

|

F

| the suburbs, whose brother is a brakes- | the tale T hear around me. A year or

furnishing occasions for

willing to give good thizgs to them
that ask him 1had parents are to give
brend to their children. Mark Guy
Pearte says: ‘‘God @oes not pileh
men into the world haphazard ; dou’t
ery out 0 much against your circum-
stances, it is hadf blasphemy; what
you have to do is to find' Christ. He
will be a mateh for your circumstan-
ces.!’ If we hnd eyes and hearts. of
faith, we would see that what ever he
gives is best for us,

_ * (Baptist Teacher.)
Tt is not our purpose to plead for a
revival of Puritan asceticism, but to
enter our protest against the tremend-
ous drift in the direction of mere sen-
sual .indulgence, especially in the
whirl of - the -fashionable dance. It
used to be under the ban, end partici-
pation in-it was commonly regarded as
summary
church discipline, No longer is it
dealt with thus, but Christian parents
are eoming to think that the art of
dancing is au accomplishment to be
acquired and necessary to pe practiced
in-order that young- people may cury
themselves gracefully and have ‘suita-
ble social standing.in fashionable cir-
¢les.  After all that may be sald in
apology for the fashionable dance, Lhe
fact remains that it allows the taking
publicly of such liberties as under any
other circumstances would be or should
be indiguuntly resented. The further
fact remains that unless there be the
interminglir.g of opposite sexes in the
dance it presently loses - its . subtle
charms. -

Michmond Christlan Advoeale,

There are seventy thousand sermons
in the moruing dud seventy thousand
sermons at candle lighting on each
Lord’s Day. Toa bystander it might
seém the cartridges were smokeless

ipowder, silent caps and ‘shotof saw-

dust. Itis known the pulpit winds

{up therun-down pew. Thereisscarce-

ly vltick in weak  works on Saturday
night. .

Yet if He shouldecome to our Capi-
tal and abide with suintly sisters on

man orswings a sledge, what would
He suggest? It might be He would

i places where private names are spell- h ush the sermon avd shut the ehureh
e‘: “EIIPI 'I""i"“l“.'! "%“t"* servedl, ’:“""]'h";""’lﬂ for one Sabbath, and send thedisciples ago, when & baby was born over yob-
{elorified, butat 1s ‘wroliz. .l nd o the, miserable, the fatherless, the| in Bethlel it wassai

: : bl | d 8 . yem, and it wassaid men
Apolios are_nothing; Grd i+ every- | log licked paper. The sight of Socie. | wegiq | ' -
|thiog. On acopy ofa Lngli-h paper| (o, gilks seeking the desolate, the sot,
n was solargely advertived |
{thut a women stopped al the news|pyvels would stir the city and still the
We ! atand and asked for Cocon, and 'WImemer' 4

the friendless and filthy in reeking

A ery would go up : Chris-

OF tians are in earnest.

Pentecost would kindle in every
Church.

EMINENT MEN ON WAR.

. followed them up and down the fur-

Then he took
them to bait, and w get his own lunch,
_ On going back 1o the field it was about
the tine the race on which be had
staked his woney would be run. He
* kept steadily at his work for half-an
_hour, butall the time he was think-
ing more of the horse named Lucifer
“*than of Dobbin and Jerry that he was
following up the furrow. RBy-and-by
he saw Tom Needall running as fasr
a8 he could to bring him the - pews.
Will stopped the horses and put his
fingers to his mouth and seut out a
shrill whistle to attract Tom’'s atten-
tion, and let him know where lje was.
fom sprang ou the ditch bank, and
mude his way over the fence. He was
the bearer of what he considered good
" news. Lucifer had.won the race.
" Will turned-the horses at the top of
the field as though he intended to go
on down again. Then he threw the
reinsout of his hands and lett the
‘horses standing, aud went back with
He did nom
mean o slay, at least not more than
five minutes. He was, however, sur-

I would 1ecomwend the members of
the Peace Society, when they are eu-
gagivg in this work, to take a view of
Calvary. Ido donotsen how a man
can claim diseipleship, who does not
follow his Muster in proelaiming peace
throughout the worid—Richard Knill,

“@Glory to God in the highest, on
earth peace and good-will toward
men,” How different that is from
some who protess to preach the gospel
and at the same time go forward with
the Bible in tueir pockets to slay their
fellow-men ! How different ! O, how
different this is from wy feelings at
%Il{iutime !—Jesse Moon, on his death
ed,

- —

Newness of Life,
Beliold, I muke all things new.—Rev.21: 5’

Oh, New Year, teach us iaith!
The road of lite Is hurd :
W hien our feet bleed, and scourging winds us

scathe, .
Point thou to Him whose visuge was more
marred )
Than any man's; who galth
“Make stralght paths for your feet,” and to

~younded” by yokels who considered|, . D€ oppresi—
c - "
" bim_the most fortunate man in the e Jolomc, sod Ewlill ghaavmm et
.
= e —————e ¢

jday. Bhoes for little chapped feet,
|warm clothes for little shivering bod-
{dies, wholesome food for the poverty-
istricken, are needed tbroughout the
Jlapd.—Tpworth News.

\
)

Never can there come a ime in the
farthest onward reach of the celestial
journey when a living soul will no
longer hunger and thirst afier right-

prominent thun the engraving thereisa
fuilure I prefer tlge lnbnl.ngnwher‘.ul' (1. Louis Advocalte,)

R F . Dot i He. PRt |t eshing laduibesnl Irom Al achier
m v i o ¥ | B0 by 2 : 3 :
Tug Choro shanid b the phsiograet | (hing wore than mere catory o rhe
: ; i ol L {oric is needed to make it eflective,
the warld. Jl]]lll}l:ili_ names niust he[preaclmr who sacrifices strength to
iput o, put ]:“’“‘ iehind, not-before.—{ rjetoric and force Lo elocution, Is mak-
0. . Giftord. [ing aradical mistake. When a man
i — 4 "reads and essay or attempts to declaim
| from the pulpit, he is perpetraling a

eousness, for Lo do «oisto hunger and
thirst after God. Angelsandarchangels
must stoop Leside us to fill their golden
chulices, as weour cups of cluy, at this
inexhaustible Fountain. To hunger no
more.and to thirst no more is but to
baveour ever-returning need perpetu-
ally satisfied ; and from the overflow \ypgle towers of theory huve been
of our blessedness 1o beeome it op isnlnted pa-sages of Seripture,
wells of the water of life to other souls. y,,q these huge structures lmve been
—Lucy Larcom. used by contending forces 'to do  battle
agniust each other, professedly in the
gervice of truth. . Truth,might be bel-
ter served. 'We believe that the uni-
| versal study.of the Bible on the

sSimple Preaching.
I'rom the Observer, *
“The more.dhe Bible is preahed in
simple lunguage the more . will Chris-
Hians of all denominwions reengiize
the brendth of their "common - ground
of fellowship and union in Christ.

Ibut penceful was the nlght
Wi oreln the Prince of light
His relgo of peace upon the earth began ;

[in expounding the word from the pu

chiariiiad wava ; pit, wnl_l]d lead to n new experience of

—Mlitou's “Hymn tothe Nativity,” #he Bible's freshness, fullness and
I'foree.”’ . T

Who now hath guite forgot to rave,

While birds »! ealm sit broodiog on  the

1- ]

[
|
|

part | 4

|
|

travesty on his sacred calling and is
degrading the officeand work of the
ministry. Two of the indispensable

1requisites to pulpits power, are earnes’-

ness find sincerity. :

Let either of these be lackingand
the preacher is a Bamson shorn of his
loocks, and has wholly misinterpreted
the meéssage he ha+ to deliver, We
confess to a feeling of mingled mortifi-
eation and indignation when we listen
toa Pm.-m'her who is evidently decluim-
ing for-effect and whose self-conscious-
ess is apparent throughout his entire

The wind< with wonder whist lof preachers and people, and the deter-, Serman. Such'a man is unworthy to
smoothly the waters ki . Jreachers and paople,and Lhe ceter-g o, oy :
\\"t;ispgr]"‘ new Joss e hemild ocenn— | mination to” avoid mere seholpsticism | °CCUpy 8 pulpit,and has not learned

the first principles of his high culling.
Thiough be may .have genius, learning

und eloquence, his preachi 1g is but ““as| gy hnase you'll be making New Year|—Richard Barry, in “Hurper's Y

sounding brass or a tinkling eymbal.”

| much for me.”
|
I'you are not used to steady, methodieal
| licks, that’s what bothers you.” Strid-
|ing along easily, 1 panting to keep
“You see, if I waited for you, some-
|body else would be thrown out ot
‘time,” the old man resumed pleasant-
ly. “If every one ‘came up to the
scrateh, there'd be no calling- after me
to stop or wait, Wilh all the time
there is I haven’t a single moment to
spare: I wnust go on always.”

Being persuaded Father Time would
| keep on preaching and gently scolding
ime (and many of my brothers, over
| my shoulders) I sought to divert him,
130, “Father Time,” said I, ‘''you're
| 'most to another year's end : you must
!h:‘we seen and heard lots of queer
| things during this trip.”
| “Yes, yes, friend, Thave that. If
‘everybody knew all Iknow,I think next
| year would be a great deal happier all
{over the world. But it seems that
| people won't learn from even the little
{they do seeand hear. Why, when 1
started out this year, [ thought from
the millions of ‘good resolutions'Lheard
folks making that everything would
o on better. But I haven’t seen much
change oné way or another : men don’t
love each other any better, they don’t
treat -one another fairer, and they
{seem to care more about themselves
|than they used to. If 1 wasn’t so
{busy I'd get .disheartened, I be-
| lieve.”

. Here the old man sighed, ora gust
of wind sobbed through the trees on
the roadside.

| “'People are so busy’— (I tried toeay |
| something excusing)—

“No, no, that's not it,” Father Time
interrupted, ‘‘they have plenty of
ltime if they’d use it right. They
{won't do it, thougb,’and they
won’t think, and then they fall to
blaming me. But I don’t mini,—I
know I'm doing just right by} all of
'em. They waste many precious min-
utes in worrying that they haven't
| more (which, if they had them, would
! probably also be thrown away), and so
| they accomplish little or nothing.” -
| *“Bat, Father Time,” T putin, again

trying to divert him from scolding his
{ ehildren, “tell me some of the strange
1 things you've seen this year; you go
about so much I know you can tell
greater tales than any other traveler.”

“J see the same things over and over
8o often that they don’t seem so queer
to me ;—though, in"one way, I can’t
ever keep from wondering why peo-
ple never learn anything. I see babies
born every day, and Tsee old people
laid in their graves every day, but the
! life-stories are all pretty much as they
| have been all along. Hurry, worry
‘and short-sighted - selfishness,—that’s

| century is of little account to me,
|and I remember well, a good while

:[ would learn from him to be better.
{ And many bave learned a good deal,
i but even after he gave bhis life to teach
|them and help them and bless them,
| most people take it outin just learn-
ing, without putting in praclice what
he taught. Why, here are you people
| celehrating his birth to-day, but you
dou't do it like he’d have it dope.
| Now, you, sir, [speaking ralber stern-
'ly instead of runniog after me to gos-
'sip, and wasting time,—wby haven't
'you been helping®ome poorer fellow
get Christmas really in his heart,—
but I suppose you, like the resl of 'em,
have put about all you know of Christ-
mas iuto your stomach."”

T was taken aback at the old man’s
bluffness, or,as I thought, rudencss.
Still I wanted a hopeful word or two,
and T asked him if .he hadn’t any good
news to tell.

“Of eburse I bave, for although it's

“No; my friend,—it's your fault;]

|them with t

{cious! its most gone !

lay down as a foundhtion for
efforts: ‘But seek y& firsthis

und bis fighteonsness; and a
things shall be added ante} you.
follow that ‘adyice, ahd l'ﬁ h
more grumbling, and nd more ¢
stop or slow up.” i

I was tired, trying to kedp

the tireless old man, and I._hag
enough to set me thinging tig
my life.—* # % Christian Nef,

give you that Bal:h?emite-’qwo: )

S e ek S A
“Flint FEdson's New Yeas
' L

“Flint” Edson did nof ge
Year's box ; he sent it.
was pot “‘Flint” either ;i
diah ; but his' neighbors ®
“Flint” because heé-wns so
only hard-featured, but itg
ly reported that his heart
stone, Nobody ever caugf
ing anything away (he glor.
fact), and now he was sixfy
age, and was congidered past
tion by his neighbors. .

“‘Obadiah,” said his wife, f
you let me’have that big box
eellar? I'd like to take. it
chureh.” She added this las
Iy, Mr. Edson did notapprov
piety or of her charitable tend

“What fur?'’ growled the o
looking dp from the pages of
Osk “ILeader” in his lap. g

“Missionaries,” faltered Mrs. Edson

“Not much,” he answered, crabbed="
ly. “I'may find it useful fur. my:
se“"_l} = / | 4

“['m sure—"began the pod
man. :

*“You never was shore, in you
interrupted Obadiah, “and T’'m si
missunaries. Now, there was Frs
(Mrs. Iidson’s eyes filled with
“He was a likely boy, an’” I pai
his eddication, an’ sends him o}
lege. What does he do? He
city missunary, an’ stays dog
New York, an’ marries a scholf
agin my wishes, any~doesn’
home.” i

“Perhaps he thought it wouldl
use tryin’ to convert yow,” sni
Mrs Edson, unexpectedly ; for it
old adage that “‘the worm will tu

“Waal, Il be shingled !’ sa
old man to himself as his wife
her shawl and bonnél 2
of the house. *“Thet
S'manthy.”

He remained silen
the window at the 8"
the bare branchesy
lined the village st¢=t
ed his heavy fist 74 80
by his sidé’a’ posdero
book with a cisp 1§
and lay at hj="Teet W
ppen. Ie'bent: to
ome words caug

read on, leanip

--"- RLL

Then he
held it.ir
as he reac
big words
deep-lined
ed like quit
he closed hif

“I never
knowed, I gu
and he arose
carefully on th

The truth * w
cared to listen.

A few minutes
the little ecombin
ner was astonishe
of expression by i1
of-lthe closest ma
imagine Asisagonster,
diah Tason inqd
three most expensive dol
them without a murmur,\aﬁ
ed with two glass jars of barbe
candy besides his original purchase

When Mr, Fdson returned home
descended to the cellar, and reap
with a hiluge box half filled with stray]
and shavings ; this he carried acrod
the yard to the big red barn. Preseq
ly be came back to the house, 3
with asilent tred he tip-toed throu
the kitchen and opened the door
Mrs, Fdson's “preserve closet.” He
helped himself to an armfyl of quince|
marioalade (in neat pup%fnppedﬁl S8y

es) and half a dozen @;@ berry jan
To this headded a grea® ngpum

kin and a bushel ot red cheeksd =%
ples. Before long the sound of lus
bammering broke In on the still win
ter air from the barn.

+T.and sakes "' exclaimed Mrs,
son thewmext moruing. “What _h
come of ray quince-marmalade ? ¥

“I dan’no,” replied her husband}
“eep'n somehody must hev took it.”

I1.

A day or two later an expré
on was driven up to 1
house where “Rev. I'ra
City Missionary,” lived with
and children. Great was the
of all when the box brought b
pressman was opened, and itsr
tents displayed. But the greate®

|an old story, I suppose you have for-
'gotten it. That Bethlehem baby ]
spoke of, when he was grown to an-
| hood, told the people of the Kingdom |
'of God, his father, and urged them to |
seek an entravce Lhere,
| worthless all earthly ties.

And as 1T

I reanlutions pretty soon, T want to

counting | gad.

piness was felt when the missiol
found a piece of paper with some ¥
ing onitin a close, eramped hy
which bore this message:
SFrANKLY X Fpsox, missunary
“(ome Home and convert you
bring Wife and Children.

FATHE
,“r'rrlufr i
g
: -’ .
) af



